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WARNING 


When reading the text, keep in mind the meaning of the following 
typographical signs: 


the smaller body indicates the parts deleted by the author; 

the signs lewsl delimit the parts highlighted by the author 
(underlined, circled, marked aside, etc.) in view of a subsequent 
revision; 

<?> indicates one or more words that are not easy to decipher; 
V reproduces a handwritten sign inserted by the author in view 
of subsequent additions; 

xxx reproduces the series of typed x's used by the author (in 
variable numbers) for subsequent additions; 

the numerical references in brackets refer to the author's 
footnotes; 

the numerical references without brackets refer to Walter Siti's 
Notes; 

the alphabetical references refer to a philological apparatus at 
the foot of the page which contains the alternative lessons that 
have not been canceled and the indication of brief design 
annotations by the author or of other particular textual 
situations; 

a number in square brackets, top left, identifies the textual units 
of the book (Notes and loose papers), according to the sequence 
of the typescript (Roman numerals were used for the preceding 
Note 1); in the references these numbers are preceded by the 
sign §. 


For a more precise description of the transcription criteria, please 
refer to the Note to the text. 


Responsibility for the text lies with Maria Careri, that of the 
structure of the book (choice and order of texts in the appendices) 
with Walter Siti. 


Dear Alberto, 


I am sending you this manuscript so that you can give me some 
advice. It is a novel, but it is not written as [real novels are written: 
its language is that used for non-fiction, for certain journalistic 
articles, for reviews, for private letters (which it is known that sooner 
or later will be published) or even for poetry: rare are the passages 
that can be called [definitely] narrative, and in this case they are 
narratively so uncovered passages ("but now let's move on to the 
facts", "Carlo walked..." etc., and del after all, there is also a symbolic 
quotation in this sense: «Il voyagea...») which rather recall the 
language of treatments or screenplays than that of classic novels: that 
is, they are "actual narrative passages" made "on purpose", to recall the 
novel (which is done, in fact, summarily and approximately in the 
screenplays). 

In the novel usually the narrator disappears, to make room for a 
conventional figure who is the only one who can have a real 
relationship with the reader. True precisely because conventional. So 
much so that outside the world of writing - or if you want of the page 
and its structure as it is presented to one of the game - the real 
protagonist of reading a novel is precisely the reader. 

Now in these pages I have addressed the reader directly and not 
conventionally. This means that I have not made an "object", a "form" 
of my novel, thus obeying the laws of a language that ensured the 
necessary distance from me, V almost even abolishing myself, or 
through which I generously denied myself by assuming humbly the 
garb of a storyteller equal to all other storytellers. No: I spoke to the 
reader as myself, in the flesh, as I write this letter to you, or as I have 
often written my poems in Italian. I made the novel an object not only 
for the reader but also for me: I put this object between the reader and 
me, and I discussed it together (as you can do alone, writing). 

Now, at this point (this is the reason for this letter) I could 
completely rewrite this novel all over again, objectifying it: that is, 
disappearing as a real author, and assuming the guise of the 
conventional narrator (who, V, is much more real than the real one) . 
I could do it. I'm not lacking in ability, I'm not lacking in rhetorical 
art, and I don't even lack patience (certainly not the boundless 
patience one only has when young): I could do it, I repeat. But if I did, 
I would have only one road ahead of me: that of the re-enactment of 


the novel. That is, I could not help but go to the end of a road by 
which I naturally walked. Everything in this novel is novelistic as a 
reenactment of the novel. If I were to give substance to what is only 
potential here, i.e. invent the writing necessary to make this story an 
object, a narrative machine that works by itself in the reader's 
imagination, I would necessarily have to accept that conventionality 
which is basically play . I don't want to play anymore (really, to the 
end, that is, applying myself with the most total seriousness); and for 
this I contented myself with narrating as I narrated. And here is the 
advice I ask of you: what I have written is enough to say with dignity 
and poetically what I wanted to say? or would it really be necessary 
for me to rewrite everything on another register, creating the 
wonderful illusion of a story that takes place on its own, in a time 
which, for each reader, is the time of life lived and remained intact 
behind, revealing as true reality those things that had seemed merely 
natural? 

I would like you to take into account, in advising me, that the 
protagonist of this novel is what he is, and apart from the analogies of 
his story with mine, or with ours - environmental or psychological 
analogies which are pure existential shells, useful to giving substance 
to what happens inside them — it is repugnant to me: I have spent a 
long period of my life in his company, and it would be very tiring for 
me to start over for a period that would presumably be even longer. 

Sure I would, but it should be absolutely necessary. This novel 
doesn't serve much for my life anymore (as are novels or poems one 
writes when young), it's not a proclamation, hey, men! I exist, but the 
preamble to a will, the testimony of the little knowledge that one has 
accumulated, and it is completely different from what he imagined! 


yours 
Pier Paolo 


was waiting for 


Se ee 


With the world of power I have had nothing but puerile ties 
Osip Mandel'stam 


[1] Note 1 Background 


Perec m errr cree eer er errr crn err eran se eres sere re esse eee seeeeresesereseerersesereresereseseeeeseses 


This novel does not begin. 


[2] Note 2 |The First Rose of Summer| 


The house that Carlo had rented — and where he lived alone, 
waiting for his father to join him — was in Parioli, a neighborhood still 
full of the prestige that had been attributed to it in the previous 
decade, but which was already [ melancholy | in the atmosphere that 
the places in decline, with old gardens that have had too many 
owners, and an architecture that is already Jold| even compared to 
that of the poorest petit bourgeois neighborhoods. 

But in that May of 1960 Neo-capitalism was still too new a novelty, 
it was the term of a knowledge still too privileged to change the 
feeling of reality. 

Carlo's house was a gray building, with a garden in front that also 
seemed to be made of stone; always in the shade; or in a [gray light; 
at the bottom of a random geometric funnel, among the edges of the 
other buildings closed in their hermetic silence: edges often rounded, 
in the style of the bunkers of the fascist period... Carlo lived on the 
fourth floor; on the slightly corroded gray of the old plaster, the sills 
of the small terraces stood out, which were dark strawberry red. 

Carlo was precisely, as if to explore the theater of his new existence, 
on one of these terraces. It was morning. Warm clouds ran across the 
sky, brooding on the ground, V the dampness of the rain that they had 
sadly dumped there shortly before. It seemed that life in the city had 
stopped. Carlo, as always, was oppressed by [anguish]; having nothing 
to do but look after the house - with the certainty in these things that 
men of about thirty have - forced him to be alone with himself, like a 
shadow; and then to play out that scene of solitude in front of the 
panorama of Rome (which from there looked like a city like Athens or 
Beirut). A discouragement (of distant origins) robbed him of all 
strength and all will. Life appeared to him - before him - as an 
inevitable failure, seen moreover with the most |absolute| lucidity, etc. 
etc. The series of failures that had followed one another in his life for 
some years as a technician who wanted to take his place in the 
rejected club were perfectly logical: but what that logic depended on, 
Carlo was unable to understand. Maybe from neurosis? That is - in a 
nutshell - from that Weight that he had felt all his life inside him (“in 
his chest”) and from which he never managed, not even for a single 
instant, to feel relieved? It was suddenly, like this, that he saw his 
own body fall. On the small terrace, on the sad concrete floor, there 


were empty vases, containers, pipes (because it probably also served 
as a place for evacuation): and his body was there, lying among those 
degraded objects, as in a bare back room; in front of only the sky that 
stretched above him. 

In the defenselessness that a body has when it is unconscious, 
abandoned, all its forms and characteristics could be read, by an 
observer, freely and ruthlessly. 

Thus Carlo observed, at his feet, his supine body: here is his pale 
face, almost white or yellowish with adenoids, the forehead of an 
intelligent and stubborn person under his straight, colorless hair, 
which, in the unpleasant circumstance, had ' decomposed, in a 
ridiculous way, here are the round and circled eyes, which, 
unprotected by the glasses (which had slipped off their noses in the 
fall, and were lying nearby, with their thin [metal| temples) seemed 
naked and too expressive ; the tight skin of the long smooth face, like 
a child's, around the slightly upturned nose; the mouth, with curled 
lips, like a chicken's ass, half open due to the strongly protruding, long 
and yellow teeth, or perhaps also due to the nose, which was, 
evidently, one of those eternally blocked noses that force one to keep , 
the mouth half open to breathe; and here is his body, long and thin, of 
a weak but well-groomed person, covered by a gray suit that is not 
brand new, and by a white shirt with a tie (of such a discreet color as 
to not be noticed). 

Carlo was well aware of all the precedents that had led him to that 
point - birth, childhood, education, the first experiences of life - he 
therefore understood that this fall too was part of the logic by which 
all his acts. [ The total passivity of that species of executed person - 
shot or starved to death - who with the obedient immobility of his 
body, almost with the offering of it, with his blindly passive almost 
infantile availability - seemed to approve the work of the his 
executioners — like the poor little bodies of the Jews in Dachau or 
Mauthausen. The last logical act was that self-offering of the body of 
an intellectual petty bourgeois, incapable of offending and destined to 
be cowardly, to be punished. | All that he gloried in as an 
unostentatious privilege - his white skin, the fabric of the dress - 
those socks that could be glimpsed under the trousers pulled up in the 
calf, unpleasantly, due to the fall - was now a slightly repugnant 
object of pity, and that was all. Not even the absence of life was 
enough to erase the stigmata of birth: on the contrary, he exposed 
them in an even more brutal way. 


That is, lying there on the floor, on the attic terrace. 
after title: ? 


the indication follows: Another chapter 
could 


[3] Note 3 Introduction of the [metaphysical | theme 


Vv [And here|, probably descending from the sky — or perhaps from 
the depths of the earth, V next to that supine body, Carlo sees two 
beings coming, of a nature that is certainly not human; but it 
nevertheless appears natural, fitting into the logic of the Vision. They 
place themselves on either side of the Body, with their feet at the 
height of its head, and begin to speak. Although even their language is 
not human, Carlo understands it: not only that, but the human 
language in which it is perceived by Carlo is a wonderful language. In 
fact, every word of his has a revealing clarity: so that "understanding" 
is not limited to being only understanding, but is also the joyful 
knowledge of understanding. In short, one would say that those 
characters speak in verse or in music. Of course, it is the effect of the 
visionary dream, because, taken out of its context, those discourses of 
theirs revealed their nature devoid of mystery that Carlo's culture was 
able to provide them, and they were reduced to an exchange of 
opinions, to a fairly current ideological squabble (as indeed the reader 


will see). 

The first of the two disputants had an angelic appearance, and Carlo knew inwardly that 
his name was Polis; the second, on the other hand, had a poor infernal, miserable appearance; 
and his name was Tetis. 

It was Polis, who had begun to speak: «This body is mine, it belongs to me. It is the body of 
a good person, of an obedient person...». 

«Yes, but the Weight inside is mine...» Tetis retorted. Polis looked at him smiling, with his 
blue eyes, sure of himself. He began to speak patiently again: «If this is the Body of a man 
who loved his mother within the right limits, and fought against his father, yes, but as he had 
to, knowing well how to distinguish within himself, his own faults from his - this Body is 
mine». 

"All right - the Devil retorted stubbornly - but the Weight that is inside him is mine..." 

It was not for nothing that Polis was angelic; therefore he did not lose his non-violent and 
didactic attitude, intoning, in the register whose charm can only be perceived in dreams, his 
new argument: «If this is the Body of a man who criticized the world into which he was born 
with the purpose of improving it, and did not make its destruction the alibi to be able to live 
there with greater merit — this body is mine!». 

«ery right — said Tetis — but the Weight inside is mine...» 

A shadow began to fall on Polis' face; “Try to realize — he said — that the Good that the man 
of this Body pursued was not a formal Good, because he lived it in his existence, making it 
real. So this body is mine!" 

«I don't think it can be yours — answered Tetis — this casing, if the Weight it contains is 
mine.» 


«This Body is that of a man who did not reproduce his father out of 
unconscious obedience, but reproduced him through the tragedy for 
which the father himself had in turn reproduced his own, that is, in 


his eternal condition of son: therefore this Body it's mine". 

«No, because the Weight inside is mine» [insisted Tetis, hard, V lost 
in an obstinate conviction, which had the air of not being able to give 
in to anything in the world|. 

Polis is silent for a while, looking at the ground. Of course he thinks 
he could say a thousand more sentences like the ones he said; but 
since they are all similar, like the beads of a rosary, none of them 
could obtain different effects from those already proffered. This Polis 
is holy, therefore it is willing not only to dialogue - with a being so 
different from him - but also to collaborate in fact: one cannot 
understand each other in words. The only demonstration of real good 
will is common action: even, and all the more so, if it is scandalous. 
«|Good| - Polis says at the end coming to terms with the Irreconcilable 
- [so what do you want to do? |». 

Tetis who is certainly even more pragmatic, like someone who 
wants evil, and is satisfied with the evil he can do right away - 
because there is always plenty of time to do more - replies without 
hesitation: «You take what is [ yours, and I take what is mine}. 
"Meaning what?" the Angel inquired sympathetically. «You —- replies 
the Devil - take your Body. And I take the other Body that is inside.” 

The Devil's proposal is reasonable! Polis looks at him as if 
fascinated. She is silent and looks at him. And while he is silent and 
looks at him, a smile rises from his depths, slowly, like a sky on which 
the wind sweeps away the clouds, and little by little makes it perfectly 
serene and luminous: [until the smile|, aroused by the Devil's proposal, 
but, perhaps justified by deeper calculations, it fired into words|: «l 
accept — said Polis - take the other Body». 

Tetis doesn't have to repeat it twice: he takes a knife out of his 
sordid pockets, sticks its point into the belly of Carlo's body and makes 
a long cut. She then she with her hands opens it, and from inside her 
her entrails extracts a fetus. With her hand, passing it over the bloody 
lips of her cut, she heals and heals the wound; with the other she 
raises the fetus to the sky, like a happy midwife of her work. 

The fetus grows immediately visibly. And, with enormous 
amazement, as he grows, Carlo recognizes him: he is himself a child, 
then a boy, then a young man, then thirty as he is now, a man with a 
cultured and prepared air, ready for life. 

As the fetus has become an adult, and is standing on the small 
terrace, next to its patron, Carlo sees that even the body lying on the 
ground, unconscious, begins to revive again, like a puerpera, he sees 
him slowly open his eyes, look at himself around lost; put his glasses 
back on, and, pointing his hand to the ground, get up, until he is 
upright, standing, next to Polis: the one to whom he (apparently) 
belongs. 


The one who in exchange for his veneration would protect him. The 
Charles of Tetis and the Charles of Polis are identical. [And in fact 
they identify. | V They take a short step towards each other, as if to 
better scrutinize each other. And Carlo sees them in profile, 
motionless, like Christ and Judas in Giotto's painting: they are so close 
that theirs is the gesture that two people make when they are about to 
kiss. And meanwhile they stare at each other so closely that their eyes 
seem petrified. A dark feeling is at the bottom of that gaze, which 
unites them closely, as if binding them in a single tension that pushes 
them towards each other. 

While Carlo observes that gaze of one who guesses and keeps silent, 
and cannot detach himself from what the revelation is due to - 
foreseeing, at the same time, the whole long chain of future acts that 
that recognition contains - he does not notice that the Angel and the 
devil have departed. He just has time to see them disappear, 
conversing in a friendly way and arm in arm like two old friends 
having acted out a play. Vv 


is 
could 
be similar 


the annotation follows: [indirect speech], referring to the 
paragraphs that begin with This body... and No, because... preceded 
by the indication that, also present before: «You take yourself...» 


they share life 


[4] Note 3rd Preface postponed 


It was an extraordinarily beautiful day. After that passage of 
"mythical" clouds which I have already mentioned, the clear sky had 
returned, and the sun was shining freely without anything standing 
between the city and its light. Now, precisely this light was the 
extraordinary thing. And I'm not saying this for V poetry: but because 
-— in this particular case — the beauty of the light a some way 
specific| as a function of my story. Indeed, it often happens that the 
light is so absolute, quiet, deep - making the color of the sky a perfect 
blue - even if just a little veiled, clear, almost marine - as to give the 
impression of not belonging to the present, but to a miraculously 
reappeared past. The light of the myth that returns and repeats itself, 
if I may put it this way: but in this case the myth remains indefinite, it 
does not belong to any concrete moment of the return of the seasons, 
binding itself to some divinity of any religion: no: we were in the 
midst of It was summer, and time seemed to have never begun; one 
was in the heart of something - precisely silence, blue, fullness — 
whose passing did not count: but its fixity: which happens precisely 
for the days remembered. Just thinking of past summers, the light of 
any of their days, is "so absolute, quiet, profound". And here is the 
reason why my description, albeit a summary of this light, is not valid 
in itself, but is in function of my story. Indeed, it shone so gloriously 
on a morning in the late fifties or early sixties: and this is precisely the 
relevant fact, full of meaning. 

In this light (magical precisely because it is so profoundly 
anonymous and everyday: that of any beautiful summer day) the two 
characters, having left Carlo's house, walked slowly together, up to a 
small square square. There were some buildings all around, very new 
at the time, the low wall of a small and lugly| church and a row of 
trees along a thick hedge; a flowerbed where a colorful kiosk once 
stood, and many people sitting at the tables of the kiosk or standing at 
the corners of the square despite the hot and blinding hour. 


[5] Note 3b Preface postponed (II) 


«It was an ancient sentiment that the Gods allowed themselves to be 
seen from time to time by men» wrote Giacomo Leopardi in 1815, in 
one of the three hundred thick pages "on the popular errors of the 
ancients", announcing, in addition to "The history of the human race", 
also other operettas of his, including "Delle favole antica": but does the 
qualification of "ancient" derive from "antiquus", or from "anticus"? 
“Antiquus”, we know what it means; as for “Anticus”, the opposite of 
“posticus”, it indicates the south, the time of the south (as noted by a 
great modern hermetic poet in search of “vagueness”, i.e. 
polyvalence). Are the fables in question "ancient" fables or "meridian" 
fables? Among other things, the most beautiful passage of the "Saggio" 
is the one entitled "Del noon", and has as its object the time in which 
"the sun itself seems to darken due to the heat". It is true that the Gods 
usually appear at night: but it is at this hour that their appearance is 
most terrifying and sublime. Even the anonymous authors of the 
Psalms knew it: «non timebis a temenocturno; a flying sagitta in die, a 
negotio perambulante in tenebris, ab incursu et daemonio meridian. 

How true this is, was — if this has any importance — demonstrated 
by the appearance of our two midday demons in the Kiosk of Piazza 
xxx|: the high school students - and, disdainfully isolated, the 
university ones — with the grin that at the time might have seemed of 
an intolerable social hooliganism, while today lit would only appear 
as an inoffensive petty bourgeois smile, simply unpleasant — they 
suddenly felt the hair on their heads stand on end. And even the 
barman, who came humbly in the morning from Prima Porta, and 
therefore not fasting v from cemetery climates and incompetent with 
acedia, or acedia, as the two ordered him an aperitif, felt freezing 
sweat bathe his forehead. While the light burned sovereignly, and the 
heat almost darkened things, in the peace of that midday, so current, 
and which we know belong to the past. 


the entire paragraph circled, with the indication next to it: in the 
footnote 


inexperienced 


[6] Note 3c Deferred preface (III) 


The outline of a journey is set up below. Whose ways, whose 
rhetorical "invention", whose metaphorical project, whose narrative 
process and whose demonic technique (consisting above all in the 
exclusion of toponymy), will be taken up again later in this work. We 
are at the inaugural moment, that of the “foundation”. Since I have no 
intention of writing a historical novel, but only of making a form, I am 
inevitably compelled to institute the rules of that form. And I can only 
establish them in "corpore vili", that is, in the form itself. This is the 
reason for this "travel scheme". It serves as a matrix, or rather as a 
precedent, to which the reader will be referred when faced with a 
much more developed analogous case. 


[7] Note 3d Preface postponed (IV) 


Tetis went on foot as far as a square not far away, which 
overlooked, beyond a low wall, a deep fissure in the city, beyond 
which rises a wooded hill, used as a public park: silhouetted, 
moreover, against the plain north of Rome, with yellow smoked 
stubble, the groves veiled by the heat, Vv the stains of some liming 
hamlet. Here she stops, and waits at a bus stop. It is not a 
neighborhood that is familiar to him: summer is alienated in his eyes 
as a phenomenon experienced elsewhere. The people are decently 
dressed, and, as far as their civilization allows, reserved. Students, in 
fact, and professionals, rulers, ladies of the middle class: in addition to 
the sedentary crowd of their direct employees. The bus that Tetis 
awaits will take him very far from there, to the opposite end of the 
city. It arrives, after a while, half empty. Tetis barely has time to 
climb before he sets off again immediately. He devours the space of 
that foreign neighborhood, where only a Piedmontese could settle. It 
takes a large tree-lined avenue, which with wide curves, leads to 
another avenue - straight, this one - beyond which la large| square, 
whose asphalt boils under the ardor — let us not forget it — of the clear 
sky, leads towards the void surrounding the banks of a river. A river 
with steep banks full of rubbish, which stinks sharply. However, it is 
organic garbage: plastic and polystyrene are still completely missing. 
It's just junk and shit. Having taken the Lungotevere, the bus flies 
along it: traffic is little, although in that distant year the direction of 
the Lungotevere was not yet a one-way street. The facades of the 
neighborhood on the other side of the river stand against the light: a 
residential neighborhood, still fascist. Then the mixtures of styles 
begin (while sun, cores, waste paper and shit remain unchanged): 
liberty, twentieth century, first: then here is the seventeenth century, 
and the fifteenth century, and the Middle Ages. Behind the clusters of 
houses, always against the light, in the motionless blaze, a hill rises, 
with large trees, pines, and balustrades, among which noble lodges 
peep out, and some large palaces that have become colleges, perhaps 
for American priests. The bus takes a bridge that crosses the muddy 
river. In the middle of the current, at that moment, a urinal is passing. 
Below the steep bank (a landslide of rubbish), there is a bathing 
establishment. On the float, with vases of flowers, limping tables and 
cats, ten or twelve boys are stretched out in the sun, with little hats on 


their noses and bare necks, well shorn, or full of short curls. A line of 
seminarians passes on the bridge. Soon the bus is at the top of the hill 
that had appeared across the river. He crosses it, between large, quiet 
and deserted avenues that overlook gardens (which appear to be 
abandoned) and where the redness of some bougainvillea is not 
lacking. Beyond an ancient gate, very small, from the eighteenth or 
early nineteenth century, the bus takes a road, which has a long row 
of modern buildings on one side, and a tuff wall on the other, 
grandiose and familiar at the same time. It is an irregular road, 
perhaps obtained on the remains of an older road: traces of which can 
be seen: a small seventeenth-century church, also made of that porous 
and cheerful tuff; balustrades of white marble, stained by time; strips 
of an old meadow, still full of chicory and chamomile (all dry for the 
summer). Halfway along that road, at a stop where nobody is there, 
Tetis gets off. Starting from the side where there is the row of 
buildings with their small gardens, he slips into a fairly wide, sloping 
street (one side of the street overlooks V construction areas, in the 
middle of which some kids are playing football wearing red "marine" 
hats). At one of the buildings, at the end of the street, a building like 
many others, Tetis stops. The entrance is of poor stately luxury, with 
golden xxx. He enters, takes the elevator, comes out on the fourth 
floor, rings the bell of one of the many interiors. An elderly woman 
opens the door, with the air of a child, and wearing a poor dress, even 
a little dirty: her eyes are mild and a little frightened by the presence 
of that foreigner, to whom she evidently feels incapable of responding. 
To her questions that he asks her she too answers with a questioning 
air, giving confused answers, she is desolate at not being able to be 
more precise. Her strong Venetian accent accentuates her amazement 
in saying things that she herself knows: that is, that the person the 
stranger is looking for is not at home; but she's not even in the city; 
she is out: in a distant region: in [Syracuse|. With each new piece of 
information, her amazement increases: and, at the same time, the 
regret that the stranger does not find there the person he was looking 
for (and who appears to her, manifestly so dear: everything she has - 
so much, in fact, that she feels lost due to his absence). She manages 
to add the mangled name of a hotel, where the wanted man probably 
stays. She then she smiles at her crippling of her. Her true nature as an 
intelligent, delicate and courageous woman can be read in that smile 
of hers. She has no age: she could be very old or still a girl. Tetis 
leaves, accompanied by her |apprehensive| smile. She goes back to the 
bus stop, and waits. The kids playing football do nothing but swear, 
with an almost oppressive violence: but every now and then, from 
their laughing and tender mouths, a witty phrase comes out, quick as 
a dig. The bus arrives, and retraces the previous route in the opposite 


direction. But just before the bridge over the yellow river over which 
the urinal passed, Tetis got out, and waited for another bus. This time 
it was a tram. Which strangely arrived quite early, also half empty. It 
was called "Circular Black". It in turn crossed the bridge, and then v 
along the riverside, passing first between ancient neighborhoods 
arranged in disorderly perspectives - now around crooked little 
squares, now on top of small hills with a wooded [top| and the sides 
xxx strewn with the usual rubbish , now even on an island on the river 
around which the yellow current broke into a sordid white foam. Then 
leaving the riverfront, and entering between parks full of ruins, first, 
and then in a populous liberty district, she arrived in front of an old 
railway station, also from the early twentieth century, with its noble 
yellowish plaster. 

Tetis entered the station and went to the old ticket office to buy a 
ticket. However, he had to wait for the train for a couple of hours. In 
the waiting room, the people, dead from the heat, had ancient and 
hungry faces, [trodden by habits of poverty]; in young people, on the 
other hand, an insolent but naive beauty exploded, ready for curiosity 
and amusement. They were all ancient faces — some with a «certain 
ferocity of cheekbones» some others with a certain [clerical 
plumpness, etc. They waited patiently for their train. The light outside 
gave no sign of [decline]. It was nearly five but it still felt like noon. 
When Tetis got on the train — all full of those poor people dressed as 
puffins (the young, more elegant ones, wore cheap clothes) — and the 
train, between long whistles and stops V, gained V the suburbs and 
the countryside — between its lime hamlets with leafy walls and fetid 
shacks — the same sun reappears as it did a few hours earlier. The 
same arid blue, the same light charged with the latest and most 
explosive form of life. In the day that never ended, they passed 
deserted countryside, to the right, and, to the left, mountains all 
veiled in stone. The villages were rare and poor, crowded around the 
church and the noble [palace]. The new houses were nothing but poor 
buildings or small white cubes. Slowly, heralded by a chaos of peeling 
walls, uncovered sewers, slums, newly built and now disused factories 
- uncovered — with twisted iron skeletons and xxx against the ever 
more intense and blinding light - remains of medieval hamlets amid 
tower blocks without a thread of green, faded and stained as if by an 
all-consuming tropical humidity - a boundless city appeared. In the 
background the sea shone. The air was heavy with an elusive stench: 
shit, gas, sewers, but also fertilized earth from vegetable gardens, 
lemons, sulphur, and something lost, suffocating, xxx which was none 
other] but the dust of poverty]. 

A long twilight began, which amassed gold and a blood red that 
looked onto the bronze, ever lighter, like a rain of xxx, on the strip of 


the sea which was getting poorer and poorer. They passed shapeless 
and anonymous villages, where it seemed impossible that large 
modern buildings, gray and bare like barracks or prisons, could bury 
something as vital and aggressive as that land. But then even the 
ancient buildings, made of squat yellowish blocks of xxx, with arches 
and external stairs, were impregnated with mourning, as in certain 
places in the north. Disorder and poverty repressed a violence of 
physical life, which only in the gardens, loaded with fat legumes [ and 
the red spots | of a [ particular, almost | awkwardly exotic, sage, was 
able to spread. 

Night came, and everything was engulfed in darkness. Soon, 
however, the moon appeared; a milky and heavy moon, which shed an 
intense light. The coasts and the mountains were outlined black in 
that milky, almost greasy light. 

In the middle of the night, the train stopped in a boundless station, 
where toll booths, lighthouses, depots, overpasses, private cottages 
with all their misery, concrete palisades|, [holes V of| gardens, 
everything was scattered in an inexpressible disorder on which the 
silence of the night exerted its soft and xxx pressure. The convoy 
began to make long maneuvers with a melancholy clatter of iron, 
interrupted from time to time by some resentful voice or by the 
unvoiced barking of dogs: but also by distant songs. The moon 
clouded the stars, and lit up that station almost as day. 

The conclusion of the train's long comings and goings was that it 
ended up in the belly of a ship. The smell of the sea spread suddenly, 
mixing with the light of the moon. Most of the people [flowed| on the 
deck of the ship. From there you could see an inlet of the sea, as if 
dead, on which life was uncertain only on the coasts, bow and stern, 
in a funereal flickering of small lights. On the deck of the ship, 
however, on the two large decks and along the xxx, suddenly, 
although the night was still deep, a kind of joy, a collective awakening 
had exploded. Groups of young men, with their hair cut short or with 
big sunburst locks on their foreheads, were joking and laughing. 
Someone, who had mixed with soldiers and sailors, was even more 
cheerful: there was a boy in the middle, serious as a saint, but with 
laughing xxx eyes, who was playing a guitar. 

Upon arrival on the other side of the arm of the sea, it was the same 
thing. Little by little the joy of the young people, at once rogues and 
naive, faded away, and silence returned, the dull clatter of the train, 
the light of the moon heavy with sea humidity. 

At dawn, the city where Tetis was to get off and where the train 
"died" appeared. It was a shapeless expanse of small yellowish houses, 
with some luxury palaces and baroque churches, which testified to a 
long history of absolute domination of power and poverty. This in the 


gray of dawn. But soon the sun appeared and [spread], and at five in 
the morning there was already a V midday light. There were already 
boys and young people walking the streets, with all their joy and 
sensuality. 

Tetis went towards the hotel of which he knew only the mangled 
name. But the inhabitants of the city were able to point it out to him 
(perhaps they pronounced his name, by chance, just like that). There 
was an old fountain, Alexandrian or Roman, with some papyri in the 
middle, and around them half-naked boys. Nearby a long Bourbon 
avenue, with its fragrant plants in the midst of dirt and chaos; and it 
was precisely in the center of this avenue, that, in a bourgeois 
sumptuousness from the beginning of the century, was the hotel with 
an exotic name. The solemn, almost monumental entrance, despite the 
poverty of the materials, could not hide the humility of a family and 
somewhat miserable administration. V The person Tetis was looking 
for wasn't there: by that time he was already out. And no one knew 
when she would return. Tetis patiently set about waiting for her. He 
stood outside, at the entrance, among the heavily smelling plants, 
counting that the person in question would Sal foand noon, for 
breakfast. Instead she had to wait until evening. After all, it was a 
white, luminous evening, almost as if it were |the continuation| of the 
day. V The expected person arrived unexpectedly, on foot, from a 
street next to the hotel. She was not alone: with her was a tall, white 
boy, with a narrow mouth and slightly crooked shyness, like that of 
paralytics, an exalted smile. His voice, when he began to speak, was 
high-pitched and off-key, and he said, in an elementary way, the 
refined things that intellectuals say. Instead, she, the person Tetis 
sought, was sweet, human, mistress of her own thinking, however 
passionate, visceral and stormy at heart she might be. She was also an 
ageless woman: and she certainly looked much younger than she was. 
Her hair was light brown, V wavy and abundant like the women of 
some twenty years earlier. Her eyes were blue, like those of certain 
cats, and slanted, now peaceful - too much - now flaming but 
unstable, with a neurotic and intellectual aggressiveness. Their light 
illuminated her whole erect head, which looked a bit like that of 
certain Sicilian boys photographed at the beginning of the century by 
[refined| German tourists. Her mouth was small, on a chin that was 
also small and weak, under which the clearly visible wrinkle was 
already drawn that would have "doubled" it. Even in the throat there 
were some wrinkles. Yet as a whole her face was the face of a young 
cat. As Tetis approached her, her eyes shone with hostility, almost 
furious: but immediately, suddenly, they melted into an equally 
excessive smile. |When| Tetis spoke to her, telling her that she had 
important secrets to confide to her, that smile turned into a happy, 


dangerous laugh. Even her boyfriend who accompanied her laughed at 
her, while at first she dutifully assumed an air of defender not without 
fanaticism and flattery. Just at that moment, in a neighborhood not 
far from the hotel, the first fireworks V of summer fireworks exploded 
very violently, which also colored Vv a whole slice of sky green, violet 
and orange. These fireworks had such a power of attraction on that 
woman, and, consequently, on her companion, that, however 
important the secrets Tetis had to communicate to her, everything was 
postponed until the next morning. 

However, the next morning the woman whom Tetis evidently 
wanted to invest with a V [absolutely important| duty, V had already 
made a commitment: V she was to go to the home of a child, whom 
she had met the day before, an extremely poor child, and also ugly, 
however beautiful she considered him - and perhaps rightly so, 
because he was desperately poetic due to the insubstantiality of what, 
pale and a little miserable, kept him alive. The woman apparently had 
to take that child to buy some presents in the city, in the poor city in 
whose poor suburbs he lived, with a mother full of children like a cat 
and a blind father. In the morning, and also part of the afternoon, they 
went about their business. In the evening the party in the 
neighborhood behind the hotel resumed, which had begun the 
previous day; this time there was also a show in a small circus that 
had pitched its tents near the ruins of an ancient amphitheater 
surrounded by yellowish two-story houses full of festoons of colored 
light bulbs. Enough. | Tetis failed to communicate her important 
revelations to that person, not even that second day; and not even to 
make it short in the whole period of stay in that city. They took the 
train back together. But even on the return journey so many 
extraordinary episodes occurred that there was never an opportunity 
to talk seriously, for long, because there was always something better 
to hear and watch. 

It was very probable that the person Tetis had chosen as his 
confidant - that is, as the custodian of a secret that could only be of 
enormous public value, once revealed - would have had the courage, 
indeed the extreme temerity, to make good use of it: but she obviously 
didn't want it. V Fifteen years passed, and Tetis was always close to 
her. However, by now by bias, or, as they say in our horrible 
language, by ideological choice, she had decided not to listen to him. 
During that period she went to live in a white neighborhood on the 
edge of the city, which had begun to be built at the time of fascism. 
Her house was right next to a huge church — a sort of all-white false 
St. Peter's. Ahead stretched the depression over which flowed the dirty 
yellow river full of urinals. There was a distant hamlet, on the other 
side, on certain mangy heights, and a few sheds, below, in the 


greenery that grew, probably dirty and dusty, [near| the river. Then 
slowly the city began to approach and loom with long, [terrible| rows 
of tower blocks, with the construction of new factories including a 
large xxx of an automobile industry in the North, with the invasion of 
ever better cars and people dressed and more delicate in habits, even 
if, at the same time, increasingly vulgar and almost hateful and 
repugnant. In any case, never during this historically important period 
did the person chosen by Tetis to deposit a [that we could well say 
historical secret, want to listen to him. Even if she V she was V she 
evidently increasingly courageous and increasingly capable of paying 
in person, having put herself in the position of essentially having 
nothing to lose. She Vv did not want to know something dangerous and 
revealing that she would be the only one able to make public. And 
since that person in vain sought and prayed to by Tetis was a writer, it 
can easily be deduced that in the books of that writer, however full 
and complete in themselves they were, in reality "something" was 
missing: and this destined them, consequently , to a fatal ambiguity. 


lightning bolt 
followed by reference to an uninserted note 
sadness 


[8] Note 3e Second part of the preface postponed: Sold 
swords 


[9] Note 4 [Continue the prefatory madness: What is a 
novel? 


Carlo is my father's name. I choose him for the protagonist of this 
novel for an illogical reason: in fact between my father and this "split" 
technician whose story I am about to tell, there is no possibility of 
comparison; my father was an army officer, who lived his maturity 
during the fascist period, adhering to fascism (although in the rivalry 
that had arisen between fascism and the army he was on the side of 
the army): his character which was ready to accept fascism — because 
as a boy V he had been a daredevil and a hooligan from a noble 
family — he had been changed: there is nothing more [ supportive than 

disorder and order. A photograph of my seventeen-year-old father 
has remained, shortly before he left as a volunteer for the Libyan war: 
he is a very handsome boy, strong as a bull, elegant, with a slightly 
hooligan elegance, in fact, like the son of a rich_and decayed, spoiled 
and crude at the same time; there is something [naughty| in his black 
hair and eyes: it is his sensuality that appears very violent, and which 
makes him too serious and almost [growth]. The purity of his youthful 
cheek, v the perfection of his body (he was, however, a short boy, a 
basset) was that of someone who owns a big cock. Yet all of this, 
together, expressed a hostile will, almost the excess of defense of 
someone who, while boasting violent rights over the present, foresees 
a future tragedy, which would have transformed his rights into 
degradation. Vv [He started a family and terrorized it. Then he went to 
Africa to fight his third war; remained a prisoner for a few years, and 
reappeared in Casarsa, my mother's village, the "inferior village", 
which he had always despised, making up for this with the unrequited 
love towards my mother - and he began to get drunk, as they do the 
men. One sees that he had never thought about his fate any more than 
he had thought about politics. | He had accepted everything. Just like 
men do. Humanity, my dear reader because it is still only potential, is 
not revolutionary. It must experience reality as a whole: accept social 
hierarchies as immutable values. Thus the son can redo his father's 
life, that is, be a man. 

The Carlo who takes his name from my father is instead a divided 
and (as Lukacs says) problematic man: he is my age, and not my 
father's. In fact, I use the indicative present in speaking of him because 
he lives today, in these years, indeed, in this moment. 


As I said, he is an engineer: that is, if he is intellectual enough to 
experience the social and political contradictions of our time, he is not 
intellectual enough to experience them through that consciousness 
which ensures the unity of the individual, making the state [ schizoid 
a natural state and ambiguity a way of being. 

Out of profound provincial honesty, Carlo (like my father) could 
never have accepted this compromise: to which only political or 
literary specialization lends the alibis, the skills, the tools. If the time 
in which he was lucky enough to live (being born in 1932) is a time in 
which the class struggle operates a division that reappears in every 
aspect or moment - right down to the deepest intimacy of the 
individual - he he can only accept this division (just as my father had 
accepted its unity: by making a mistake, and therefore paying horribly 
for his mistake). Just as my father would never have agreed to split in 
two, even capable of killing - as the fascists killed - to defend his unity 
- so he, on the contrary, would never have agreed to pretend to be one 
if in reality he was Topi into two]. He could even let himself be 
killed, just to be consistent with this reality of him. 

He is a Catholic, who, due to the character I have described here in 
his| outline, could only be pushed to become a left-wing Catholic. His 
entire childhood, from about 1932 to 1945, was spent in a city in 
Romagna, in Ravenna (my father's city). And I don't see what the 
substantial differences could be between the Ravenna of the early 
years of the twentieth century, and the Ravenna of the immediate pre- 
war and post-war period. There is therefore a period in the life of the 
protagonist of this novel that was spent in a world that coincides 
perfectly with that of the previous generation, and, I would almost 
say, of all previous generations. The children behaved the same way 
towards their parents; the houses were the same (no television, no 
refrigerators, no waste of consumer goods; the heating was ensured by 
the stove, in the privileged rooms; not, for example, in the bedrooms, 
where one kept warm with the quilts or with the bed warmer etc.); 
the foods were identical; the smells you could smell on the way to 
school were identical, along the paving stones built with diligence and 
artisanal imprecision the previous century; the reappearances of the 
seasons are identical, with the smell of earth or I don't know what 
burnt material, mixed with the scent of wisteria, in spring; a |sharp 
odor of stone [odorless| or of frozen earth in winter; the school is 
identical, bare, poor, old; identical are the people that the children, 
from their perspective from below, see as small, miserable giants who 
know what life is and are transported elsewhere by it, in a variety of 
relationships unimaginable to flittle| children who have the hours all 
so well arranged and life with such a unique meaning. 

The authorities were even identical - at least until 1944 - that is, the 


fascists: the petty bourgeoisie who had externalized without restraint 
and without the alibis of bad conscience, all of their worst qualities: 
which were however confused with the good ones. While, at the same 
time, all those that for centuries, perhaps for millennia we have been 
used to considering good qualities, were experienced by the people: 
uncontaminated both by the peasant revolution and by the first 
industrialization: and therefore totally faithful [ to itself |. 

Carlo, who belonged to a wealthy family, lived all this part of life 
exactly as my father could have lived it; or more simply his 
(prematurely dead: he was a noble landowner, who lived on the 
income of the countryside and buildings; income fatally condemned to 
dwindle). So Carlo's Catholicism was a habit, closely linked to his 
childhood and to a period of the world. 

One could therefore infer that his moral honesty, his innocent will 
not to oppose his own real, necessary, historical dissociation, could 
also be one of the many positive forms that that negative content 
which is hypocrisy can take: yes , the old Catholic, Counter- 
Reformation hypocrisy. I mean that the dissociation could also derive, 
classically (and classically) from a mechanism of conservation, as is 
well known: and then come to coincide with that "real, necessary, 
historical" dissociation that I was saying. Catholic hypocrisy would 
first preside over the dissociation, and it would take place outside the 
domain of conscience. The honesty of the old world (coincidentally 
Catholic) would preside over the second dissociation and would take 
place not only in the domain of conscience, but by the very will of 
conscience. 

|The fact is that there is not just one of Carlo, but two.| 


Prefatory parenthesis 
engineer 
deduce 


[10] Note 5 The madness continues preface: Carlo 
Primo 


Carlo was born in Turin on March 6, 1932. He attended elementary and middle school in 
Ravenna; he then studied engineering at the University of Bologna where he graduated in 
1956. At school he was always good, one of the best in the class: but he was good in all 
subjects, and therefore there was obviously something mechanical in his intelligence, which 
worked well. He resembled his mother, who, after his father's death, had taken over the reins 
of the family - as they say - and had not only ensured the continuity of the dignified economic 
condition, but had even improved it. The other younger brothers, under his protection (closed 
like a world apart) followed in Carlo's footsteps. As soon as he graduated, he had looked 
around (because up to that moment his world had been unique) and was immediately 
confirmed in the goodness of his ideas: that is, of his "existential" Catholicism, of his 
enlightenment, of his somewhat sadness eager to moderate, of her substantial pragmatism 
that accepted integration (at the time it was not yet called that) in order to be able to realize 
herself and obtain results that went beyond the interests of the class into which she 
integrated, composing herself in that unity which is the good of man. 


He immediately became interested in oil prospecting; but this does 
not mean that he opted decisively for doing, or that his only thought 
was his career. (So much so that he has not married, and he is still 
single.) He continued to experience his work at ENI, v also as an 
intellectual reflection. Bologna was a communist city; in the 1950s, 
communist culture, or generally leftist culture, tended to be 
hegemonic; and besides, he had no real alternatives. Carlo also had 
friends who studied literature or political science; he had lived the 
civilization of commitment to which he had adhered as young people 
adhere to the things of the present, to the code. V Some of his friends 
were among the founders of the magazine "The mill", and he 
continued to frequent them: indeed, his non-specialized culture was 
formed there. He immediately became acquainted with the new 
American sociology, the new forms of social Catholicism; he 
immediately became acquainted with the new psychoanalysis; he 
immediately knew the first texts of the dissenting communists. When 
the Sixties arrived, he was ready to live them. Indeed, that was his 
moment. That was the moment in which he became la Catholic of the 
left]: and this allowed him on the one hand to differentiate himself or 
distinguish himself from power, and, at the same time, through his 
specific and specialist work in that technically advanced tip which 
was the ENI even after the death of Mattei, to insert itself almost with 
bravado (never ostentatious) in the "space" where real power is found. 

The resistance to dissociation worked in Carlo when he was 
confronted with his own conscience on a moral level, which, as we 


will see, largely coincided with that of sexuality, either rejected or 
accepted: it didn't work - and in times of pragmatism, rapidly 
experienced , after slow preparatory centuries of Catholicism, this was 
natural — when he was faced with the choices of action, with pragma. 
The pragma resolves its contradictions by itself, [axiologically f 

The voyagea. Although still almost a boy, in '61 he went to America; 
in 1962, as we will see, he got to know all the Arab countries, [ and he 
reached as far as Tanzania, again on behalf of EN]. Italy therefore 
soon appeared to him, and almost naturally, as a particular world, one 
of the many parts of a whole, and not the most important. That it was 
the center of the world, the navel of the world, soon seemed to him a 
fairy tale, albeit radically experienced in childhood. But even here 
there is a contradiction. At the very moment in which Carlo detached 
himself from Italy, recognizing its characteristics as ancient and 
poetic, he specialized in that particular Italianistic science which is 
participation in power. He was perfectly free to desire power: even if 
it were an unspoken, unnamed, only empirically defined power; albeit 
without vanity, and almost, he would like to say, without ambition 
and with asceticism. It was certainly a marvelous freedom, which 
sterilized guilt and rendered evil ineffective: a freedom as if born of 
itself, and endowed with such real strength as to make it possible to 
render a whole part of the historical universe immune from the 
curiosity of conscience. 


reference to a not inserted note follows 


[11] Note 6 The prefatory madness continues: Carlo 
Secondo 


[ If a man is equal to another man, so equal as to be the same, 
which of the two is the real one? What is it that the other resembles 
or, better, with which the other identifies? Which is the first of the 
two, as a term of reference? Calling Carlo Secondo the person who is 
practically the "double" of Carlo Primo is unfair: because it could very 
well be Carlo Secondo to be named first and therefore to be the one 
with whom the other is placed in relation. 

Probably the injustice of this hierarchy, Carlo Primo and Carlo 
Secondo - even if it is justified by being purely numerical or 
convenient - is an injustice of a social nature. Carlo Primo is in fact, as 
I said, an engineer, he works at the top of one of the main institutions 
of the Italian state, he is part of the "silent power" but no less 
overbearing for this, indeed!, he comes from a rich, respectable, 
religious family etc. etc.; while for Carlo Secondo — who from now on 
I will call Karl - by birth, I could not use any of the forms of social 
identification that I used for Carlo Primo. Graduation is therefore 
social. Not even Karl, evidently, escapes sociality: however his way of 
belonging to it, as I will recount, is precisely to escape it. A perfect 
double of Carlo Primo, he contains within himself the emptiness 
instead of the social fullness which makes Carlo what he is and what 
is definable. And this void is filled by something else, which 
nonetheless manifests itself through all the rules of social behavior 
that characterize the sociability that makes Carlo act. In other words, 
if a witness were present at Karl's actions, he could then attribute 
them, in any judgment, only to Carlo. And so a policeman, catching 
Karl doing something illegal, contrary to bourgeois rules or, more 
simply, to the code, could only arrest him as Carlo: consulting Carlo's 
documents, inquiring about his personal data, about what, by 
opposition, as in a linguistic system, it places it in the social context. 

The second Carlo is thus, in the social hierarchy, inferior to Carlo, 
even though he is identical with him, so identical as not to distinguish 
himself | practically| from him. But his inferiority lis not controlled by 
Charles the First]. 

The second Carlo, like all humble people, V without social authority 
V - a bit like dogs - is good. Social inferiority and goodness coincide. 
However, it is in Karl that Carlo's bad characters are concentrated; 


while it is in Carlo that Karl's good characters are concentrated. 

Karl is a servant; Charles is the boss. But, as I'll tell you later, Karl 
(maybe) is free, while Carlo certainly isn't. 

Karl's freedom has unclassifiable characteristics, and there is no 
solution of continuity between it and what is free outside reason: that 
is, non-cultural, non-socialized reality (which, however, exists only 
theoretically). Although he is his servant, Carlo cannot control Karl. 
He takes it with him, tied on a leash like a dog: but he doesn't know to 
what extent he knows him, or even to what extent he exists, outside of 
action, of physical and factual presence. 

Karl is above all a good man, who would never change: he too was 
born in Alessandria, studied in Turin, lives a physical life in this 
society and in this historical moment, however he seems to come from 
a completely different culture from the one Italian or bourgeois. His 
being at the service of another has characteristics that are certainly 
not typical of the Italian bourgeois (whose servility is of a very 
different nature): perhaps he comes from the Italian "people", that is, 
from a different and forgotten history: and this is what perhaps it 
would explain his grace in being a servant. | Just as they are deeply 
kind and guilt-free servants, certain policemen or certain teenage 
carabinieri who come from poor families in the South; how graceful 
and dignified are certain peasants - or rather laborers — from the 
countryside, in fact, in the Romagna region, etc. | Although they are 
charged with carrying out even vulgar actions — as [I will tell| — not 
vulgar in themselves, but such for the bourgeois or petty bourgeois 
spirit that culturally he instills Carlo - Karl remains intact and 
uncontaminated: and not only in the early years, — those of Ravenna 
or Bologna — thanks to his youth (like the v policemen or v laborers), 
but also now, who has | hair graying| and |he is a mature man|, albeit 
with an adolescent appearance. What protects it is owning nothing 
and belonging to nothing. From being determined by a society that 
gives him the means of life, including the superfluous, but which he 
ignores and rejects as the pure do: ae upheavals and traffic jams 
which, by becoming internalized, the class struggle produces in the 
soul of Carlo, in Karl they are “flatus vocis”, devoid not of meaning, 
but of sense|. 


throughout the note was originally written Charles I, then always 
corrected in Karl, and, from the third paragraph, but occasionally, in 
the second Charles 

expresses 

Karl 


[12] 


Beyruth, 5 - May 1974 


l= The first trip to Turin is followed by a spy. This is known in a short 
scene between two characters, one of whom at the end says a 
sentence in Sicilian. 


— Everything Carlo does in Turin is seen as by him (a projected report 
of his fills the voids: this report is made in a rough style, as a report, 
but I, the narrator, translate it into an art style, etc. 


At the same time as his first return trip to Turin (mother, sisters, 
school friends, mythical places [reconsecrated]) Charles II made his 
first trip to the East in a subordinate way (he was at the beginning of 
his career) 


His journey is established by two other figures belonging to power: 
not rough Sicilians, but educated men (who exploit left-wing 
Catholicism, the substantial secularism of Charles IT) 


* 


The journey 


It is the journey of the Argonauts towards a barely mapped elsewhere 
(from the journey of Hercules) - Analogy with all the other journeys 
undertaken by the heroes (<?> scientific-cultural) [this is clearly 
stated in an introduction by the author] 


— The journey is all invented that is dreamed (reality is fragmentary, 
visionary, etc.) [youth journey, etc.]. 


‘ 


Consequently, the second trip that Charles II will then make when he 
is "powerful" is a repetition of the first. Now everything is mapped 
(mostly, due to Oil) - Only one corner remains unmapped (in the 
desert, randomly). It is in that unmapped point that the <?> of 


Charles begins (cf. the fall of Damascus), who will then reconvert to 
the mystical religion (Italian style, etc.) 


‘ 


The third trip [to Edo] is a third repetition [beyond mapping - 
cultural — mental] 
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[13] 


Notes 6a etc. 


— Where Polis and Tetis end up after their intervention (disappearance 
similar to that of Carmelo and the Twenty Spirits) 


Tetis and Polis are also twenty: following these twenty Tetis and Polis 
we have a vision of the Italian world around 1960 (immediately after 
1950) 


* (midday apparition of the more fearsome God, see Leopardi's Errors 
of the Ancients) 
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[14] Note 6b The sources (introduction) 


[ Up to this point, the reader will certainly have thought that 
everything written in this book - as is natural, and as is, on the other 
hand, inevitable - "refers to reality". Only slowly, advancing in 
reading, and thus retracing the path of its author, will he realize that, 
instead, this book refers to nothing but himself. He refers to himself 
maybe even — why not? —- through reality: the one known - 
conventionally and in common - to reader and author. When the 
premises for an internal logic have gradually been established — which 
functions by relying entirely on the "motion" that constituted it - a 
completely arbitrary and also, I admit, "motion" but for reasons that 
will become clear later on, a little silly - the reader will be able to 
move more confidently between narrative pitfalls "that explain each 
other". For now, I understand, he has to overcome the repulsion that 
gives a false transposition of reality: false because in effect V does not 
exist. I am therefore forced to ask the reader to overcome, as far as he 
can, his natural repulsion for the "masquerade" and to have faith in 
the positive effect, if nothing else, of the pure and simple 
accumulation of matter. 

I say all this precisely because I am about to set out to expose some 
antecedents, or in any case facts that it is absolutely necessary to 
know: which thing has the appearance of a direct and almost 
chronicle reference to reality - seen, albeit - in function of our story - 
as a long and somewhat dark prehistoric incubation. | 


next to the passage there is an asterisk which refers to the following 
annotation: add these lines to note 3c (postponed Preface (IID) 


[15] Note 6 bis The characters "who see" 


It is strange that the real "facts" of this story begin to be, as it were, 
organized, experienced, by imaginary characters. But, as will be better 
understood later, it could not inevitably have been otherwise. The 
reader is therefore free to imagine "where" these characters meet. |We 
are naturally in Rome|, the Rome of the late Fifties. In truth, my 
desperate inexperience of any environment that falls within the sphere 
of power even prevents myself from imagining the street, the building, 
the apartment where the meeting - so important for the destiny of my 
protagonist - takes place . It is also difficult for me to imagine the 
physical types of the characters who gather, discuss Carlo's case, etc. 
And not out of coquetry. [ (But the reader shouldn't trust me). {it is 
true that a certain mental laziness suggests to me the image - 
visionary by deduction of reality - of a house in Parioli not far from 
the one rented by the young Carlo. And, furthermore, the awkward, 
hard, vaguely popular image - albeit under the guise of too rigidly 
bourgeois and respectable - of our characters [ in the shadows |. I also 
imagine a certain jargon of theirs, their talk of something else (but 
always with a strictly economic spirit, with the exception of the 
insignificant camel of a Southern and forensic nature). For me, a 
person who is within a certain circle of power (when it is not a 
question of a dictatorship, because then everything is simpler) can 
only be an apparition. Seeing someone and thinking: «Here, that one 
is an Italian citizen - Neapolitan, Apulian, Sicilian - who has come out 
of the normality of life, has entered - but how? - within the sub- 
government, and therefore of the real power, albeit on the extreme 
margins, he put himself at the service of state crime - and naturally 
with the utmost innocence — indeed even, probably, with the certainty 
of being on the right side — and he started spying for other spies linked 
to the political currents of the ruling party, etc. etc. He therefore 
knows at least a small part of the machinery of power, and this 
knowledge - kept secret in a particularly "tense" way, almost 
sacralized through a non-formal initiation, of which none of us normal 
citizens will ever know the procedures, the rules said dell'omerta...» — 
all this seems almost supernatural to me, a reason for profound 
astonishment. In short, I tend to "deny" that all of this exists; or, at 
least, I usually forget it, I don't take it into account. 

Our "imaginary" characters therefore gather — this lis the gist| - in 


the apartment of the most authoritative of them (not an official man, 
but, so to speak, a [chief assassin|). The object of their interest is 
Carlo. What is decided is to follow Carlo, to watch him and to keep 
note of everything he does. In charge of this delicate mission is a 
young catecumen| at his first works, although already trusted 
(picciotto, picciotto d' honour). There is no doubt that he will carry 
out his task scrupulously and also with passion. He is a young man of 
about thirty, with an oblong nape, close-cropped black hair, a very 
brown, almost Arab face, a |numismatic, sensual profile], V almost 
that of an adolescent: however, as happens, for example, in certain 
policemen , the popular ingenuity, the lirrepressing| physicality, is as 
if extinguished and xxx by a kind of ascetic greyness. 

Everything Carlo V does will be “as seen” by this non-judgmental 
hitman. What I will say in this regard is none other than the i juice | 
of the oral - and therefore partially dialectal - relationship that this 
Pasquale (that's how he - comically - calls himself) will make of it. 


total 
in the space 


[16] Note 6 ter Old accounts 


Carlo [ pure | leaves the same evening, so to speak, of his birth. He 
leaves for Turin, by train. In that May at the end of the fifties, Italy is 
still intact, and only critical spirits notice, with a negative judgment 
from which they felt their narcissism gratified, the first indications of 
the new era that is about to disfigure for eternity the old cities and the 
old countryside. Carlo's delicacy classified him by natural right among 
the critical spirits; but he was good, and the feeling of totality which 
linked him to the world through sex - apart from all his particular 
Ethics - was stronger than the aesthetic feeling. [He was looking for — 
but in the world, among bodies — the most absolute solitude. | And 
there was no solution of continuity between what he promised himself 
on that journey — immediately, in the very act of entering the station, 
of buying the ticket - and the intimate pleasure of the most 
disinterested and pure visions of reality, in any of its aspects, human 
or natural, etc. etc. 

It's late noon, a mature, sweet light of catastrophe illuminates things 
sharply. The old Termini station disappeared, to the monotonous and 
fascinating rolling of the train wheels on the joints of the platforms 
(divine noise of infantile sexuality); and, heralded by an old-fashioned 
periphery that is thinning out, the old countryside appears, 
resplendent as in a Caravaggio "en plein air": the expanses of wheat 
between green and eel insinuated themselves | irregular, like 
wild prairies, among the swollen, round bushes of gaggie; the lindens 
are in bloom; the grass overflows everywhere, washed by the rain, 
made fragrant by the sun which dries it up. [ Irregular hills covered by 
oak woods, and long sinuous solitary valleys populated by the flow of 
water, perhaps the Tiber, swollen to the brim, until it touches the big 
round and dazzling trees along the purest banks. | Large woods of 
oaks, cut on the horizon, on long flat hills, by indefinable wild plots 
like yellow stubble that already heralded full summer. 


Thus, as naturally carried by that hour and that light, a woman, who was still looking for a 
place on the train, came and sat down after a quick glance into the compartment where Carlo 
was, and where there was only one soldier ( in first class) who was sleeping; she sat down in 
front of him and started reading a magazine. And so it was, without placing any diaphragm 
with the beauty of that Italy, which, as since the beginning of the century, passed along the 
windows of the train, while it was nightfall (the red of the light turned into a bewildered 
celestial) that Carlo began the ritual sexual that would last until the arrival, in the dark. The 
first V of this rite said that an inviolable silence was obligatory. The second lemma said that 
the approaches had to take place in phases, and that each phase could actually represent the 


whole, be self-sufficient. For example, everything could be reduced - and be a reason for 
entrancing satisfaction - to exhibitionism; or to the touching of her flesh as purely casual; or 
even just to her insistent gaze, that she denied her complicity in the very act of looking for 
her. Slowly Carlo passed from one phase to another. And, since we are on an essayistic Vv 
level, let us add that the violation of his own modesty and dignity caused Carlo a trauma that 
was too strong (and consequently too strong intoxication) to be vulgar and aggressive. This 
violation only created the premises for a childish and stubborn right. It was this which, 
precisely because it was dramatic and exclusive, never completely distracted Carlo from 
reality and did not require any dissociation from him. The woman witnessed (with her very 
rigorous hypocrisy) Carlo's exhibitionism. Exhibitionism, which, within his own technique, 
was in turn made up of a series of phases (these too potentially self-sufficient, especially since 
Carlo, not yet thirty, was able to prolong his erection as long as he wanted , and to ejaculate 
at any time it seemed appropriate). At the first shadows, before the sad light bulbs on the 
train went on, Carlo changed her seat and went to stand beside her. Here he extended the 
exhibitionistic phase for a long time, starting it all over again, given that the new optics 
guaranteed new emotions. Then, extremely slowly, he moved on to the second phase, starting 
to brush his knuckles against her knees. In a nutshell, only after Genoa, when the night was 
already high, and the moon lit up indecipherable landscapes that heralded the end of that 
return journey, did Carlo have the woman's hand on his lap (in the dark; he had turned off the 
lights — even the little blue light — as if to sleep; and the new passenger who had replaced the 
soldier, was lost like a ghost in his corner; and perhaps he saw). And only shortly before Turin 
- when the iron noise of the train had taken on the melancholy tone that precedes stasis, the 
silence V of the end of the journey - the woman's hand was slipped inside the opening of 
Carlo's trousers and squeezed his member naked, erect for a suspended ejaculation, which 
only at the last instant, in the din of the exchanges that announced - now almost festively — 
the station, flooded her with semen, from which she didn't know how to cleanse herself. But 
Carlo had already risen from her, and, holding her lap with the buttons still open at her face 
level, he had taken her suitcase; and he went out into the corridor, not without giving the 
anonymous lady the smile of a shy boy. 


after title: ? 

these elected 

annotation follows: [notes] 
be 


annotation follows: describe in detail the various exhibitionistic acts 
etc. 


[17] Note 6 quater The secret life of Carlo in the light 
of the sun 


There's nothing easier than spying on a man like Carlo. He has 
completely but not senselessly renounced his good reputation. He has 
degraded. If he thought it was immoral, he probably wouldn't have 
done it. On the contrary, he considered his degradation profoundly 
moral. And what's more, he considered it his right. The purpose of all 
this is none other than the pleasure of the senses, of the body, indeed, 
to be precise and unequivocal, fucking. Therefore having to procure 
what is conventionally called pleasure - and which in reality is an 
incomparable and even indescribable happiness - he has not at all 
rebelled against the repressive Power, which denies its permission to 
such a "pleasure", indeed condemns it severely. By rebelling, he would 
ruin everything. He would have drawn attention to himself, he would 
have put on a show. His rebellion was much deeper and, as it would 
be expressed a decade later, global. He had everything pertaining to 
power. If something had revealed it later, Carlo wouldn't have given a 
damn. He simply didn't bother to hide or reveal what he really was 
and what he was looking for in his life. That's why I said that there's 
nothing easier than spying on a man like Carlo. Not only does it not 
occur to him that someone is spying on him - and therefore knows 
about him, puts his life in the record — but even if, by chance, he 
should come to know that someone is spying on him, he wouldn't care 
at all about it. So much the worse for the spy. Unless, of course, that it 
weren't a spy for the carabinieri or the police, because in that case 
Carlo would be terrified of him, to the death throes v. [He fears that 
something] prevents him from continuing to do what he wants to do 
and in which only life has meaning. And furthermore, the love for his 
family members - who would have suffered for his judicial 
misfortune, for a scandal — was a real love, born in childhood, etc.: 
there was nothing conformist and, so to speak, ideological in it. 
contradictory.really lost all value, and had collapsed around him, 
lying like a huge forgotten ruin. In carrying out his purpose of 
complete, rigorous, xxx, global disorder, he had naively adopted the 
techniques of order. He did what he wanted and that was it: that was 
his purpose. Externally, except for a certain formal abandonment of 
those rules that made him a man of the upper middle class, and 
consequently behaving like one of the many petty bourgeois, injured, 


unexpressed, perhaps bankrupt, but sensitive and dignified (even in 
poor dress, perhaps a little too youthful), on the outside, I repeat, 
nothing would have revealed Carlo's true quality of life: the doctor 
Jekyll that he was. 

Pasquale Bucciarelli, in his first important assignment, is therefore 
not faced with particular difficulties: for him it is almost a joke. It 
went well for him. He will be able to make a good impression with his 
bosses, put xxx xxx for his career, already anticipating, in his 
impenetrable heart, the joys that this would have brought him, 
money, cars, women, and all those possessions that men like Carlo 
enjoy so much naturalness and | unconsciousness : 


For ex. the Italian state. 
dear 


[18] Note 6 quinquies A few words about this Pasquale 


(Story of Pasquale — Picaro — Smerdjakov) 


follows: ? 


[19] Note 6 sexies The suitcase with the report 


I repeat: there was nothing easier than following, observing, spying 
on Carlo. Pasquale for that talent that could not be connected to his 
vocation, he understood it immediately. 

So he set about fulfilling his duty, and completing it with the utmost 
care and with a result that was the most satisfactory for the state (!) 
and for himself, Pasquale. Aspiration and project that were punctually 
fulfilled. 

At this point, however, I must anticipate the facts, and reach the 
end of this whole part of my story which concerns Carlo's return to 
Turin. 

We are therefore already almost in autumn, everything has already 
happened, and Pasquale is returning to Rome (the day before Carlo 
himself). He is on the train, in a second class carriage. He is visibly 
satisfied; as soon as he can strike up a conversation with his traveling 
companions; and he is sincerely one like them, one who thinks like 
them Vv. Then in Genoa the compartment empties, and Pasquale is left 
alone with his briefcase (they didn't use the so-called xxx yet: it was 
one of those cardboard briefcases, which had faithfully continued to 
serve the Italians without interruption from before to after the war , 
from the Resistance to the beginning of well-being). Inside that 
suitcase was Pasquale's treasure, that is, his report. Throughout that 
period, in fact, he had written down, in a precise, bureaucratic 
language, at the same time prolix and essential, everything he had 
"discovered" in Carlo's life. It was that report that he would offer, as a 
real masterpiece of diligence and obedience, to his bosses. And here in 
Genoa a new travel companion entered his compartment. Pasquale 
immediately understood that, with this, it would be difficult to strike 
up a conversation and have one of those pleasant conversations full of 
common sense and mutual respect that gave so much satisfaction to 
his heart as a policeman, or, better, as a non-police officer. It was in 
fact a young man of his age, perhaps even younger. But he was clearly 
an intellectual. In those years an immense gap divided the bourgeois 
from the people of the people, the intellectuals from the workers. A 
glance was enough that took into consideration the pure and simple 
physical presence, on Sterne (in Russian; the title in fact read funnyly 
"Sterna i teoriya romana"). Therefore, precisely as a leftist intellectual, 
this young man, pale, impersonal and a bit parish|, could only feel 


sympathy for that "worker" (after all, it was irrelevant to him that he 
was a sub-proletarian; he and he immediately confused his class 
hatred with his own professional anti-communism. This didn't disturb 
him much. He was in an excellent state of mind. He set about making 
the trip as pleasant as possible, perhaps getting a good sleep. He 
looked with deep his suitcase containing the report, next to which 
there was now the twin suitcase of the intellectual, full of books. a 
bourgeois intellectual, and this bourgeois intellectual immediately 
understood that he was dealing with a man of the people. In truth, 
nothing objectively gives me the right to know who this intellectual 
was and what he thought when he got into a compartment of the 
Turin-Catania train in that early autumn day of 1961; however I think 
I can say with some certainty that he was a left-wing intellectual: in 
fact the suitcase he was carrying with him and which he had 
laboriously placed on the rack was full of books, and he had chosen 
one to read during the trip: it was precisely a book that could only be 
read with interest by a left-wing intellectual of those years: a book by 
Shklovsky obviously did not want to know, like all his peers, that 
there were subproletarians). And she was therefore kind to him —- in 
those few words that were exchanged. The sympathy was naturally 
not reciprocated by Pasquale, who immediately saw the "red" in him: 

The journey was long, eternal. Dusk came, night fell. Other 
traveling companions came, sat down and reappeared along the way. 
Finally, sleep seized the two young travelers suddenly and almost 
together: a sleep this time almost not sought, not wanted; a deep and 
childish sleep. 

When the two woke up in Rome, which was almost dawn, they both 
experienced a trauma together that shocked them to the most 
impenetrable depths of their souls: in fact, their two suitcases were no 
longer there. They were truly no longer there: their disappearance had 
something fatal about it: one had the impression that never before had 
their disappearance left behind them, on those nets, a more total and 
profound emptiness, one is tempted to say, prophetic. 

Now, this of the "stolen report" will be a very secondary reason for 
my story, I prefer to tell the reader right away. But its effects will not 
be of lesser importance for this, nor, on the other hand, will its 
disappearance be definitive: in due course, this motif of the "stolen 
statement" will be diligently taken up again v. 

For now it has only one meaning. Pasquale was unable to exhibit his 
perfect report, [ perfectly | exhaustive of the facts, to his principals. He 
had to - painfully wounded in his pride as an efficient and trustworthy 
subordinate - take some notes and then report the facts in llarge part| 
orally. 

This can only be reflected in my story. Which by its nature belongs 


to the order of the "illegible", and its legibility is therefore artificial: a 
second nature no less real, in any case, than the first. 

Reporting what Carlo did during his stay in Turin, deducing it from 
Pasquale's "minute" would have fatally tipped the balance of the story 
towards "readability". Instead, my duty as a writer is to found my 
writing from scratch: and this not out of bias, on the contrary, out of a 
real coercion that I can't in any way oppose. Even if I hadn't decided 
and wanted it, this writing had to be - even if perhaps not lexically 
and formally - a "new ludo": everything in it is in fact heavy allegory, 
almost medieval (precisely illegible). I cannot fail in this assumption. 
And the reader forgive me if I bore him with these things: but I live 
the genesis of my book. 


communist fanatic 
total 


[20] Note 7 Mother's shift 


The Valletti villa is in the Canavese area: 


With its uncultivated garden, vast rooms, beautiful 
seventeenth-century balconies trimmed with greenery 


As soon as he arrives, Carlo goes straight up into the attic: he has 
only glimpsed his dumbfounded mother, who was not expecting his 
arrival. She is a beautiful lady, tall like her son, but bigger than her. 
She is preparing to go to Turin for [her party]. Carlo gave her just a 
glance, and embracing her he lowered his hands down to the 
beginning of the big buttocks wrapped in silk. Then he goes up to the 
attic, where he spent hours and hours as a boy. From there he met the 
crickets and the owl; the buzzard; the sound of the bells, Matins or 
Angelus: the whole peasant life. So here it is: 


from the seventeenth century dormer, oval, 
with dense frames, where the texture 

of the glass deformed the panorama 

like an ancient unnatural enamel. 


Not true (and beautiful) as in a glaze 

with squared areas, Canavese appeared: 
turreted Ivrea, the hills of Montalto, 

the straight Serra, the trees, the churches... 


Alone on the dormer window (on that day which already has a 
certain September atrocity; tired from the long train journey and the 
night spent in a hotel in Turin without sleeping) Carlo unbuttons his 
trousers, [ takes it out | and begins to masturbate . The thing has a 
certain dry, powdery taste to it; a little burning, and |splenetic ; the 
erection is invincible, but it is the will of the brain pierced by the 
return of childhood and by the knowledge of the peasant world with 
its |tremendous| purity, which determines that masturbation. In the 
whole villa - except for the servants - there are only him and his 
mother. He starts ringing a bell, from xxx. It's late in the morning, he 
knows why he plays; perhaps at a party, for the next day. Along with 
the dusty dryness of the morning, there is already something soft and 
humid in the evening air. As? is the day already ending? In that 


melancholy grayness of the too serene sky? Carlo interrupts the 
masturbation but not, as he usually does, to resume it. He stuffs his 
hardened but empty member back, with a slight damp [consolate and 
perhaps a little fetid at the tip, inside his trousers and buttons them 
again. He descends from the infantile observatory, which only he 
knows, and from which the world is known: the peasant world seen by 
the rich and sick boy. He goes down the stairs which seem to resound, 
in their age, even in their wear (mental: because in reality they seem 
brand new, smelling of wax and bourgeois spice), they seem to echo a 
single thing like fifteen or twenty years before: «Masturbation , 
masturbation», warm flesh of the hard and flayed penis, excited and 
squeezed, under the inelegant trousers wanted by the family for 
refinement. He goes down through the empty house (there is a new 
young servant), and enters his mother's room without knocking. She is 
with her bare back turned towards the one who enters, turned towards 
the mirror, intent on putting on make-up for the party she has to go 
to. She is an elderly woman - fifty years old - she doesn't have many 
alternatives to spend the day: she follows the literary Tuesdays, the 
FIAT Exhibitions, and all the long social contours of these events and 
others like them. The early Sixties still naturally [involve| women like 
her. She is blonde (she wouldn't be very grey), she has a big wave on 
her eye, as if she were fifteen years younger. Even her breasts are 
partially exposed. Although it is the middle of the morning (the party 
he goes to is precisely at noon, in a skyscraper, a sort of Terrace 
Martini), the room is invaded by an evening twilight, full of a sense of 
the end of the day, of consummation of everything, of atrocious 
resolutions of retreat and rest, as God commands. Her mother also has 
her breasts half exposed, and of course her whole throat, her throat 
tight and wrinkled, covered in cream. Under her light dressing gown, 
her thick thighs are visible. Carlo approaches her and gives her a kiss. 
That had been an old habit for quite a long time in Carlo's early 
adolescence. Emma (like Bovary) is amazed. And she laughs with a 
clucking laugh, all on the o: «Oh, oh, oh!», And she rearranges herself 
like a hen after a cock attack. She tries to talk about Carlo's life in 
Rome. But her eyes rest on the mirror, and there they see the standing 
figure of Carlo, who is clutching his lap with one hand, as if seized by 
a frantic desire to piss, which immobilizes him. Emma raises her eyes 
to Carlo's face, pretending not to notice and continuing to be calm, 
detached: «Oh, oh, oh!». But her eyes — it was impossible for it not to 
happen like this - drop again, and this time in the mirror, they see 
Carlo's hands rummaging on her lap, and slowly unbuttoning his 
trousers V. V Emma concentrates on her makeup, and powders her 
face. Carlo leans on her neck and gives her another kiss; not only that, 
but he licks her back. Emma says, "What are you doing?" like any girl 


or whore. Carlo replies to her (it's the height of her): «She shut up, 
mum». She shuts up, and she begins again with her powder. Of course 
nothing is happening. Her eyes, however, are not controlled by her, 
and they lower themselves again to the mirror and see, without the 
possibility of ambiguity: Carlo's penis, straight out of his trousers, 
tense, hard, aimed at her. Emma then gets scared, and she starts to get 
up from the stool on which she is sitting and undressed. Carlo doesn't 
oppose it, but when she is standing up, he takes her under her armpits 
and pushes her towards the bed (in the meantime the dressing gown 
with which her body was wrapped — it wasn't put on — fell off), telling 
her « Come here!". Emma says: «But Carlo, Carlo», and although she is 
as strong as a cow, to be precise, she cannot free herself from the grip 
of that little thirty-five-year-old Narcissus, dry as a teenager. Carlo 
manages to throw her on the bed and mount her on top of her, after 
ripping off her panties. 


[21] Note 8 Continuation 


After such a debut, all that Carlo is destined to do in that Canavese 
villa and in nearby Turin can only pale in comparison. But that's how 
things went, not always the most interesting comes at the end. Emma 
went to her party, where she undoubtedly arrived a little late, which 
is of no importance. When she left, Carlo ate alone. The new waitress 
served him: a peasant girl from xxx. In those years, still, servants 
could be found in the area, as in all previous centuries. She was a 
woman in her thirties. Carlo immediately began to look at her in a 
special way, as an overly kind master of hers, with insistence, as well 
as in her looks, also in her demands on food, etc. When she brings him 
the tureen with the soup, she finds him with his hands clasped in her 
lap: she can't help but look at him, while he, on the other hand, keeps 
his eyes downcast. Then when he brings him some chicken — good 
chicken, with good vegetables — his trousers are even unbuttoned: she 
tries not to notice it, but this time Carlo keeps an eye on her, and sees 
that her gaze has fallen on the white thread of the undershirt that 
emerges under the open buttonhole of the trousers. And so, while she 
serves him, he slips a hand inside that button panel, and grabs, 
squeezing it violently, the penis. But in the meantime he stares at the 
woman with her dull blue eyes that are both pitiful and awe-inspiring, 
and he begins to ask her questions that compel her to respectful 
answers, like a poor woman paid to serve: "Are you married?" And 
she: «Yes, sir». "How long?" «Eh, it's been a long time, it's been fifteen 
years now...» «You got married when you were a child!» «Oh yeah» 
«And do you have children?» «Yes, sir» «How many? "Three Males or 
Females?" «The first is a girl, the other two boys» «How old are they?» 
«The first is fourteen, the second boy is thirteen, and the last is still 
very small, he is fourteen months old» «Ah. During this dialogue, 
which forces the woman to stand still and answer diligently, Carlo has 
pulled his penis out of his trousers, still tightly clenched in his fist. 
"And what's the name of the little girl, the oldest?" «Viola» The woman 
has finished serving, she stands with the tray in her hand, with the air 
that housewives have, all practicality and no grace. Carlo opens the 
fist that grips the penis to take the cutlery: and the penis remains 
naked, straight, turgid out of the pants. Lowering her eyes, the woman 
walks away. Thinking of Viola, Carlo can't resist, and as soon as he is 
alone, he masturbates| rapidly, soon reaching ejaculation, he is so 


excited. He gets his hand all dirty. He goes to the bathroom to wash. 
Closing the parenthesis of the servant, he went to his room. She 
immediately lay down on the white xxx blanket, and she unbuttoned 
her pants. Although the penis wasn't naturally erect, she took it in her 
hand and began to move it, as if he were slowly masturbating, as he 
always did, on any occasion, when he was alone. The shadow was 
terrifying, and if its other face, outside, was a strong light due to the 
burning sun, even if it was no longer able to get really hot (on the 
vineyards as if glazed against the blue sea, against the hills), it 
weighed in the heart like lead. It wasn't like in his youth, when the 
anguish of that shadow (ordained by God) was unbearable, yet still, 
despite his habit, he continued to give pain. The light penetrated 
through the window as in the summer just lost, and a discolored 
something clearly said that the world was aimed at the southern time 
that was returning, with its duties. Carlo was completely out of it; 
during the winter he would go back to Rome; perhaps he would even 
have gone to Sicily. His only concern was the tremendously 
pleasurable one of satisfying sex: what he held in his fist, and all the 
rest. He thought of his mother, and immediately, though seedless, dry 
as a reed, the prick began to erect again. It was a new codification, 
which was observed and applied for the first time. Carlo's mother in 
Turin, in the house in the city, immediately after eating, alone, 
sweaty, tired, back from a worldly engagement and already preparing 
for the next one (that is, tea in the house which was destined to 
celebrate the guest or guests, for whom the public and somewhat 
vulgar party had been organised), was now a stock image, one of the 
many repertoires| of Carlo's imagination, whereby his penis was erect 
and he could masturbating — but without ejaculating, i.e. for as long as 
he wanted. The masturbation movement — as if he was cradling him - 
then regularly brought him into deep sleep, which dripped like lead 
into his eyes. At night he fell asleep definitively, after habitual 
masturbation; in other cases he would fall asleep for a while, in a 
blind [ and fierce | sleep. Which also happened there, on his boy's bed. 
As he awoke after five minutes, his sex had frozen inside the fist that 
held him. A ray of sunlight entered more strongly between the cracks 
in the old shutters and the announcedly heavy curtains. Still squeezing 
his member, Carlo stood up, hearing voices outside; he went to the 
window and opened it, but not so little as to possibly not be seen (it 
was now a mechanical calculation). The three sisters of Carlo, Chiara, 
Natalia and Emilia spoke loudly. With them was a thirteen-fourteen- 
year-old girl, whom they called Viola: she was therefore the daughter 
of the servant. Carlo, looking at all those women, squeezed his sex 
even tighter between his unbuttoned trousers, gripped by anguish. The 
sisters and the little girl disappeared into the recesses of the villa. The 


garden was left alone. A slice could be seen, which included the trees 
outside the countryside, [poplars and maples|. Inside, the box hedges, 
conventional and full of a secular sense of wealth; the avenues of 
white gravel; the expanses of flowers, purple and orange, but as if 
dusty, or discolored, food for [celestial | bees, in that weak and strong 
sun. Carlo threw himself back on the bed, legs apart, and began to 
think about his mother again, masturbating his sex which had 
immediately lost the hardness of its erection. He had decided to get up 
and go to Turin. But he still allowed himself five minutes, or maybe 
ten, of masturbation, there on the bed, his head lit by the erotic 
images that he would make in Turin in a few hours. Meanwhile - as 
often happened - he distracted himself with questions that had 
nothing to do with those images. For example, he insistently 
wondered how his family could have such a rich and so powerfully 
regular train of life: an enormous villa in the Canavese area, a seven- 
eight-room apartment in the city (an attic in via xxx), the necessary 
servants, here and the; cars for all, or almost all, family members. 
Every gesture that was made within that solid and old-fashioned 
family universe could not fail to cost a river of modern money, not 
directly accumulated by the ancestors (the landowner and industrialist 
grandfather). Disturbed by those thoughts which did not concern him, 
Carlo buttoned his trousers, and without changing or washing himself 
he went out. 

His mother was not at home. He only found her in the evening, at a 
third party. It had taken a lot of effort for her to find out where she 
was, because she didn't have the courage to ask for news openly and 
simply, as a son would for a mother. By now the shyness and fear 
through which sexual satisfaction is reached had also entered into that 
relationship between Carlo, his mother, and the others. The fact that 
Carlo had decided once and for all to deal exclusively with sex, a 
source of pleasures that were each time unique, sublime, and 
inexpressible, does not mean that his life was devoted to pleasure. 
Shyness was in fact rather an anguish than a mere shyness. In this 
Carlo had remained identical to when he was a boy. Call and ask 
someone, "Do you know where I could find my mother?" now that he 
was looking for her for reasons certainly not of common 
administration, she blocked him in invincible anguish. He had to 
maneuver like a criminal to ascertain that his mother was in the 
Oddone house, precisely for a third party. As he saw her he told her to 
go to the bathroom; but he had to repeat it to her two or three times 
for her to obey him, and go downstairs to the bathroom. As soon as 
Carlo was certain that she had entered, he followed her. Those toilets 
in the Oddone house were all white, with eighteenth-century airy 
majolica: under the layer of the smell of face powder and other 


cosmetics, the layer of the smell of urine mixed with that of 
menstruation, precisely because it was light, took your breath away. It 
was the first time, of course, that Carlo had entered that shrine. The 
erection was so strong, that he had to bend over, as if with a painful 
pang. There was a woman, inside the small hall, in front of the mirror. 
Carlo had to pretend he had made a mistake, and retreat back into the 
corridor, with the danger of being caught there by another lady. The 
maneuver began, the awaited maneuver, in which the cosmos was at 
stake. Either it went according to plan, or it was the intolerable 
disappointment, worse than death. We had to wait for the lady inside 
her to come out, prevent her mother from doing this first, be careful 
that no other troublemakers arrived. Here indeed is a maid. Carlo felt 
faint, cursing to himself, desperate as a little boy. As if rejected by 
Carlo's will, the maid took another route, she went down the narrow 
stairs that led to her kitchen, damned bitch. That other accursed bitch 
(if you allow me a brief insert of free indirect speech) was still there 
instead. How to see where she was, without peeping, and then be seen 
again. The maneuver required absolute immobility: and a cigarette. 
But Carlo, the innocent one, did not smoke. As if sucked out of his 
will, by which time he was on the verge of passing out and his nerves 
were like a flaming lump of tension, the whore went out, gliding 
upstairs like a shadow, dimmed by those five minutes in the secluded 
place. Carlo like a madman entered where it had come from: of the 
three toilets, two had the door open, one had closed it. Carlo went to 
knock, saying in a low, altered voice: "Open up, people are coming." 
The mother from inside opened. Just in time, because in fact they 
came in chatting about things that two ladies, or maybe three, had 
started talking upstairs. The mother had a drawn and almost wrinkle- 
free face. It was the excitement, too much tiredness (three parties in 
one day). The stench of female urine was really sharp in there. "What 
do you want," Emma said. She was an advanced woman, she knew 
Freud through popular books by Italian psychoanalysts: but what she 
experienced was out of bounds. She certainly thought that her son was 
crazy to do those things that to him, on the other hand, seemed so 
natural. "Shut up, bitch," he told her. And if he pressed her tightly to 
his chest: her heavy and soft breasts moved him almost to tears: «My 
bitch» she added with the tenderness that makes a little disgustingly 
sadistic, «Sweet, my beautiful bitch». His hand descended on his 
buttocks as high as two walls or two domes, the wrinkled silk did not 
prevent them from feeling even their seams and their embroideries 
under the swellings of the panties. Carlo violently turned his mother 
towards the toilet bowl, put a hand on her head to force her to bow 
down, and, shushing her, slowly performed the [operation| which at 
that moment seemed imperative to him: he lifted her skirts, and 


pulled them her panties down, baring her [ass|. Below her, in the 
aseptic shadow of the Oddones' bathroom, I mean under his ass, 
between her thighs, a tuft of hair protruded. Carlo took everything, 
from behind, in his fist. 

Chiara, whose voice rang out first in the garden in the afternoon, 
was the younger sister, born when he was already sixteen or 
seventeen, and was now little more than the age Carlo had been when 
she was born. They had hardly met. But two or three years earlier, 
when he had left for Rome, she had seen her kissing a little dog who 
at the time was the darling of the house (now he was gone, who 
knows where he had gone). With xxx (that was the name of that dog) 
Chiara spoke in dialect, and while she spoke lowered, her breasts were 
completely uncovered. All of this was part of the [perfect| picture of 
the past. But Carlo, the day after his arrival home, thought that she 
had to rest, sexually. He therefore remained in Turin, to spend a day 
of contemplation. 


— Happiness of the day etc. (September sun — friends) — hopes etc. 

- Midday distress Station (?) - House 

- Rudeness of the sisters (uncontested relationship with adults) - 
Grandmother 

- Description of family assets - change of register (other family) 

- Mother's poetry (metalinguistic annotations in functional 
psychology) 

— Pensione Sicilia 

— Relationship between males and Carlo 

- Financial relationship with Charles I (money still scarce) 

— the note from the carabinieri 

— The mother objectively has her son in Rome 

— The father at the table 

8 September 1973 


un po! schifosamente sadici, "Dolce, bella puttana mia". La mano gli discese sui glutei 
alti come due muraglie o due cupole, la seta rugosa non impediva che si sentissero sotto 
i gonfiori delle mutadimtine, addirittura le loro cuciture e i loro ricami. Carlo voltd 
con violenza sua madre verso la tazza del cesso, le mise una mano sulla testa er obbli= 
garla a inchinarsi, e, zittendola, fece lentamente l'operazione che in quel momento gli 
Sembrava improrogabile: le alzO le sottane, e le tird git le mutandine, scoprendole il 
culo. Sotto, nell'ombra asettica del bagno degli Oddone, dico sotto il culo, tra le coscie, 
sporgeva un ciuffo di peli, suéteccienia. Carlo prese tutto mmkxmm, da di dietro, nel pu= 
gno. 
kixeiormawdenvxtavivxnxruxvarananiexs tune Ry XBASEURIMSN AY ae kwAWoi iM aNd x6 HT KW OMA Ka 
umxkaggkorn Chiara, la cui voce era risuonate per prima nel giardino, nel pomeriggio, Rex 
le sorella pik giovane, nata quando lui aveva gia sedici o diciasette anni, e aveva adesso 
Poco pit dell'eta a che aveva Carlo quando lei era nata, Non si erano quasi conosciuti. 
Me due o tre anni prima, ouando egli era partito per Roma, l'aveva vista baciare un cagno= 
lino che in quel tempo era il beniamino della casa (adesso non c'era pil, chissa dov'era 
finito). Con xxxxxxx (cosi si chiamava quel cane) Chiara parfava in dialetto, e mentre 
parlavag abbassata, i seni le si erano completamente scoperti. Tutto cid faceva perte del 
quadro_perfetto del passato. Ma Carlo, il giorno dopo il suo arrivo a casa, pensO che si 
doveva riposare, sessualmente. Rest percid a Torino, per passare ux giornata di contempla- 
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The reasons for which he had decided this also caused him to sleep 
late in the morning, which for him meant nine or ten. Immediately he 
felt the sun. He didn't need to open the windows to know that the 
light of that sun spread just barely at the edge of the streets and 
squares of the city. That it had a marine transparency, a little whitish, 
in the blue that appeared between the roofs, at the end of the streets. 
And that the light of the sun, although hot, already had a void inside 
it, a lack of strength from which, together with the joy of its 
immaculateness which made one foresee an unalterable series of 
equally blue days, a sort of desperate painless melancholy spread ( as 


omens always are). He went out into the street just before noon, and it 
was in fact one of the hottest days of the summer, if not the hottest. 
Yet all the people had already returned from their holidays, and the 
traffic was like in winter. Already in that distant 1960s the city was 
full of southerners. It was they above all who populated the streets, 
which were once empty. They gave the city the air of a hospice, of a 
hinterland full of convalescents. The cafés in the centre, on the other 
hand, were full of the bourgeois Turinese having an aperitif. In front 
of the splendid bar counter, or in small rooms furnished with well- 
preserved antique furniture from the good 19th century, there were 
the young heirs of the professional petit bourgeois fathers, mixed with 
those of the industrialists. 


afae Sete Set ansenaud xi acoes vas cahandescnacneeseasde anad Casa Ansaldo 
Casa Rattazzi, Casa D'Azeglio, Casa Oddone. 


They had the grin, some shy and some vulgar, of provincial youths. 
Everyone said "often" instead of "often", and their condition seemed to 
him the most natural of possible conditions. Habits made everything 
else in the world alien. The understanding that existed between them, 
moreover, made them in turn strangers to anyone who had the 
slightest suspicion that what this understanding fixed was not the 
absolute. And it was this suspicion that Carlo had always had 
throughout his life. Something that had not escaped the others, who 
had immediately inserted the knife of their natural ferocity into the 
crack that had opened in the conscience of their sensitive friend, and 
had widened it. This situation of unspoken hostility [was however 
unblocked| in those days, following the first successes of Charles's 
career in Rome. That put a stone on everything. Carlo saw his friends 
again at the cafe with [ sincere | joy. Their habits, which made them 
such natural examples of a quality of life identified with the only 
truth, were well known to Carlo: and knowledge of them transformed 
them. Precisely because he saw them in their totality and complexity, 
down to their distant roots, they appeared to Carlo precarious and 
unstable: like all forms of life from which they considered themselves 
sheltered. Seen by an outsider, their code might seem unassailable, 
firmly rooted in existence; seen by a competent person, involved in it, 
it appeared as a cobweb painted on a veil. 

But this only increased Carlo's pleasure, because, thus made 
shadows in history, those aged young men, former masters of life's 
everything, appeared to their companion, formerly dominated by the 
lack of that everything, now harmless. That morning with old friends 
was a pretext for Carlo, which made those old friends on the one hand 
vaguely epic (the petit-bourgeois scholastic epos of an aristocratic 
provincial town) and on the other almost like caricatures. 


The aperitif was a "golden liqueur that makes you sweat"; golden 
was the light; gold the next day. Carlo's heart was filled with 
overflowing happiness. He had to think only of his sex, and this 
contained indescribable pleasures, the only truly sublime ones in life. 
It is true that anguish and terror would also have cost him, that in 
order to reach them he would have had to cross zones of death, of real 
death - out of fear, anxiety - but the idea of all the possibilities of 
sexual joys put together and isolated from the rest of life , gave a 
profound bliss: the sense of sailing on an ever more peaceful, blue and 
luminous sea. 

Carlo had breakfast in one of the restaurants that all the fortunate 
readers of a novel certainly know and which it is useless to connote, in 
fact, in a novel, which, moreover, is unrealistic, indeed moves 
entertainably towards [ie| V Visions; and then he went back home, 
along the arcades visited only by southerners, and by a few Turinese 
who ignored them. He slept a little again. He woke up, and it was 
already late afternoon. He went out again. Though still as hot as in the 
depths of summer, the day was now waning. In the shadows that 
lengthened in the heat there was the tragic indication of a renewal of 
time in its ancient repetition. 

Carlo felt seized with terror. Real physical pain began to give an 
excruciating spasm from the back of his throat to his side. He would 
have felt like throwing up or crying and cursing. That sudden 
"taedium vitae", certainly justified by reasons that Carlo did not intend 
to know (he preferred to keep it as it was) made everything 
meaningless; or worse, filled with a sense of tragedy. The dream lost 
its colors and became reality. A reality also certainly dreamed of, 
because in turn too separated from dreams: seen as duty, pain, 
deprivation, agony, boredom. There was the dread of being alone, the 
fear of the future, the disgust (not at all purifying) for the present. 
Nothing in Carlo's plans and in his situation had changed since the 
morning. It was always to the endless series of sexual achievements 
that he devoted himself, piling up their possibilities before him, 
endlessly, to fill his whole life. And yet, although this thought 
remained stupendous, and he did not even remotely think of throwing 
it away or questioning it, suddenly there was that discouragement 
which loosened his knees and made him groan to himself, keeping an 
unchanged face so as not to be noticed by passers-by. He moaned 
meaningless phrases, including lamentations addressed to the old God, 
and even to the Madonna. He raved, humming these blasphemous 
invocations to himself, mixed with scatological interjections. He was 
lost, nothing could ever save him, the world around him was a surface 
that just looking at it or touching it gave pain, all the more the more it 
remained the same, with its declining summer sun. 


He returned to his friends — to their disinterested conversations of 
young intellectuals, in a café, far from the centre, near the high school 
he had attended fifteen years earlier. But he stopped and cursing 
Roman apostrophes at them, he turned the other way. He went 
towards the banks of the Po, in certain unknown gardens (but also 
known when he was a high school student). There was something 
rough about them, as if they were in a provincial town or even a 
hamlet. Behold the great prospects of sex! the wonderful possibilities 
of encounters with the creatures that sex indicates as excellent! Here 
are the unthinkable places and so naturally ready for great occasions! 
The humps of the desolate meadows in the sun, as though dusty but 
very green; the big trees of the city parks, a little too sparse; some 
benches for people with a poor and empty life; a Vespasian modestly 
surrounded by hedges; the roofs of the city beyond the river, with the 
sun grazing. 

But here is a little girl with her mother passing along the central 
avenue (through which cars also passed). Carlo calculated that if he 
hurried he could get to the Vespasian at the same time she passed in 
front of the girl. He hadn't even seen exactly what she was like. She 
was a nice little brunette in cheap dresses, that's all. Carlo moved 
almost running towards the Vespasian, praying to God that her mother 
would be distracted, look elsewhere. She prayed to God with all her 
soul, like as a boy during [classwork|. And he moaned to himself, 
gritting his teeth at the idea that instead things didn't go the way he 
wanted. A kind of flaming knife was planted in the middle of his 
chest, paralyzing him. He was in front of the Vespasian, the little girl 
was about to pass. The mother looked ahead and far; but so is her 
daughter. Carlo put his hand on his lap, conspicuously, but as if by his 
own right, looking insistently at the little girl (whose cheekbones he 
suddenly saw too high and her unpleasant mouth) to get her attention. 
He unbuttoned himself, half inside and half outside |the little temple| 
of concrete. The girl had now passed, without looking back, like her 
mother. But Carlo continued to stare at her behind her, hoping that 
her gaze would make her turn around; it was a burning hope, a matter 
of life and death. The girl did not turn around. Carlo, moaning and 
cursing like a boy], buttoned up again, without pissing, because he 
hoped to need |the piss| within a short time. He went and sat down on 
a bench in front of the Vespasian, looking towards the two who were 
moving away from her, cursing them and calling them whores, with 
the rage of a little boy. 

He wandered from bench to bench, looking for mothers with [little 
girls|, or, with the heavenly grant of [little girls| alone. In all the 
garden he did not find one. Besides, the afternoon grew more and 
more gloomy in its splendour, which heralded equally splendid days. 


And the garden would soon be completely emptied of even the few 
mothers with prams and old people. Carlo took a taxi and instinctively 
let himself be taken to the station. There, too, was, after all, full of 
benches. In his inexperience, Carlo had not foreseen that it was 
precisely at the station that he would find paradise, and that for him it 
would be like taking hashish for the first time, a habit he would never 
be able to free himself from throughout his life, precisely because it 
was shameful. , dangerous and divine. 

Chiara, Natalia and Emilia all three had the same characteristic: 
they seemed poorer than Carlo and their parents. Especially Clare. 
There was a grossness and physical humility about her that you 
couldn't figure out where it came from. Probably the wealth of Carlo's 
family was actually limited: the three younger sisters had paid for it. 
Of course they had not lacked for anything, they had gone to school in 
the best institute in Turin, they had also learned to play instruments, 
etc. Yet she felt that they had been somewhat neglected, and that her 
wealth had not so smoothed and, so to speak, “transhumant” them as 
the other truly wealthy members of the family. The awkwardness of 
their bodies hadn't been disguised. A certain lack of taste made them 
choose clothes which were not suitable to hide their defects; and, 
probably, a tendency inculcated in them since childhood to save 
money - even if probably never said verbally and never came to 
conscience - meant that they went to help themselves in non-first-rate 
shops, like their mother, father or the eldest. They felt this slight 
physical degradation, but their honesty made them think they 
deserved it. And so they had looked for attitudes that were suitable for 
this deserved degradation, that did not pretend to mask it, or, at the 
same time, masked it. They saw themselves as wise and practical, 
destined for a life of action—everyday, domestic action. They ended 
up avoiding the worldly places frequented by their mother. In the 
beginning out of instinctive shyness, feeling precisely not so "worked" 
by the social condition as their friends, who had identified with that 
social condition. Secondly because they ended up feeling excluded and 
unworthy of it. They compensated for themselves by assuming a hasty 
way of doing, devoid of feminine weaknesses, a little rough and 
masculine, which replaced grace with practicality and worldly 
behavior with culture. However, their culture, like their attitude in 
life, lacked taste, no real ability to identify values. This too they felt. 
They were therefore under their efficient appearance, eternally 
uncertain, torn by an incurable intellectual shyness. They had 
assumed the role of those who know how to pronounce the right 
judgments, standing desperately on the side of culture; yet none were 
more insecure than they were in passing judgments. They dared them 
with a childish trembling, which their staging could never disguise. 


On the other hand, all this made them extremely affectionate, 
attached to the feelings and values of a family — which, in reality, had 
created a rather sinister and funereal void around them. They also 
liked to be protectors full of wisdom (this is why, for example, they 
always kept Viola and the other children of servants or peasants with 
them). They were consequently socialists. (After all, this was a family 
tradition, born with the Resistance. The mother, albeit [ worldly iF was 
a frequent visitor of the left-wing cultural world.) 


and ardent 


[22] Note 9 At the station 


One can go from reality to a dream; but it is impossible to go from 
one dream to another dream. Carlo is sitting on the worn, almost 
black bench. Above, the vault is very high, almost dizzying; around 
the corridor space is immense. The trains whistle, with their 
unalterable| melancholy. They come and go from the provinces or 
from the South, and they spill through the corridors of the station, 
making it resound inside its crumbling windows, crowds of poor 
people who follow their destiny with such naturalness. Carlo is 
consumed by anxiety that a little girl sitting on a bench beyond the 
glass of a large internal window, in the waiting room, looks at him. 
But precisely, she is closed in a sexual dream of hers that includes 
expectation, purity, inattention, distraction - and the most total 
ignorance, in fact, of sex (at least in that distant 1960). In Carlo's 
dream, however, she should look at him and be interested in what he 
does: that is, in the violation that he commits against his modesty, 
holding a hand over his sex, ready not only to squeeze it in his fist 
over his trousers, in case the girl looked towards him, but even 
unbuttoning his trousers, slipping inside and squeezing the living and 
warm flesh of his erect sex, making him glimpse, perhaps for an 
instant, in the livid whiteness of his passion. The people around must 
be the spectator of the risk. Even her modesty must be violated, along 
with that of Carlo and that of the little girl, seated between her 
younger brothers, and with the magazine in her hand. Those eyes of 
hers will also have to get up and rest first on Carlo and then on his 
lap. If this does not happen Carlo could even die due to the tension 
that is breaking his nerves, which already makes him half dead. At the 
same time, this agonizing pain of hers waiting to be restored to life by 
a glance is an immense joy that fills the whole station like a light, in 
that melancholy twilight hour. It is a joy because the whole world and 
its meaning is reduced to that expectation; there is no boundary to 
this one hope and activity. The whole day that precedes and follows 
that hour is dedicated to this search for a gaze, or to other similar, 
attempted, successful things; still to try, still to succeed. The trembling 
expectation into which the homicidal anxiety is transformed, gives an 
infinite sense of possession of the future, of sweetness and 
benevolence of the repressive and punishing world which, however, 
secretly, allows companies to be carried out infinitely like those that 


Carlo dreams full of an impetuous and almost calm joy. 


precedes the annotation: V insert two or three small chapters on 
exhibitionism in the countryside, in the village; an arrow starts from 
the title towards the outer edge of the sheet 


waiting 


[23] Note 10 The station (continued) 


For many weeks Carlo continues to frequent the station, home to 
infinite sexual possibilities. The girl who must fulfill his search for him 
is indifferent to him: it is enough that she responds to certain general 
requirements of the code which for Carlo has split the female world in 
two; it doesn't matter whether it's blond hair or brown hair, fat bodies 
or thin bodies; of petty bourgeois behavior or popular behavior. There 
is something, which Carlo immediately identifies and which he has 
learned, in part, to foresee, in the face of which the miracle repeats 
itself. Miracle that can end with the wildest of satisfactions (the girl's 
eyes rested on him, they witnessed the discovery of his secret and the 
intoxication that this discovery, together with the long series of 
preliminary squeezes, sometimes leads him to public ejaculation) or 
which can instead end in tragedy: at the climax, something takes the 
girl away from there —- finally found and worked on - leaving him 
alone, in the throes of an incurable disappointment, close to the desire 
to die and the terrible discovery of the irreconcilability of reality with 
his dream. Dozens and dozens of girls were found or lost. All this 
constituted a period of his life, which would eventually coexist with 
new periods, but would never disappear again. The search for 
exhibitionistic satisfaction (which was not the only one, because, if he 
could, he also attempted relationships that were less possible and 
easy; that is, touching the girl himself, forcing her to be aware of her 
own immature and unconscious exhibitionism) did not prevent Carlo 
to observe the world around; that is, in this case, of the station 
environment. In a fragmentary and anguished way, he managed to 
identify a whole series of facts, presences, habits. All this was assumed 
in the sphere of joy. When he left home to go to the station (he had 
nothing else to do in life) he thought of what awaited him with 
exhilarating heartbeat, full of gratitude for the divine malleability of 
the world: however, he included in this imagination not only the 
moments of sexual and orgasm, but also the whole contour. And this 
outline was objective. It was part of his dream, but it was also part of 
reality. And not of the severe and horrendous reality as it appeared to 
him in moments of despondency, in which God, morality, normality 
seemed to be right, dispelling the veil of illusions: but of a natural 
reality, that seen, for example, by the cheerful and sharp eyes of a 
realistic writer. And above all a new reality, because, for the 


bourgeois Carlo it was a question of the popular reality, seen 
moreover in a particularly poor moment \V, truly outside the bourgeois 
experiences, and lived by the poor people bodily, that is, in an 
untranslatable way. There were many southerners. They were selling 
contraband cigarettes; they were the protectors of the whores who 
beat in the streets beside the station; many were probably thieves, and 
they met there in the midst of that crowd that came and went in the 
acrid dust of the station. They were almost all young; many very 
young people, almost kids, who have just come up from their country 
in Calabria or Sicily. 


an arrow starts from the title towards the outer margin of the sheet 


[24] Note 10 bis Waste of Spirit 


Overturning the Shakespearean clause with joy equal to pain: 


All this the world well knows; yet nobody knows well, 
to shun the heaven that leads men to this hell. 


in: 
The world knows all this well, and nobody knows it well: 
avoid the hell that leads men to this paradise. 


Carlo returned to the country house. Destroyed and terrified by the 
tensions that he could not wait to resume at the very moment in 
which it escaped him, he felt his heart constrict with anguish, at the 
very moment in which his heart expanded, almost swollen with 
gratitude, for the enormous quantity of things he was beginning to 
experience. A violet evening made the square in xxx where he got off 
the bus terrible (in those days, he was still an economically average 
man, who did what all men did). The swallows flew high; people went 
home, turning their backs on the light which nevertheless persisted 
like a burning fossil, whitening the olive sky. Carlo like a sleepwalker, 
gasping and moaning to himself, secretly, with a <?> and a face that 
he tried to keep impassive, went on foot to his father's villa. He 
arrived that boreal night was still white: Vv the olive was indigo, and it 
looked like a tarp stretched out against the blinding light of the Third 
Heaven. The flowers in the garden [harvested that light, raw in the 
dim light that hurt his eyes. Carlo hoped to meet the three sisters right 
away, at home, or at least one of the three. V Instead, there was an 
unnatural silence in the house. The maid appeared to him - in whose 
eyes was completely buried the memory of what they had seen her 
master's son do; and she told him that Natalia, Chiara and Emilia were 
staying with her grandmother. Grandmother's villa was not far away 
(it was a farmhouse where she had retired for many years). Carlo 
bleeding from the wound that the distance from the places where sex 
could, "through hell reach heaven", groping for the sadness emanating 
from the light persistent in the air, had clung to the only possibility of 
salvation. Doing with Chiara (or with Natalia, or with Emilia) what he 
did with the girls in the public gardens or at the station. He had to do 
it now. He got out of the house, and took the unpaved road, with the 


two rows of very tall poplars, which led towards his grandmother's 
farmhouse. He found himself in the twilight of the evening, 
illuminated, from behind the barrier of the mountains by the 
crystalline light, by the sky without a single cloud. It was unnaturally 
hot: walking along the grassy edge of the road he seemed to be 
walking in an air made ardent by bonfires that had just gone out. Yet 
now, suddenly, Carlo was happy. The sexual goal transfigured the 
evening, which instead of being the theater of a renunciation, of an 
ancient family life dedicated to purity and to married love which 
imposed itself as a duty felt by the heart as a mortal mortification - 
had suddenly become the theater of a maneuver that would have 
defied all modesty and all reality, giving the heart the palpitation of 
blind joy, the one that had to be achieved even if one died. Although 
he didn't walk fast, Carlo was sweating all over. And this seemed to 
him stupendous: like the night around him, in which now the stars 
were beginning to shine unnaturally, and dogs far away, in packs, 
frantic though barely perceptible, began to bark. As soon as the 
farmhouse was in sight, the gate to the farmyard, transformed into a 
kind of outdoor patio, opened, and the three sisters appeared, with 
their bicycles. Behind her came her grandmother and, holding her 
hand, Viola. The women (who certainly hadn't seen Carlo, in the 
shade of the poplars) greeted each other cheerfully, with 
indecipherable voices - it was not clear whether they were festive or 
painful, like those of distant dogs - and separated. The three sisters got 
on, skidding a little on their bicycles, and laughing among themselves, 
they went along the road, with their lights on, and ringing the bells 
for stupid joy. Seeing them coming towards him, Carlo threw himself 
into the ditch that bordered the road, just behind the smooth and 
fragrant trunk of a poplar. Everything there, against the ground, 
smelled strongly, as if it had just rained. Instead the ditch was dry. 
The three sisters pedaled clumsily ahead of him, and were soon gone 
down the road, disappearing and reappearing through the line of thin 
poplar shadows, their taillights shining in the afterglow of that late- 
night sunset. The grandmother and the little girl had stood at the gate 
to watch them go. And they stayed there for a while in silence. Then, 
pronouncing the usual incomprehensible words to each other, they 
withdrew. A dog, inside the barnyard, began to bark making parties. 
Carlo remained crouched in the ditch. He had to stay there until the 
sisters reached the end of the drive, turned onto the paved road, and 
entered the villa. Only in this way could Carlo tell his grandmother 
that he was there without having seen them, and he could never tell 
them that he had been at their grandmother's farmhouse that night. 
The tension that breaks the nerves began, the interminable struggle 
with the times that innocent, always unpredictable events have. 


Calculating the time it would take the three sisters to get home was 
literally impossible for Carlo. The anxiety that exhausted him 
prevented him; for him a minute was eternity. Yet he could not be 
wrong. Mechanically, stretched out there as he was in that dry ditch 
no deeper than two palms thick and thick with fragrant grass, he 
unbuttoned his trousers, and to while away the time, excited as he 
was, V took his [cock in his hand | and began to masturbate, as 
always, I repeat, when he was alone and hidden. But his [cock| didn't 
stand up; the anxiety was too much, it suffocated him. Thought was 
engrossed in imagining the three sisters’ journey home. In the 
agitation, he could not concentrate to even imagine the acts to which 
he was carrying out this whole maneuver. What would he say to his 
grandmother to justify his presence at the farmhouse? There were no 
justifications. Or there was no need at all. Carlo, in a torment that 
made him crave, had both the need to find some and the terror of not 
giving any. He tried to concentrate on that masturbation that was 
supposed to console him, bringing to the fore the only meaning of 
both that evening of his (so wonderfully and miraculously promising) 
and of his whole life, and anticipating the happiness to which 
everything was subordinated. But he couldn't; his member remained 
soft or just slightly swollen, reddened by the hand that tormented him. 
Certainly in advance, Carlo buttoned up and stood up. With trembling 
legs and bleary eyes he approached that innocent gate of his 
grandmother's villa, and rang the bell. Immediately, inside, clearly 
echoing in the sultry heat, voices came; which went out immediately 
inside the rooms. A little later the gate opened and Carlo entered, 
greeting immediately, with excessive effusion and guilty calmness, the 
old servant who had come to open it for him, poorly hiding his 
amazement, and he walked nonchalantly towards the inside of the 
house. The windows were all open, and a red and melancholy festive 
light was projected on the mirrored courtyard, with all its well- 
ordered vases of flowers, its heavy white wooden tables and chairs, its 
leather-covered chaises longues. Next to the entrance door, which was 
also open, on a red brick floor joyfully dazzling with light, Viola was 
sitting on a banquette. She was holding a box painted like a carousel. 
It had to be the Game of the Goose. She was silent, against the wall of 
the house, warm as an oven, with shadowed eyes. The grandmother 
appeared - in her white old woman's dress - in the doorway; and she 
made no effort — unlike the servant — to express her amazement at her. 
In the meantime, Carlo had prepared her most natural justification, 
namely the desire to see her for a moment and say hello, given that he 
had arrived from Rome and was soon due to leave. The grandmother's 
surprise passed immediately, and he even invited him to stay with her 
for dinner. This was really lin the plan| of Carlo, and he was invaded 


by an overbearing, glorious [satisfaction]. Peace came over him. And, 
waiting for him to be ready, while his grandmother got busy, he went 
and stretched out on a chaise longue, facing Viola, who had now gone 
and sat down right on the rustic step of the threshold. So stretched 
out, Carlo could not help but look at the stars. They had filled the 
whole square of sky above the old threshing floor, with its regular 
sides and its ancient roof tiles. It was really night now; the light had 
disappeared, giving way to an unnatural darkness. There was no 
public lighting for many kilometers around, and the moon had not yet 
risen. The stars remained. The stupendous stars of youth, which then 
hardly look at each other, while they continue to shine, with their 
grainy and restless light, even in the supreme calm. Their insistent 
trembling v |was| like a language. And to this was suddenly added the 
fraternal language of the concert of crickets, near and infinitely far 
away. Both of those languages seemed to want to endlessly repeat a 
single but inexhaustible concept: it would have been too easy to think 
that it alluded to sadness and death; it was something much more: it 
was pure knowledge, an extremely significant thought, but without an 
object. Carlo didn't mind; he was only happy to enjoy for a few 
moments that dense looming of the firmament over him. He didn't 
care a bit; it was only a side dish, a sublime side dish. For years and 
years, for whole decades he would enjoy it. What really mattered to 
him was Viola. He couldn't see if the little girl was looking at him or 
not. However slowly he let his hand fall on her lap, and held it there, 
there, on the [place| that for a child is mystery and shame. But when 
dinner must have been ready by now, he heard a sudden ringing 
outside the gate; and a male voice calling, "Viola!" The servant went to 
open it, as if it were customary, and a very thin man appeared astride 
a bicycle, dressed as a peasant (with the trousers and shirt that 
peasants put on in the evening, after work, after having washed of 
their courtyards). Immediately Viola got up and ran towards him. The 
grandmother appeared at the door in her white dress and with an air 
of reproach she turned to Viola who was running away: "Don't you say 
goodbye?" Her pronunciation was dialectal, exactly like Viola's who, 
turning around, said: "Good evening, Signora Emilia", and that of her 
father who added: "Excuse me, Signora, good evening, goodbye!". 
"Good evening, Vito," concluded the grandmother, her voice still a 
little resentful, and she went back inside. Carlo remained alone on the 
chaise longue under the stars. A whole dinner awaited her V, now, V 
alone with her grandmother. 


excruciating 
terrible 


mysterious 
large 


[25] Note 10 ter 


Grandma had some very good privately produced Barolo. Both of 
them drank it until they were completely drunk. Grandma's must have 
been a habit. After all, when faced with good, truly good Barolo, it 
was difficult to resist. In the end lit came out] to conclude also a bottle 
of "xxx", a wine unknown to all because, although it did not belong to 
a special vintage and was by no means precious, if it had been on sale, 
it would have been unusable except as citations, then suddenly he 
began to talk about Shakespeare's sonnets. In the darkness of her 
drunkenness what made her stubbornly interested was a garden 
problem. She couldn't extricate herself from it, like a fly in a spider's 
web. Having made an observation, she stood for a moment looking at 
Carlo fixed and questioningly, with her lips moving nervously and her 
eyes wandering in a desperate and somewhat begging smile, and then, 
without waiting for any comment from the interlocutor to whom she 
so vibrantly he addressed (and from whom he certainly didn't expect 
anything) he went back to banging his head against the wall of the 
problem of those gardens of his. She spoke perfect English. Was the 
"flower" of the sestet of sonnet 94 or not the young friend? Or was it 
not rather a part of the whole, that is, not a flower, but a garden? And 
was it then to be identified with the lilies mentioned a little later, "the 
lilies that stink"? In this regard Hallett Smith suggested that these 
lilies in the last verse are a reminiscence, the umpteenth, of the 
Sermon on the Mount... But no, but no: that last verse is decidedly 
taken by Edward thirty or forty thousand lire a bottle: it was born in 
fact only in a hill of the property of Carlo's grandmother; and his 
name was known only in the family and in the few houses of the 
peasants who worked on it (as well as a small group of privileged 
Turin friends). It was nothing special, but, apparently, it was |divine], 
due to its absolute purity; and also for the decrepit age of its quality, 
which had remained so childishly fresh over the centuries, and had 
reached perfectly "ingenuum" practically at the end of a human cycle. 
Its modest but highly refined charm consisted in the fact that it was 
neither dry nor sweet, almost as if archaically such a distinction had 
no reason to exist: it was absolutely wine, and not even very strong, as 
the ancients liked. Grandmother's drunkenness had strange 
manifestations. If one had to anticipate Carlo's impressions, one could 
say that an enigmatic past was revealed in them as it was no longer 


judged. On the one hand she revealed herself as a rough peasant 
woman, a peasant landowner like her laborers, devoid of any interest 
in any form of reality with which social privilege confronted her. 
Perhaps she had been a whore; of those "cocottes" that, according to 
the nineteenth-century tradition, the landowners of the early 
twentieth century went to get in the city, with great scandal, and then 
integrated into the solidly family context (they turned out to be good 
administrators, and with a sedate conservative spirit). Drunkenness 
perhaps brought out that origin of her. Sitting with her legs apart on 
the leather sofa with a glass of "xxx" in her hand, after having gossiped 
ramblingly about nothing, as one might have chatted fifty years ago, 
still within an era which was now ending, with its codes nowlIlI , and 
it is not a question of lilies deprived of the thought of tomorrow, 
short-sighted, humbly absolute in their natural state; one cannot fail 
to refer to them the negative connotation of "husbandry", introduced 
in the previous verses. After all, the Gospel speaks of lilies of the field, 
while here we explicitly speak of lilies of the garden. And Shakespeare 
was well aware of this opposition, see sonnet 54 in which he opposes 
the bush rose, the canine or wild rose, the Canker bloom - the garden 
rose. It's the roses or lilies (flowers) of the garden that are delicate and 
that need to be protected from the weeds that make them wither, die, 
smell! Like Richard Il, a weak man, devoured, in fact, by "weeds 
grown in the shelter of his vast foliage", permitting - during the War of 
the Roses! — [to supplant| that King-Rose with the "Wild Rose 
Bolingbroke". The contrast between the two gardeners in Richard II 
demonstrates that the State is nothing but a garden (is this what must 
be proved?): «Our Garden surrounded by the Sea, the whole Country, 
is full of Weeds, its Flowers more beautiful suffocated!». So says, to be 
exact, the gardener's servant. The servant of the servant! And in this 
idea of the Garden - loved by the servants themselves - the ideas of the 
two archetypal Gardens then converge (as documented by Peter Ure in 
his edition of Richard II): the Garden of Eden, and the Garden of 
Arcadia. But these ideal Gardens tend to be driven back into utopia, 
they |abandon| the real Garden-States to the threat of abandonment! It 
is the new commercial-Puritan civilization that is breaking through, 
and Shakespeare himself cannot ignore it. Queen Elizabeth is dying... 
It was in no way reliable that the grandmother had ever had 
relations with the high nobility. The Valets were very rich, yes, but 
not so rich that they wept over Queen Elizabeth's death as if they had 
been with her on a mutual friends’ yacht. Bifolka or academic 
endowed with the best kind of knowledge, humanistic and 
philological, precisely that of the good old days, the grandmother was 
also a third thing at the same time: she was a petty bourgeois, any 
satisfied Bovary. And that was the worst obstacle to Carlo's plan. But 


luckily she was by now completely drunk. And the manoeuvres, this 
time, did not cost Carlo any real anguish. He too was drunk. He did 
everything jokingly, laughing with great freshness, as if there was no 
tragic side to it — like V Lyudmila with SaSa Vv. The wine had pulled 
and ignited the grandmother's skin, which, after all, was not very old. 
Carlo joked about this. And then, beginning to tickle her, as she 
resumed the Garden State talk, he began to joke, laughing earnestly, 
about the freshness of her flesh, under her armpits, about her waist. 
He absolutely wanted to see her legs, which were already uncovered; 
and he pulled her skirt up over her thighs, laughing. It was at that 
point that he realized, pleasantly amazed and very amused, that, 
doing all this, he had gotten excited. He absolutely wanted his 
grandmother to observe the phenomenon with her eyes, if he didn't 
want to believe it. He uncovered himself too, and unbuttoning her 
trousers in an even louder and more cheerful laugh, he took her hand, 
and made her squeeze it tightly around her member proudly erect like 
that of an infant. Granny's weak bony hand, willing as it was, going up 
and down, was unable to bring him to orgasm, so he pulled it off, 
placing it on her thigh, and finished quickly by himself, ejaculating on 
her, and staining that nice old white dress of hers. 


now 


[26] Note 10 quater Cosmo 


[When all that great laughter was behind us, with the whole 
interweaving of body acts, things, light and darkness of the family 
evening with his habits and his transgressions (which also seem to be 
written down in a house book), and all this fell into oblivion, Carlo 
fatally ended up finding himself alone in the middle of the 
countryside, on the driveway lined with poplars. 

The night was advanced, there were no more exceptions. Everything 
was silent, even the dogs. The moon had risen in the meantime, and 
was stationed, so clear that it seemed detached from the sky, on the 
mountains that were black in the glossy air; and the stars, thus, had 
resumed their discourse more feebly, endlessly repeating their 
disconsolate, trembling and imperceptible signals. Undeterred were 
the crickets instead; the crickets of that piedmont region, at the end of 
a [sultry| summer: they vented to repeat their indecipherable message, 
which had an extremely significant curve: here, nearby, there was an 
almost sense of thirsty love, humanly insatiable, alive, while down 
there, declining in the |unthinkable| distance, it became a lament that 
could neither say nor teach anything, such was its melancholy. 

Carlo stopped and sat down. He looked around as if that were to be 
the last look of his life. A night in the Canavese: so perfect in its 
repetition that it fades in its thousand past forms and vanishes, and so 
perfect in its present being that it looms like an apparition made up of 
a thousand apparitions, each one as enchanting as it is destined to be 
and that's it: pure design of the mind of the world. But the presence 
was so strong that the heart, while enjoying it to its fullest capacity, 
rejected it. Wounded both by the dedication to all that silent beauty 
and by the fear of it, Carlo watched the night with a smile of bliss 
which, when one is alone — and the only modesty is the one one has 
with oneself — he becomes vaguely mad: despite the staging, that was 
the highest and most beautiful moment of his life dedicated 
exclusively to sex, in the most complete separation from any other 
form of human interest. After having filled the world - in the present, 
and even more, with even more desperate happiness and gratitude, in 
the future - with this exclusive sexual passion, it was precisely in its 
rare moments of complete suspension - and in those, frequent ones of 
fragmentary suspension, mixed to the acts of love and its long 
searches - that happiness reached its highest points, to the point of 


feeling forever protected from death, and from every form of end, 
while accepting its [final| and distant crowning, as a stupendous lack 
limit of life. 

To all that external making, being and dissolving of the cosmos was 
opposed by the body - now seated, in the warm air where a fire 
seemed to have just gone out, and around not a breath of wind stirred 
- in which life really began: a life that still had everything to give. 


need 


[27] Note 11 The new day 


After a while (however beautiful relationships with the cosmos are 
short-lived: they are of little use, they waste other things, time, sleep, 
etc., so reasonably necessary. The sincerity of the relationship with the 
cosmos soon runs out: it tends to immediately transformed into an act 
of homage, into a dutiful recollection, from which the man tries to 
free himself, hypocritically repressing his own impatience, like a child 
from religion lessons), Carlo resumed his journey, returned home, 
undressed, slipped into bed. Immediately, as was the inviolable norm, 
he squeezed his soft member in his fist, still a little wet from the 
recent ejaculation (Carlo didn't wash in the evening), and began to 
move it to make it harden. After a while he succeeded, and he started 
masturbating. His imagination recalled with the fervor with which a 
leader recalls the moments of a battle won, what he had enjoyed in 
the evening: but he didn't limit himself to recalling it: he re-proposed 
it in a future repetition, with variations as exciting as they were easy 
(in his imagination , devoid of the resistance of reality). But there was 
also a thought that tormented him. The loss of Viola's presence. So 
much so that her imagination slowly became fixed entirely on her. 
Masturbating, in a long interrupted ejaculation, Carlo was thinking 
about what he would have done, in front of the little girl, if she hadn't 
been "saved" so unpredictably by her father, that thin lifeless man 
with his bicycle and his deep old-fashioned voice. padan master. As 
always, masturbation caused him a sudden, blind sleep, which 
reabsorbed him into a mossy throat, just as his imagination painted 
before Carlo's closed eyes acts that went far beyond any real 
possibility, and which he was certain was even through renunciations, 
anguish and dangers, he would end up realizing. This, and nothing 
else, was the purpose of his life. 


he took hold of 


[28] Note 17 The wheel and the pin 


Everything that Carlo did in that period passed into Pasquale's 
memory, in a perfectly objective way. However, there was something 
that did not suffer the same fate as all of Carlo's other deeds and was 
therefore not recorded, or, to put it better, minuted, by Pasquale. It's a 
dream. And precisely of the following dream. 

Carlo was tied to a wheel. It was one of those wheels which one sees 
reproduced in illustrations representing the tortures of the Holy 
Inquisition, etc. and which - badly observed - return to memory in a 
deformed way V, placing themselves in space according to our 
imagination or our unconscious will. Therefore, this wheel, in the 
dream, was enormous: infinitely larger than the wheels, albeit 
monumental and baroque, of the illustrations: and it was, moreover, 
finished in a meticulous and precious way, so much so that it 
resembled the wheel of a deity's chariot, or the Wheel of Fortune, or 
even the Zodiac Wheel. 

This wheel was suspended in space. In what vacuum? But of course, 
in the vacuum of the cosmos. However, even this void was then a 
"cultural space": perhaps the (unlimited) background of a ceiling or an 
apse, or a simple sky, but pervaded by a melancholy, chilling light, 
with a few clouds just brushed in indigo. v 

Carlo was tied, naked, to the wheel. But, as happens in dreams, 
being there, bound and naked, was simultaneously an action and the 
contemplation of it. Carlo who, albeit intermittently, with long pauses, 
occasionally getting lost in nothingness, told Carlo what he himself at 
that moment was not only experiencing, but also observing. He was 
tied naked to that wheel, and, at the same time, he he saw. Not only 
that, but someone told him (as if suggesting it, or, better, teaching 
him with a patience equal to the |unappellable severity], that of 
parents and childhood teachers in the act of inculcating| a duty). It 
was a «subdued immemorial serene» choir 

The Wheel turned: whether it turned quickly or slowly, this was a 
relative concept, which did not apply in that dimension. The 
important thing was that Carlo always returned to the same point (as 
the Chorus «sommissimo immemoriabile serene» pointed out to him). 
But what was this point? Lacking any reference in that brown, 
deserted evening space, Carlo could not have recognized any point in 
particular. All points were perfectly equal to each other with respect 


to the absolute nakedness of space; and they were also, naturally, all 
equal with respect to the center, as happens for any self-respecting 
circumference. And yet, indeed, and he rose into that woman's eyes 
that obscenely allusive smile of hers. But she was not alone: the 
"scene" also consisted of the presence (unnoticed at first) of a man 
who was next to her, in her shadow, if one could say so (in that world 
there was neither light nor nor shadow). He was incredibly small: a 
genius, a rag doll that girls play with, an elf, a dwarf. He was perfectly 
proportioned, however, when seen only by himself. His appearance 
was virile and mild at the same time; he had the youthful air of his 
father who just got married and is still a boy himself. His sex too 
dangled at the bottom of his legs, but it was normal sex, and in his 
natural modesty about his nudity, it wasn't noticeable. But, a little 
further up, in the groin, a long cut was clearly visible, a deep, black 
wound. The man, bent over, held her a little apart with his fingers, as 
if to show her, and looked at her, occasionally raising her eyes with a 
patient and protective smile. Carlo knew, and the Chorus — from the v 
internal spaces of that universe, confirmed it to him — that that deep 
cut on the man's groin was the vulva. On the next turning of the 
Wheel, the Scene, in the center from which the axes radiated, was 
changed again. There were no more snakes, neither woman nor man. 
There was himself, Carlo: but he was dead (or perhaps even though he 
was born into the world, he was never born). His body was perfectly 
stiff, like stone: indeed, he was decidedly the body of an old stone 
monument. The Choir warned him, deep down, that this was joy, and 
there could never be joy greater than it. There was a point. And when 
Carlo arrived at this point, not only did he know it - finding himself 
there himself with his body - but he saw it, as if he were a spectator of 
himself; and, moreover, the Choir, perhaps becoming a little less 
"subdued, immemorial and serene", did not fail to warn him. It had 
been at such a point, for example, that, at the beginning (?) of the 
dream, Carlo had seen, exactly, perfectly| in the centre, that is, in the 
hub of the Wheel, the first scene that he was called to contemplate. It 
was a tangle (also huge, baroque) of two snakes — over there, at the 
bottom of the spokes of the Wheel. They formed like a single snake 
coiled around itself, with its dry and purplish scales, which had a 
strange prominence in the colorless air. When Carlo, carried away by 
his lap, returned to the point for the second time, and looked, the two 
serpents had detached from each other and were lying on the ground, 
in the abstract space of the pivot of the Wheel, as if lifeless; they had 
also shrunk, become two simple grass snakes, dead and withered by 
the summer sun. But in their place stood a woman. She was a savage. 
Her forehead was small: the roots of her hair almost reached her snub 
nose, and fell briskly, and smeared with some repellent oil, behind her 


little nape, on her wretched shoulders. She stood as pregnant women 
stand, upright, with her stomach forward a little swollen and with a 
kind of shameless smile in her eyes and thick-lipped mouth. But the 
curious thing wasn't her barbaric appearance, poor in spirit without a 
heart, nor the strange ironic awareness that emanated from all that 
little body of hers, but the fact that an enormous penis hung from her 
belly: it was a penis - soft, given which, evidently, was not erect — but 
[filled with the same dark strength and sprinkled| with the same black 
allspice, which [one imagines] in Priapean men or beasts, donkeys, 
mules. She was from the possession of that penis, which originated 

But by now Carlo knew about the turning of the Wheel; and he also 
knew that the "dot" was, about up and to the right of one looking at 
the Wheel. So now, starting the round again, he would go down, 
would fall into the abysmal greyness, to then go up again, and arrive 
there, at the top right, from where he would have the marvelous 
possibility of contemplating a new scene. And all the while he enjoyed 
the spin of the Wheel in space with the same excitement (and a kind 
of tickle in his belly) that a child feels when he goes up and down ona 
see-saw. Soon he returned to the "point," and from there looked 
towards the hub of the Wheel. The monument of his death-hardened 
body was now a Dick, a huge stone Dick; a lingham; and next to him 
was a great old man, with a white beard and soft, suffering eyes: a 
saintly old man, certainly supremely good but also, one could see, 
supremely intransigent, and certainly capable, should the need arise, 
of remaining absolutely insensitive to pity. 

The Wheel plunged back into space, spun on itself, and Carlo 
returned to the Point again. This time there, in the hub, Vv he was a 
boy on the seashore, on which a boat rocked: around him a population 
of barbarians watched him, while a man (whose face was not visible) 
covered him with signs; finally this man gave him a stick on which 
there was a huge shell made into a spiral; and although he cried like a 
child about to leave its mother, that man pushed him violently, with 
his barbarian hands, towards the boat, ready to leave for distant 
places. The Chorus warned Carlo of a very curious thing: «Here you 
are born for the second time». 

The Giro began again: in the pivot of the wheel, to be contemplated 
by Carlo, now there was a small, ordinary old man: no more and no 
less than a petty bourgeois, in gray modern clothes: Carlo recognized 
him immediately: he was his father. Next to his father there was an 
unknown young man, also without a face, but this time with an 
enormous, powerful, obscure sex, like that of the woman in the First 
Scene. The sense of Carlo's father was not the one that Carlo had 
usually attributed to him, for so many years, while he was awake: it 
was a completely new sense, as if full of a radiant novelty. 


THE FOLLOWING TURN OF THE WHEEL 


V [In the following lap| of the Wheel Carlo immediately understood 
that the show would no longer take place for him, in a regular 
succession of Scenes, at the Center of the Wheel: from now on the 
show would take place outside, in the surrounding space. [That| was 
no longer the naked cosmos, but the desert. And over that desert, in 
fact, at that moment, the sun was rising. Its very long oblique rays 
shaved the sands and stones, streaking Vv with long shadows. In an 
oasis, or near a ford, where there was some bluish and thorny plant, 
two young men, coming from two opposite sides of the desert, met: at 
first they looked at each other with fear and hatred, then they 
approached and, while continuing to eyeing each other warily, they 
shook hands. Then other young men, naked and strong like them — 
and all with the prominent, beastly, powerful sex of that woman in 
the First Scene - some alone, some together with others — began to 
arrive at that point in the desert (where once stood — Carlo he saw it 
now - a tall, pointed stone, in the form of an obelisk or a stairway). 
They looked at each other, at first, with the hostility of strangers; then 
- so it seemed - they decided instead to make friends, to enter into an 
alliance pact. They had already lit a fire, and some — as anachronistic 
as this may seem - were singing and drinking wine. «They are 
brothers and orphans», warned the Choir subdued immemorially 
serene. This pierced Charles's heart with unspeakable pain. 

At that moment he woke up. But, for a moment, the dream 
continued even when he was awake: the moment necessary for him to 
become aware (a consciousness suggested - from now indescribable 
distances - by the Chorus) that among those "brothers" a new 
character was appearing, something like a '" Devil", a "Spirit of Evil", 
even provided with a name, "Polis" or something similar - as Carlo had 
time to think, or, better, to come to know. 


Sandro Penna. 
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[29] Note 18 Things Irrelevant to Pasquale 


Carlo's dream had a small appendage at the table. That day his 
father had returned, who had been away on his business all that time. 
So the family was complete that day at lunch. This fact was accidental 
(because V for twenty years [eh didn't have| the slightest 
importance): nevertheless it did not fail to [have| a certain significant 
solemnity. The father sat at the head of the table. And it was curious 
because that was exactly how Carlo had seen him the night before in a 
dream. Dressed in dark, with his unpleasant glasses with tortoiseshell 
temples, a certain efficient and youthful air, which was a little 
embarrassing. 

Looking at him, Carlo suddenly remembered a part of his dream or 
was adding it to it now, as if the dream continued. 

«You come back —- said the immemorial Chorus — you come back». 
And he meant «You return to that point»: but, in this case, the point 
was no longer "upper right", but was lower down, in the centre, where 
the cosmic abyss sank below, like an abyss and where (this too was 
absolute knowledge but perfectly unjustified) the shadows of the 
characters who had appeared in the Scenes at the center of the Wheel 
were projected. 

When we got to the fruit, the father - who had become a little more 
talkative — still in his slightly disgusting] youth — perhaps due to the 
same wine owned by the grandmother - had said any witty phrase 
about some political event of that moment (1960-61, I remind the 
reader). At his father's words, Carlo had another internal, or 
prophetic, upheaval. In other words, it seemed to him that he had 
never taken into consideration, in his life, the weight that people of 
the same sex as himself and his father represented for him, that is, 
males, above all (but this had not reached the threshold of 
consciousness), males young; and he thought that sooner or later, he 
would have to know of their existence, with the same physical 
brutality, with which he was now placed in front of his father's 
presence; of his old father. 


[30] Note 19 Final balance 


In conclusion: during the period of his return to Turin, as was 
scrupulously noted in Pasquale's "stolen report", Carlo had complete 
sexual relations - and mostly repeated - with his mother, with his four 
sisters, with his grandmother, with a friend of the latter, with the 
family maid, with her fourteen-year-old daughter, with two dozen 
girls of the same age and even younger, with a dozen ladies from her 
mother's “entourage”. He also had exhibitionistic relationships 
(concluded or not with a certain complicity, or with an incomplete 
sexual relationship, such as, for example, masturbation) with at least a 
hundred underage girls and as many older girls (but in any case under 
twenty years of age) ; he had made use of half a dozen pimps, and had 
practically masturbated - endlessly interrupting the ejaculation - 
whenever he was alone, even if in public. 

All of this was reported by me, with great difficulty, "as seen" by 
Pasquale, that is [ through v his report |: Now Pasquale had finished 
his task. And we can get rid of him and his linguistic restriction. 
Because, let it be immediately clear, Carlo would have continued for 
all the following years and decades to behave as he had behaved in 
that return to his hometown: and even worse. 


stayed 


[31] Note 19a Finding at Porta Portese 


It was a hot June morning. Summer had arrived suddenly. The 
asphalt and the stones burned, and the stench of the rubbish burnt by 
a sun that was impossible to imagine clearer and purer, mixed with 
the smell of wild plants, which burst forth everywhere: among the 
hovels of the shantytowns, among the old blocks of flats of the 
seventeenth century, among the small buildings massed along the 
banks of the Tiber, and, precisely, on the banks of the Tiber, which 
brought the wild and dirty green of the nearby countryside into the 
city. But in that }immemorial| sun, in whose clarity — so excessive as 
to have something cloudy and milky, especially in the [bottoms| — it 
seemed that nothing could be carried out other than the acts of an 
ancient lazy and profoundly silent life of an old village - there instead 
it was a deafening, indescribable hubbub. Cars, trucks, vans, bicycles, 
carts move: and an |immense, anxious, noisy} crowd. A day of great 
celebration and hard work seemed to have mixed together: which 
made everyone excited, also because that crowd was composed largely 
of young men and boys. 

Perhaps because that sun entered things, and from within them xxx 
its dark, dry splendour, all that crowd that mingled under the arches 
of Porta Portese, and down along the vialone, xxx, was a southern 
crowd xxx. The light oozed from poor, brown limbs, from bony faces, 
from eyes that flashed with a ravenous blackness, from shorn necks, 
and from the same voices hoarse from the loud shouting and joking 
that had begun at dawn, when it was still almost dark . 

The Venetian scholar with his surname in -on walked in the midst of 
all that crowd; although he was not the only intellectual, there, in the 
midst of that subproletarian [crowd], he was all alone. He walked, 
between the jostles, in his elegant blue summer dress, from stall to 
stall, with a curious and helpful air. Though alone, he was performing 
a decidedly social act; he knew it, and he didn't suspect its 
conventionality at all; indeed, if ever he was proud of it: and his gaze 
wandered in search of [the Sunday "discovery" |, always possible, 
amidst the expanses of junk, V [ that seemed bewildered, coming from 
the darkness of warehouses and cellars, everywhere that blind blaze of 
the morning sun]. He looked, lingered, thought about some object, 
dismissed it ironically, moved on to something else. Thus he happened 
upon a stall that was poorer than the others; if then a stall could be 


called it. In fact, all the stuff was spread out on the ground, in the bare 
dust. At the back, brushed by the feet of the crowd walking along the 
wall with the open doors of the warehouses, were the vendors: three 
young men from fifteen to thirty years old, who spent their excitement 
and sleepless night (sleeping on the floor, where now they were) they 
had reduced to silence: a silence, however extraordinarily expressive. 
There was no member of their body that remained still, from the 
salivating mouths, to the cheekbones that seemed to be hit and 
deformed by a hammer blow, to the sparkling little eyes, to the thick 
hair that seemed to burn on their protruding ears, like tufts. Yet there 
was in their eyes and in their actions a kind of indifferent bliss, which 
made them like sphinxes, descended there, filthy and xxx, from afar. 
They were three thieves, or at least three fences, like most of their 
colleagues; and they were Neapolitans. The things they sold, therefore, 
were nothing to them, they had no meaning or real value: they were 
books, old manuscripts, yellowed portraits of famous people, records 
from twenty or thirty years earlier, Art Nouveau or 20th-century 
trinkets from bookstores or boudoir etc. Our man of letters stopped in 
front of their little shop stretched out in the dust, and absently began 
to observe, with a slight nervous yawn fixed on his half-open lips: he 
was looking at that trivial stuff wrinkling his forehead, already ready 
to continue his exploration, when, who knows because, next to a 
portrait of none other than General Graziani, his attention was 
attracted by a briefcase full of books: part of those books had in fact 
spilled out, and it was the title of one of them that had attracted his 
attention of our intellectual with a Venetian surname: it was a title 
that sounded funny to an Italian: "Sterna i teoriya romana" by 
Sklovsky. And with this the reader will already have understood what 
case it was. Tiredly intrigued, since at first glance, he had understood 
that it was a real and proper library, [ very coherent | our intellectual 
began to leaf through the books and leaf through them. The first book 
that fell into his hands was a very cheap little edition of Dostoevsky's 
"The Demons": all underlined, one can say, from the first line to the 
last; almost glued [ to it, as | it was a single volume, there was "The 
Brothers Karamazov", much less underlined, but with more decision 
and almost violence: some pages were even torn by the tip of the 
ballpoint pen. Then a small edition, also cheap, of the "Divine 
Comedy", where there was only one clue, that is, a large ear on the 
page where the Canto [xxIx| of Purgatory began. While much 
underlined were the pages on Dante (and also on De Sade) of a small 
volume in French: "L'écriture et l'expérience deslimites" by Philippe 
Sollers. All Swift, all Hobbes, all Pound followed in a jumble. All of 
Propp was particularly underlined and even annotated. Next to Propp, 
evidently [not by chancel, was Apollonius of Rhodes, "The Argonauts". 


And “Thalassa” by Ferenczi. There were Plato's "Republic" and 
Aristotle's "Politics": read, of course, but not much underlined. And so 
are Schreber's "Memoirs of a Nervous Patient" and Strindberg's 
"Inferno". The presence of Roberto Longhi in the middle was 
intriguing: the "Piero della Francesca", has evidently already passed 
through many owners, and a whole heap of various writings, mostly in 
magazines. In the center of the suitcase, as in a "corner of honor" were 
the following five books: "Don Quixote", "Tristram Shandy", "Dead 
Souls", "Ulysses" and "Finnegans Wake". In the midst of another pile of 
books (the "Old Testament", Belli's poems, and a dozen volumes of 
linguistics) spilled out of the briefcase. They had been stolen together. 
There was V also Pasquale Bucciarelli's report. The intellectual began 
to scroll through it a bit, amused, while down there, crouched next to 
their stuff, the three silent Neapolitans, in their excited bliss, peeked 
at him, waiting for his decisions; however, they did not give him the 
satisfaction of showing the slightest anxiety, sitting around "posing" 
like a rogue, |marked| by fatigue and the sun, with darkly shining eyes 
above the cheekbones [ of ravenous wolves]. 


t 


— report some of the most significant passages underlined 
- give the editions with some philological indications 


Pen note on a page of the “Argonauts” (Greek-English): 

«Don't listen! Every great writer writes only to fill the blank page 
with signs» and in smaller scale «Every great writer loves the 
Centoni first of all. The culture of every great writer is medieval. 
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[32] Note 20 Carlo - as in a novel by Sterne - left in the 
act of going to a Reception 


While that Carlo whom I am unfortunately forced to call Secondo, 
or to distinguish him by perhaps giving him a Carolus or a Karl who 
smell unpleasantly of literature, lived his "Poem of the Return" in 
Turin, the Carlo whom for symmetry I should call Primo, and who in 
in fact he is the Carlo par excellence (ie for social privilege), he too 
was about to make his leap forward. It is commonly called the 
"career". However, it is actually about something else. We should 
never accept the language of our enemies; there are no moral limits of 
any kind to a man's fulfillment. This Charles No. 1, was fulfilled, for 
the time being, by seeking protectors: in order to then be able to 
realize himself completely and coherently with himself in historical 
life, in the life of the City: as he was something more than he was 
entitled to him. 

There is an inevitable symmetry in the beginning of the two stories 
that make up the subject of this work of mine: likewise the story of 
Carlo n. 1 begins not far from the house he had rented in the 
neighborhood which was elegant in those years. This is Mrs. F.'s living 
room, which however a series of digressions will expand enormously. 
However, this does not mean - I want to clarify it - that the symmetry 
I mentioned is in the least unbalanced: in fact, even behind the place 
and the imaginary people who presided over the beginning of the 
story of Charles n. 2, there is an enormous perspective that goes far 
beyond them: even if we are dealing with the miserable swarm of 
anthropologically inferior men who proclaim their right to history by 
offering blackmail in exchange for their servility: and they come from 
the parts in all senses lowest in the nation. 

It was a mid-spring evening, mysteriously wet and cold, but equally 
mysteriously dry and warm. What filled it with this ambiguity V could 
be either a hurricane massing - but in silence, without thunder or 
wind - over the big district, or, on the contrary, a wide-opening of 
heaven and earth towards the [peace| of the beautiful season, with its 
still stormy fringes of clouds illuminated by a |solemn| starry sky. 

Breathing deeply into that mysterious air, as if it were his own 
future made cold or warm by that evening full of forebodings, Carlo 
had just left the house and was walking with great strides, his open 
overcoat flapping heavily, being a xxx of English gum (and 


contributing with this realistically to the oxymoron that presides over 
this step in our history). 

Next to Carlo — breathing the [cold-tepid, gloomy-shimmering| air 
with less inspiration — and proceeding with less impetus along the 
Parioli road, towards Mrs. F.'s house, in the |calm-stormy, lifeless 
neighborhood -fermented| — walked a man of his age and almost 
identical to him. 

He had the same youthful forelock, though now a bit sparse, that 
danced like a wing on his forehead, the same brown color of his face 
and hair, the brown of Northern Italians, the same athletic size hidden 
in an apparently small body, the same slightly simian step. The shape 
of his face differed slightly: his cheekbone was a little rounder where 
Carlo's cheekbone was pronounced, his chin weaker where Carlo's 
chin was strongly marked; the most ironic and distracted gaze where 
Carlo's gaze was full of a childish seriousness and as if petrified by a 
kind of terror, made up of anxiety and hope at the same time. 

The rules governing the exposition of my story, even if not yet 
explicit and autonomous - and therefore comparable only with 
themselves - force me to get lost in the parenthesis concerning this 
friend of Carlo's. It doesn't matter if he is destined, after this crucial 
moment, never to reappear in our history. So here it is: it is a 
schoolmate of Carlo's, named Guido Casalegno. Not having had Carlo's 
problems, he was far ahead of him in that self-realization called 
career. Neither illusions nor de-lusions had distracted him from that 
"lusion", from that building Vv "playful" Vv that does not disappoint 
expectations: and it is essentially, if I can continue to express myself 
like this, col-lusion with those who play best and longest: power. In 
this case the large company of ENI. Casalegno had been a schoolmate 
of Carlo Valletti in high school. At the University they had lost sight of 
each other. Due to family traditions, Casalegno had enrolled in Law, 
while Carlo, lacking such traditions, had chosen Engineering, as we 
have seen. As soon as he graduated, Casalegno, however, had not 
followed a traditional career. His culture was eclectic (as well as 
forensic, it was also literary and sociological): and it was eclectic at 
the very moment in which the specialization boom was exploding. 
Where the expectation of an "executive", i.e. a specialized technician, 
was logical, he offered the figure of an "all-rounder", even if 
substantially honest. Now, if ENI was a company, it was also a 
"topos"| of power, as it is too well known for me to lavish on 
explanations. The suture between these two forms or ways of being 
could not absorb, in its concrete historical aspect, that is in its descent 
and realization in floating staff and almost nameless offices, regularly 
specialized personnel. And it was therefore in this mixed, sutural 
terrain that Casalegno had led the way. In those years (in which these 


maneuvers had not yet come to light; they were considered an 
innocent common administration) there had been an obscure shifting 
of pawns in an important sector for a body of power, both state and 
non-state, such as the ENI: the printing sector. For example, published 
by Nuova Editoriale Italiana S.p.A., the new “Avvenire” came out in 
Milan, born from the merger between the Catholic daily from Bologna 
and the Lombard newspaper of the same name. ENI had a particular 
fondness for this newspaper, which was not limited to advertising 
privileges. The salaries of editors and collaborators were increased so 
much as to arouse the envy of the "Corriere della Sera"; the pages, 
sections, services, etc. were increased. Even journalists from the 
"Corriere" were hired - for example the deputy editor-in-chief of sports 
services - together with the editors of ANSA and "Panorama"; not to 
mention other more eccentric characters, such as the former director 
of "Ciao Big", the former director of the monthly for single men "Kent", 
the former director of "Yes" (offspring of "ABC") and the former editor- 
in-chief of "ABC" himself. The president of Nuova Editoriale Italiana 
S.p.A. becomes one of the top executives of ENI, Ettore Zolla; he is, 
above all, Troya's trusted man. I would like to draw the reader's 
attention to this point: in fact Aldo Troya, vice president of ENI, is 
destined to become one of the key figures in our history. 

Vice-President of Nuova Editoriale Italiana, Guido Casalegno is 
precisely at the moment in which we find ourselves in our history. He 
had made an extraordinarily rapid career. It had started in the SNAM 
of Bonocore, president of ENI, when it literally meant "National Gas 
Pipeline Company": destined, as we will see, at the time, to be 
liquidated by Troya, to be relaunched later with the same name but 
without the old functions . At the SNAM first version, Casalegno was 
employed in secretarial duties: and there he had distinguished himself 
for particular merits, and, as far as we are concerned, quite fictional. 
In fact, the president Enrico Bonocore was so taken by the whirlwind 
of his activities - founders, belonging to the mythical time - that he 
did not even find the time to put his signature under the hundreds of 
letters of ordinary correspondence (for the most important letters he 
used an autograph seal ): therefore it was Casalegno — I repeat, a 
substantially honest man — who signed the ordinary courier for Enrico 
Bonocore: signing in full, with an admirable imitation of the Capo's 
original signature. As a result of his boundless manual patience, Guido 
Casalegno, currently occupied the position we have mentioned: in 
addition to being Administrative Manager of SNAM, and director of 
the SEGISA Division, thus administratively and financially controlling 
the "Day": and he had become part of of the small fluctuating 
oligarchy of the so-called Troya empire. 

It was therefore with this powerful friend of his that Carlo went 


towards Mrs. F.'s living room, in a dramatic and enigmatic mood at 
the same time. The most diverse expressions tumultuously and 
sprawled across his face: now there was almost a smile, like one who 
is seized by the ecstasy of a life that suddenly presents itself full of 
intense and profound promises, even if still unknown, even not name; 
name; now there was the dismay both of a debacle invariably 
preconceived by his own nature, and of a premature anguish for a 
kind of "cosmic" vanity of every possible realization on earth. Then 
there was also an almost vulgar and servile expression towards his 
friend, who, despite not having spoken about it, tacitly gave him his 
protection for a first xxx xxx; but at the same time there was also a 
certain hooligan grin of contempt that - precisely because they are 
young - young people from the provinces, in the name of culture, V 
against events such as the one that awaited him on that spring night 
in Mrs. F. (whose house, full of lights and the movement of cars in the 
street, was already outlined at the end of the downhill tree-lined 
driveway in the heart of Parioli). 

Charles was free. What had hitherto prevented him from throwing 
himself headlong into his life (which, being a "social" life, is 
wonderful and distressing]), had separated from him, like ballast 
holding back flight. By separating from him, she had begun her own 
story, parallel to his: and he, in fact, lived the first moments of his 
liberation. Not only the joy of him, but also the fear of him. And this 
was not the only contradiction, because, as we have seen, the one who 
detached himself from him, had freed him, living in his total freedom 
- even forgetful of any duty and even social convenience - had in turn 
reached the limit beyond which not even the most total freedom can 
go. Indeed, it too can be known. Indeed, it cannot be known. Such 
knowledge of freedom is the possibility of its end. Perhaps because 
behind him, knowingly or unknowingly, there was this inextricable 
knot of freedom gained and lost, boundless and guarded, Carlo looked 
towards Mrs. F.'s glittering house with that suspended expression, 
open-mouthed, as in a snapshot taken suddenly, and the impetuous 
and at the same time uncertain step — as if blocked in a conquering act 
by a metaphysical doubt — which “fixed” the folds of his fluttering xxx 
as in a Mannerist painting... 


this mystery transcends them 


[33] Note 21 Flashes on ENI 


[34] Note 22 The so-called Troya empire: he, Troya 


He, Troya, is a man in his fifties, but he looks less. The first thing 
that strikes him is his smile. He strikes, first of all, because he 
immediately feels that it is a smile that has become a | stereotype. He 
is a public man, so he is forced to smile, apparently: but his instead of 
being a smile, is reassuring, shining, indeed, radiant, like an "average 
man", who being a good family man, a nice worker , a good Catholic, 
has nothing to reproach himself for: [not even| of course, that smile of 
his [with all his teeth showing| with which he basically declares that 
he doesn't take life so seriously, given that life in itself is already 
beautiful, worth living, and just that way. No. It was not a smile of 
this kind, so widespread among public men. Troya's smile is instead a 
smile of complicity, almost winking: it is definitely a guilty smile. 
With it Troya seems to want to say to the viewer that he is well aware 
that the viewer considers him an abject and ambitious man, capable of 
anything, absolutely devoid of a weak point, despite his air of a poor 
ex-collegiate and a bootlicker from sacristy: and it means at the same 
time, to those who consider it as such, that V can V even do it, and 
that, if by chance, on this point, there were some accounts to settle, 
the thing was, objectively, postponed sine die (i.e. to the day when 
Troya was no longer a powerful one). Not only that, but every 
settlement of accounts, with the impotent and idealistic "simple 
citizen" who formulated a judgment about him on the [disgusting 
truth he himself admitted, was always, in some way, prevented by 
something more urgent, than more publicly urgent. And it was this 
"secret of something more urgent" that, above all, hid Troya's smile. 
Finally, this smile also expressed another message, which is an 
essential, indispensable and I would say almost sacred message in 
Italy: Troya, that is, smiling slyly, wanted to let everyone know 
uninterruptedly, without interruption, and to everyone that he was 
clever. So let him be let go, for heaven's sake, that he "knew certain 
things", "had certain urgent affairs of national importance" (which one 
day or another would become known), that he "was so clever and let's 
just say creeping" to always get by in the best way and in everyone's 
interest. Naturally, being a smile of complicity, it was also a begging 
smile: that is, it begged for compassion on his manifest guilt. As if to 
confirm everything that smile meant - not without a certain affability 
from intellectual to intellectual, if not really from citizen to citizen - 


his head was continually drawn back between his shoulders, so as to 
give Troya the impression of a man a little hunchback. And in fact, if 
you will, his head was a bit like the head of a hunchback: round, with 
a protruding forehead, straight hair, a small weak chin. As for his 
eyes, behind the glasses, they were round and made expressive by the 
continual exercise of that twinkling guilty smile. They glued 
themselves strongly on the observer but to escape immediately. His v 
his progress was rapid: an impression of rapidity increased by the fact 
that he kept under his arm eternally magazines, folders full of papers 
and even books, which kept him busy. 

It is known that he was born in Sacile - a town in the province of 
Pordenone (but of Udine when he was born) in 1921. His father was a 
farmer of a patrician Degano family, landowner (so to speak), soon 
decayed and dispersed, even before he finished his studies. His father, 
an old Catholic, white if ever there were any (but then a fascist until 
1943) became quite rich on the other hand (always, however, a 
peasant wealth, from a parish). In spite of this wealth, the Troyas 
continued to live in the old modest house near the church square: an 
old house in the Venetian style, like all the others, with gray porches 
underneath and coquettish wrought-iron pergolas. Not far from there, 
that is, behind the church, the Livenza flowed, green and deep, on 
whose banks, apparently, little Troya went to play with the other boys 
of the parish. This is all that is known of the early part of his life: a 
nebulous and flat legend, which Troya had never bothered, in any 
way, to clarify or xxx. He absolutely disliked any form of publicity. He 
had, by the very nature of his power, to remain in the shadows. And 
in fact he stayed there. Every possible "source" of information about 
him was mysteriously and systematically made to disappear. There 
were no anecdotes about him, nor any jokes. And this was 
extraordinarily un-Italian, in contrast to his "sly" smile: but he was 
not, moreover, as we shall see, without logic. It was known that he 
drove around with a car, a green Citroén xxx, not registered to him 
either (he was therefore not the owner of even a modest Citroén); and 
it was also known that she collected white ceramic objects (which 
gave the air of small cemeteries to certain tables, certainly not rare 
antiques, in his house and also in his office). Here is all that is 
currently known about him. The language he used was his own 
business, so I would have to be an accountant as well as a detective to 
play him. I made do, and here's what I came to know. 


municipality 


[35] Note 22a The so-called Troya empire: the branches 
closest to the parent company 


Troya, who emigrated to Milan in 1943, was caught not unprepared 
for his choices, it seems, by the end of fascism and the beginning of 
the Resistance. In fact, he participated in the Resistance (this, as we 
shall see, constitutes the There was a mixed Degasperian and 
republican formation (the and therefore it is understandable that the 
reader remains a bit V disoriented. The thing I would like to underline 
is the following: Troya in the partisan formation it was a 
scandal).mixed began immediately, as we can see), who fought in the 
mountains of Brianza. The head of that partisan formation was the 
current president of ENI, Ernesto Bonocore. (Both Troya and 
Bonocore, as the reader will have noticed, are not two northern 
surnames: they were effectively immigrants. Those who were northern 
were the mothers: a certain Pinetta Springolo di Sacile, for Troya, and 
a certain Rosa Bonali, from Bascapé (xxx) for Bonocore). As for the 
anti-fascist undertakings, impeccable and respectable, despite the mix, 
of the partisan formation led by Bonocore, I have already mentioned 
them in the paragraph entitled "Lampi sull'ENI", and I refer to those 
who wish to refresh their memory. Mine is not a "spied" [ novel |; but 
a "swarming" second. And it seemed to suit him beautifully ever since. 
I don't want to mythologise: but Troya didn't want to excel in order to 
excel. It was more than ambitious. So he didn't have the weaknesses of 
the ambitious: his life, his appearance, his behavior were gray, or, 
better to say, ascetic. They always had been. As a "second" (deputy 
commander or vice president) his ascetic tendency to "achieve" 
worked much better. He probably didn't calculate it, but he simply 
amassed and built his own destiny according to his own nature. He 
did not advance, he accumulated. He didn't go up, he expanded. It 
would be too long, and then impossible for me, to follow the whole 
slow history (two decades) of this accumulation and expansion. I will 
therefore limit myself to giving a panorama, which could present itself 
to an observer | at the moment Vv of | our history. The v 
inconsistencies V between the gray and ascetic character of Troya, 
with the “fake” physical portrait that I have given him: but this is part 
of the swarm, or vortex, | which is the| structural figure of my 
narration; and the reader must take it as entertainment. 

Therefore, Troya is currently vice president of action under the sign 


of ) and of absolute morality and moralism. She had retained 
something inferior in her lean, bony features: as a woman (and a 
spinster) and as a petty bourgeois (and provincial). But these 
weaknesses were also her strength. In fact, they objectively prevented 
her from having unattainable ambitions, and consequently made her 
as ascetic as her powerful brother-in-law. She was the sister of Troya's 
wife, a Gervasoni who came from xxx. So she knew very well that she 
was a V figurehead, but, since she, in fact, had no ambitions, she had 
made herself useful, not only nominally and even if in a subordinate 
way, by participating efficiently in the enterprise. This is why we will 
often find her name again in the continuation of our rather... 
swarming “dossier”. Amelia Gervasoni had also become an elegant 
woman, with a perfectly Montenapoleonic elegance: she had ended up 
looking a bit, by antiphrase, to Camilla Cederna: Camilla Cederna "a 
non cedernendo". |However also| V her hairdresser, very perfect, was 
discreet; even her shawls were not flashy, and so were her skirts, V 
her shoes. Only that all these "discreet" things put together ended up 
becoming a bit indiscreet, and revealing its provenance: and 
provenance which therefore also included that bit of "ancient" which, 
in contrast with its efficiency, made it not likeable, at least not 
dislikeable. Enough. From “Immobiliari e Partecipazioni” eight other 
companies or entities, or I don't know how else the hell to call them, 
were born, arranging themselves in two rows, so to speak. In the front 
row: La Aronese, Inv. Imm., the S. Floreano, the ENI. But this is only 
an official position, the premise for a further leap forward due not so 
much to an ambitious will as to the objective and massive 
accumulation of the forces guided by that will. The real power of 
Troya is for now in her private empire, if such distinctions are 
possible. Troya has always instinctively mixed. So there is never a real 
solution of continuity between what belongs to her and what is public. 
However, at least one of the fiefdoms of her so-called empire is 
decidedly, classically hers: however, it is a very distant fiefdom, across 
the ocean, and precisely in Argentina, in the immense plains near Mar 
del Plata. Here he owns a real small "region", whose feudal lord is, 
apparently for many years, his brother Ivan. A brother who passed 
directly from Sacile, in fact, to Mar del Plata, and transplanted there 
with the naturalness that, at any latitude, the earth gives to those who 
cultivate it. Ivan was the portrait of Pinetta Springolo, the mother. He 
was all Sacilese, indeed proto-Sacilese (the substratum of Sacile is 
Friulian, while the bourgeoisie, which also imposed itself 
linguistically, is Venetian). A Solomonic and hooked peasant, red in 
the face and especially in the nose, with a crumpled hat with a floppy 
brim eternally on his head. This Ivan will never appear in our story 
again. The other first foundation of the Troya empire was the Societa 


Immobiliari e Partecipazioni (?), in the name of Amelia Gervasoni. 
This Amelia Gervasoni was one of those women who are found only in 
Milan, even if they are of provincial origin. She was already over 
forty, she was a spinster (or at least as she conceived of herself with 
this antiquated term) D.B.D.I .; in the second row: the Spiritcasauno, 
the Spiritcasadieci, the Cen-Mer, and the S.L.L. 

The two names, somewhat "teeming" of "Spiritcasauno" and 
"Spiritcasadieci", are simply due to the fact that Carlo Troya currently 
lived in Via di Santo Spirito, in Milan. 

Let's start from the front row: Aronese: limited partnership for the 
purchase, operation, ownership and management of real estate. 
Established in March 1959. There are two partners: the first is a lady 
Donata Bandel Dragone, who is Aldo Troya's secretary, and who, 
unlike Amelia Gervasoni, is only a figurehead (and on several 
occasions, as we shall see). Since she accepts this job literally and 
therefore she does not care at all about the company, she can afford to 
be a very vain woman, but outside of the Troya universe (where she is 
an ascetic). The other partner of the "Aronese" is the "General Lake 
Investment Trust", of Chur. 

“Inv. Imm.”: “Real Estate Investments”. Limited partnership, for 
participation in industrial and commercial companies, real estate and 
securities management, buying and selling of properties. Among the 
partners there is again, as I warned, Donata Bandel Dragone, but this 
time Amelia Gervasoni is added, plus the usual "General Lake 
Investment Trust", from Chur. 

“San Floreano”: limited partnership real estate (established a little 
more recently) for participation in industrial and commercial 
companies, furniture management, property buying and selling. The 
first partner is the eternal Donata Bandel Dragone, the second this 
time the "Ladina Etablissement" of Chur. 

“D.B.D.L”: ice. “Donata Bandel Dragone Immobiliare”: for the 
management of real estate. Limited liability company established in 
March 1949 (when Donata Bandel Dragone was very young, and was 
in her first attempt as a mystical figurehead, still in the historical 
ambit of the Resistance). The detail that characterizes this archaic 
branch of the Trojan empire is that the famous bottle-green Citroén 
already mentioned is registered to it. 

And let's move on to the second row of proliferation. 

"Spiritcasauno": limited liability company, for the purchase and 
management of real estate, established in February 1951, but taken 
over by Troya about ten years later. Sole director: Donata Bandel 
Dragone. It is also under the name of the latter that the Troya office in 
Via Santo Spirito is registered. 

“Spiritcasadieci”: (un)limited liability company, established in 


1951, but also taken over by Troya about a decade later, for the 
purchase and management of real estate. Sole director: Donata Bandel 
Dragone, who doesn't necessarily know she was one. 

“Cen-Mer” (Centre-South): limited liability company for the 
purchase, sale and management of real estate, established in 1958 but 
taken over by Troya later, in 1960. Sole director: Donata Bandel 
Dragone. 

“S.LL.”: “Societa Immobiliare Lombarda”, with limited liability, for 
the sale and management of real estate. Sole director: Donata Bandel 
Dragone. 


unexpectedly 
consistently 
considered themselves 


[36] Note 22b The so-called Troya empire: another 
important ramification 


Aldo Troya had a third brother, Quirino, who was halfway between 
Aldo and Ivan, that is, between Ciociaria and Sacile, between cioce 
and dalmine, although he was the oldest: he had di Pinetta Springolo, 
or rather, as they say up there, "Springola" , the dry face and the 
narrow nose, but of Father Troya, the round head and the shrewd and 
somewhat bewildered eye (old Troya had always felt it a sin to be an 
advanced southerner in the Veneto). Quirino was entrusted with the 
shuttle between Milan and Chur, almost due to a Ladin destiny, 
however buried in time, at least in Sacile. However, beside him - who 
commuted with peasant religiosity, when the farmer becomes a 
worker - an old friend, who could boast a lot of Ladinness intact: 
almost pure [ to purism |. He was in fact from Cividale, Civitas: the 
City of Friuli; the Florence of Friuli: a certain Erminio Cosstit, who, in 
addition to probably his surname, also had a long yellowish oblique 
eye of Slavic origin. After having played “coram montes” — the hills 
now barren and almost cemetery, now divinely idyllic and | producers| 
of vineyards — and along the banks of the Isonzo, with their divine 
turquoise currents in every season — he had given himself over to 
studies that would made him a modest accountant, if he hadn't 
become a schoolmate of the very Catholic Troya. However, the trips to 
Chur were Quirino's infinitely less relevant activity, even if probably 
the most delicate. He generally presided over relations with 
international partners, in other Frankish places, including non-Ladin 
ones, such as Liechtenstein, Luxembourg or the Principality of 
Monaco: these were partners in the role of limited partners, such as 
the "Pentavalor Trust Reg." of Eschen (?), the "Universoil Investment 
Trust" of Chur, the "Abat Finance Etablissement" of Triesen (?), the 
"Iskra Finance Etablissement" of Triesen (?), the "Samko Trade 
Trustreg", the "VAI" of Schaan (?), the "Tech Finanzanstalt" of Coira, 
the "Filil Anstalt" of Triesen (?), the "Monasvir Finanz und Industrie 
Anstalt" of Triesen, the "Nautilwarn Holding AF", of Mendrisio, the 
"Sosmel" , of Vaduz, the “Walalla Etablissement” of Balzers (?): all 
companies entered precisely as limited partners for sureties and 
obligations to third parties or to allow for greater purchases of real 
estate, industrial and commercial shareholdings - also, it should be 
noted, on behalf of third parties — in other Trojan entities that we will 


see. 


very good white wine 


[37] Note 22c The so-called Troya empire: the most 
important branch of his brother Quirino 


But the most important branch that was headed by his brother 
Quirino was the activity concerning Applied Informatics, directly 
dependent on him. Applied Informatics in turn generated three 
[employee| companies. The "Lignea" of Troya Quirino & C, S.a.s., 
located not far from the Santo Spirito, in Via Manzoni: share capital: 
100,000, but the limited partner is the "Pentavalor Trust Reg." of 
Eschen (?) which I have already mentioned. His wife had done 
nothing but give Aldo Troya two children, a son, Vincenzino, and a 
daughter, Pinetta: two unhappy people who, given that they were 
physically xxx, not to mention handsome, and in good health, would 
have could under other circumstances be commonly happy. In 
addition to the merit of having fathered those two children, Camilla 
xxx in Troya also had the merit of knowing how to feel perfectly at 
ease with her in church, especially at her funeral. And it was a real 
pity, for that matter, that her husband didn't have more flamboyant 
ambitions, such as being a minister. One year after the “S.D.N.” also 
by Quirino Troya & C. — L. 1,200,000, this time, of capital — still in the 
vicinity of the Santo Spirito (Via della Spiga). Activity: the usual 
purchase and management of real estate. And finally the "Italian 
Pattern", which [ has a bit of | a story [ in itself |. It had been born a 
few years earlier with the name of "AM.DA." and had been introduced 
to ENI so that it could offer its expertise and its collaboration at the 
level of subsidiary services: as for the other companies, however, also 
for this one, Troya had procured a limited partner, found in Hong 
Kong. The "AM.DA.", Data Administration, S.p.A. it is also based in Via 
Manzoni, in the sister dungeons: its activity is, unlike these, «start-up 
and administration of data processing centers for third parties and its 
own, provision of services, etc.». At first, an honest man from Milan, 
indeed from Cremona (honest man, i.e. a little too conservative), was 
put in charge of it, soon replaced by another Lombard, that Beolchini - 
Virgilio Beolchini - who we also find, with the same functions as Sole 
Director, to the aforementioned "S.D.N.". He was on his wife's side, 
from the xxx matrilineal line. As for you, Camilla xxx,AM.DA.” is 
incorporated by “LI.DE.” (Lineamenti Demografici S.p.A.), with the 
subject «printing and sending of letters and correspondence, creation 
of files, etc.». With the increase of the initial capital from one to 


fifteen million, the object becomes more precise: «programming of 
exercises for the research-collection of data, processing and 
dissemination of information, consultancy and services for electronic 
data processing». 

In short, something technically like a small S.I.D. (who within a few 
years would have so profitably put himself at the service of Troya, 
having passed, as will be seen, to another [state assignment). 
Furthermore, the cultural moment of this LI.DE. prefigures interests 
from which Troya is not entirely alien, and, at least initially, these 
interests directly concern our story. 

Then the LL.DE. he moved (precisely) to Rome, with a council of 
three members, until the faithful notary of the Troyas (a figure that I 
have so far unjustly neglected: his name is Eugenio |Tramontin], also 
classically "speaking" Venetian in a Friulian context ) does not 
announce that the share capital is three hundred million. One member 
resigns. He is replaced by another. And the company takes the name 
of "DA.OFF.", "Data Office S.p.A.". But not for long, because soon the 
already named Virgilio Beolchini takes the place of the member who 
had replaced the outgoing member, as well as that of the other 
members not removed so far: and the company is called again 
"AM.DA.". It was at this point (capital nine hundred million) that 
Quirino Troya was appointed president, and the company, expanding 
and expanding, took on the definitive name of "Italian Pattern" 
(Beolchini leaves, one of the removed members returns, and Evelyn 
Lane is added, Hong Kong man). The "Italian Pattern" is precociously 
(for the years of which I speak) Americanized: it can offer ENI of the 
early Sixties its own avant-garde techniques, in the field of "computer 
letters", of the composition of "mailing lists" , in the problems of 
"direct marketing". 


[38] Note 22c The so-called empire of the Troyas: the 
flea speaks ill of the louse 


At the head of the two other basic ramifications of the Troya empire 
there are two perfect symbols of the Lombard-Venetian pact which 
constitutes (albeit with some dark southern roots) the foundations of 
this empire. One is that Erminio Cosstt of Porpetto whose 
physiognomy and childhood days we have already outlined as well as 
the partnership with the older brother of the Troyas, Arduino. The 
other, he too had played "coram montes", but it was not a question of 
the gloomy hills of Venezia Giulia, but of those, aerial, of the pre-Alps 
xxx; he too had wandered among endless white gravels and light blue 
currents, but not of the Isonzo, but of the Oglio. He came from an 
already solidly industrialized village between the provinces of 
Bergamo and Brescia. She therefore belonged to the xxx system, of a 
feminine nature: Ermenegildo xxx. For who knows what reason, a 
mysterious rivalry had always arisen between Erminio Cosstit, from 
Porpettese, and Ermenegildo xxx, xxxese, which V however V ended 
in some malicious jokes that the two were unable to spare each other. 
On this point, Arduino Troya used to intervene with a fixed formula, 
always of sure effect: «The flea speaks ill of the louse». Erminio Cosstt 
was in charge of the "direct petroleum plants", Ermenegildo xxx, of the 
"indirect methane plants". 

From both these matrices, which do not fail to have their own 
modern epicity, if not of a Homeric, then certainly Hesiod's character, 
descended new well-ordered | proliferations|: like, from a stump, the 
bifurcations and then the tangle of fronds. 

Let's start with the "direct oil", for the simple reason that it is with 
the "indirect methane" that, in the interest of our story, we must end. 

The reader should not forget - he is [ earnestly | prayed - that this 
"vortex" excursus has an end, and its retarding elements are basically 
nothing but pure and simple "suspense". Following the Troya empire 
in all its ramifications, we will necessarily end up at a final branch, at 
the last sucker, marked moreover, as we will see, by a dramatic 
question mark, since it is of a double nature: in fact, it is found, as we 
will see, at the crossroads of one universe and another, half here and 
half there, half in one domain, half in another. And his ambiguity will 
found the sense of Carlo's story and his choices. Enough: when the 
time comes, the reader will have very clear ideas about this. So let's 


not anticipate. However, let's proceed a little more quickly, having, I 
believe, the mental precedents for a subsequent more secure meaning. 

Branches of the “Petrolifere Dirette”: three: the “MCCC” (“Methane 
Fuel Compressed Combustible”) of which Cossiit himself is still the 
director; the "USI META" (use of methane for industrial and civil 
purposes), still administered by Cossiit; finally the “Petrolchemical 
International Instrument CO.” (?): [cisterns, pipes, tanks: it is 
necessary| of course good co-interests as well as methane and oil, 
materials and "extraction infrastructures", and storage and processing. 
The technical director is xxx xxx (Lombard), commercial director xxx 
xxx (Veneto), administrative director xxx xxx (Lombard), and 
procurement director xxx xxx (Veneto). This time Erminio is 
responsible for Iran, so to say V Bengodi. Of course, even if I haven't 
[said| it up to now, Erminio Cosstt has a brother — and how could he 
not have one? — Mariano: well, Mariano Cosstt (who only started the 
job at Cormons) is director of the Shipyard. (But he is also the 
president of a company, the "Lassem", outside the borders of the 
Trojan empire, but on whose board of directors we find the Lombard 
xxx xxx and the Venetian xxx xxx). 

We are at the crown of the leafy tree, and I would like to limit 
myself, according to schemes that have very noble literary precedents, 
to the "lists". But I will dwell for a moment on just one of the eight 
companies, arranged in two rows, albeit not |ranked], as a sample. It is 
the first in the first row: the “Fratelli Panzini”, the “STI” (italian 
thermoplastic company). Half a dozen years earlier it had a capital of 
nine millions; at the moment of our history it is three hundred 
(declared). The fact is that Aldo Troya entered it as an administrative 
adviser, together with Leone Panzini who is a faithful of him, also 
being in STIEM (ENI) and in the "Information" press agency. Then 
Troya even becomes president of this marginal company of "molding 
of plastics and similar materials"; and of course with the presidency of 
Troya the range of activities widened: not only moulding, but also the 
manufacture, production and trade of objects in plastic materials and 
synthetic resins, with particular reference to technical items, 
household items, stationery, electricity, sanitary ware, handicrafts 
sacred. In the front row continue: the "Fecit", the "Italo-American 
Prentice" (?), the "Industria del Legno A. Bortotto". In the second row, 
the "S.R.M.", the "Po-Petrol", the "Stilgraf", the "Lombard Calzificio L. 
xxx". In all the executive and administrative councils of these 
companies, we always find the same names, naturally mixed with the 
interregional phalanxes of what is commonly called the "greppia". 


[39] Note 22d The so-called empire of the Troyas: the 
ramifications of the louse 


De Sade teaches me that one should not "demand too much of the 
reader". Moving on to the "indirect metaneferous plants" which belong 
to Ermenegildo xxx, he will therefore try to be immensely shorter, and 
to adopt almost exclusively the "list technique". 

Three basic bifurcations derive from the “Metanifere indirect” 
lineage: the “Alfa Group”, directed by xxx xxx (Lombard), the “Beta 
Group” directed by xxx xxx (Veneto) and the “Gamma Group” 
(directed by a Tuscan, xxx xxx, grandson of Joachim). 

Below we have the usual teeming [efflorescence]: “Fabbriche Riunite 
Fiorani”, “Banca xxx”, “Linea Societa Pubblicita italiana”, “xxx 
Produzioni cinetelevisive”, “Soc. Anonymous Tazio Giubertoni”, 
“Special Transport Company”, “Artificial Textile Fibres”. 

And, finally, an institution, or entity, or anonymous activity that 
cannot be indicated otherwise than by a question mark: "?" 


[40] Note 22f Mrs. F.'s living room: her artistic 
activities 


This Signora F., from whom Carlo, like a [poor, ironic| initiate, was 
leaving on the spring night, was a completely round and almost dwarf 
woman. Her hair was little more than a tuft, a blond mop, mostly held 
in a ponytail; her eyes were big and affected and a little crazy; her 
complexion was white and diffused with a somewhat anachronistic 
infantile plumpness; her nose and mouth were small, too small, 
especially her mouth which was little more than a faded cherry; her 
face, of course, was round, like everything. F. was Neapolitan; she and 
she | mostly | she lived in a villa on the slopes of Vesuvius, above 
Castellammare. Her husband had left it to her, making himself, with 
her death, finally useful. With the Vesuvian villa (not far from the one 
where Leopardi had lived for the last few days, among the same 
brooms, [naturally |), the husband had also left F. a beautiful collection 
of paintings, the backbone of which consisted of a rare stock by 
Bamboccianti (expertise of Roberto Longhi). All of this was a great 
source of pride for F. of her, a source of inexhaustible satisfaction: 
practically her "special" place in society. In Rome, F. had only that 
small apartment to which Carlo went, it is not known with what 
murky, confused, humiliating and not a little distressing hopes in his 
heart: but that small apartment was a real center of cultural diffusion. 
In fact, F. invested her initiative in cultural enterprises. Not only did 
he organize Receptions almost weekly (like the present one) in which 
men of letters, journalists, scientists and politicians met, but he also 
devoted himself to a certain more specific activity: a small school and 
theater laboratory, an "audiovisual" research center ”. For this, F. 
needed funding, albeit minimal: a few million: let's say about twenty 
million throughout the year. Who financed it, if we can V talk about 
financing? Well, apparently, the funding came to her in a totally 
amicable way from that institution or company "?" which I mentioned 
just above: since the hand that, concretely and physically, "extended" 
the sum to the F. was the hand of a certain Eleonora Ciaffi or Cioffi, 
her friend, linked to her by complicated relationships (her husband's 
family , the paintings, a certain "murky" illegal export abroad of these 
paintings, as well as money, and, moreover, certain ties with the 
Florentine literary environment), F. only vaguely attached a political 
sense to the its funding. First of all by character - character that 


tended to artificially exaggerate the cynicism inherent in femininity 
accepted for xxx ideology as courtesan if not puttanesque - a bit like 
certain priests are absolutely casual in begging or hoarding even dirty 
stuff just to send forward their orphanages or asylums: and then for 
the particular cultural mentality of those years, for which everything 
was vaguely pioneering and consecrated by a sort of left-wing 
"establishment", the communist cultural hegemony, including large 
masses of intellectuals who nevertheless they remained bourgeois. 
Reason why a man like Troya, or - named with a little venerating 
respect, in an almost low voice - Bonocore - having done the 
Resistance - appeared absolutely not suspicious; On the contrary. 


[41] Note 22g Continuation of the previous one 


Ms. F. had something "superior" to pursue. The contradictions of 
both end and means were left in that state of particular 
unconsciousness which is reasonableness. Certain men are esteemed, 
of course, beyond their political colour: and then, beyond a certain 
level, people of value and success are united among themselves by a 
certain equivalence which is identified — as if in a hallucinatory way, 
due to identity of the respective “rhetorical structures” — with a kind 
of pact or alliance. 

Mrs. F.'s living room, I repeat, was a leftist intellectual living room. 
But in Mrs. F., as well as in the culture of those years, there was a 
certain ecumenical and conciliatory tendency. I'm not saying that Mrs. 
F. was similar to the "Governoress", Yulija Michajlovna of the 
"Demons"... But then why not? After all, she loved to surround herself 
precisely with young people and flatter them in order to be flattered: 
the purpose of this specular flattery was then exactly to "hold back 
young people (who possibly were not from the left) on the edge of the 
abyss"; or in any case to play down them and make them presentable, 
due to their intelligence and inclination to art, in a left-wing living 
room. We will see later what I mean with all this, and above all what I 
mean with my reference to "Demons". 

About a dozen million were therefore bestowed by "?", the last of 
the last ramifications of the Troya empire, by now totally included in 
the universe of power, despite the already distant acquisition of 
democratic merits through the Resistance. Back then (as it would be 
for many years to come) anti-fascism was not even remotely 
questioned as a "value". 

I would also like to remind the reader that among the branches or 
sprigs immediately above the "?", there is an "Italian Advertising 
Company Line" (and we know how close the links between 
intellectuals and advertising were in that period of "discoveries"). : 
which was almost considered a literary genre), but above all there was 
a very eloquent “xxx Film and television productions”. Therefore, 
through these non-explicitly oil-producing branches, half of the 
financing necessary for her artistic initiatives flowed into Mrs. F.'s 
living room. But where did the other half flow from? 


[42] Note 22h Scheme of an elementary puzzle, and its 
playful joy 


I don't want to put money into anyone's pocket. I could not do it 
with the "contemplative" spirit of someone who overcomes and kills 
the interest in these things, as Balzac did; nor can I do it, evidently, 
with interest, that is, driven by the complicity of the love of money. 
So I can do all this only on condition that I take it as a game, and as 
fun as possible. I say this because in a while we will clearly be forced 
to play. Therefore, that half of the financing for Mrs. F.'s living room 
came, through the branches, from Troya (who probably knew 
absolutely nothing about it) was a fairly well-known thing, or which, 
in any case, could be known. On the contrary, who supplied the other 
half was something that should not reasonably have been known. 
Instead it was known. And because, or thanks to Mrs. F. herself. Not 
that Mrs. F., our little governor of Piazza Buozzi, couldn't keep a 
secret. She just forgot to do it. Especially when the temptation to 
reveal a secret was particularly and sweetly irresistible. But the 
revelation might never have taken place, if there hadn't been a special 
mechanic in Mrs. F.'s behavior that propitiated it and made it natural. 
This mechanic was a linguistic mechanic. In fact, Mrs. F. had slowly 
built up, over the years, an idiolect that had almost paranoid 
characteristics: a veritable small linguistic system, in which things 
were named through rhetorical devices (or, better, orators, because 
the Madame F.'s Iroquois was exclusively oral) which made them 
speakable through their placement in certain syntactic-phonological 
folds that no other known sign system possessed. As in certain 
languages spoken in China (but also among the Red Indians of North 
America) the intonation was enough to change the meaning of a 
sentence: but not in the nuances (Jakobson heard about sixty different 
"intentions" in the way of say «good evening» — in Russian - by an 
actor), but precisely in its literal meaning. It was precisely in one of 
her linguistic raptus that Mrs. F. had "revealed" the name of her 
Second Lender: who therefore, in her living room, merged with the 
First, although this was, as we will see, ideologically impossible . 


the reference to this note is missing in the text: “The demons” pag. 
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[43] Note 22i Continuation of the puzzle etc. 


But, to explain this, I said we would play. It was not easy for me to 
make this [superfluous and inordinate” | decision which in substance 
is nothing; but that is also a lot. If an author intends, in a linguistic 
system, never to use (this is the case of Petrarch) the word "foot", 
which is precisely nothing, the moment he uses it is [ the scandal |. So 
I had decided not to use any expedient in my story that would 
interrupt a normality I would say almost severe, not to say downright 
austere. But an absolute need for clarity pushes me to transform my 
text for a moment into the "superfluous and unordered" page of a 
puzzle magazine. So let the reader look at this graph. The rectangles 
representing the various companies or entities of the Troya empire are 
dotted: the dotted line means figure, i.e., in this case, social capital, 
declared and real. The last rectangle is only half hatched. We are 
talking about Mrs. F.'s “Cultural Initiatives”, of whose financial 
consistency only half is known to us. 


"Austere" in the sense in which Aristotle used the words of 
Tommaso d'Aquino, quoted by the sociologist Ivan Illich in "La 
convivialita". I live effectively, working from the mindset of "la gioia 
dell'impiego dello strumento conviviale". I know the “conviventiality” 
or the “Mitmenschlichkeit”. So the tone is grim. "Austerity, according 
to which it is a virtue, does not exclude all pleasures, but those which 
are superfluous and disorderly. Hence it seems to belong to affability, 
which the Philosopher, lib. 4 Ethic. chap. 6. He mentions friendship, 
either to eutrapelia, or to delight" (Summa Theologica). 

The reader who just gets to know this not very well-known 
sociologist Ivan Illich will understand that it is not without reason that 
I mention him in this first series of notes of my work. 


[44] Note 23 Second part of the puzzle 


To fill in a small hatch, which perhaps goes from right to left rather 
than from left to right - that is, to find out who finances Mrs. F. for the 
second half - we will have to do what is done precisely in slot games: 
that is symmetrically retracing a path already covered, but from left to 
right rather than from right to left, and, together, in our case, from 
bottom to top rather than from top to bottom: how to go down and 
then up two contiguous stairways that have the last step in common. 

To pass, always (symmetrically) brevi manu, i.e. with a small and 
hairy hand in the flesh, the other twelve million annually to Mrs. F., 
was... 


[45] Notes 20-30 History of the oil problem and 
background 


1 
* FLASHES ON ENI 
About 20-25 notes (background): The sources 
About 25-30 notes (the plot): Yellow Appendices 


* novel not so much "a schidionata" as "a swarm", or perhaps a "shish 
kebab" 


t 


all of this is an enormous digression a la Sterne, which leaves Carlo in 
the act of going to Signora F.'s reception and resumes it when he 
enters. 


- Mirror of the ENI Empire then Montedison 
- Mirror of the Monti Empire 


according to this scheme 
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— The lady hosting the reception is the owner of a cultural institution 
financed (for reasons of friendship or kinship) by both Cefis and 
Monti (fascist) — The salon, however, is a left-wing intellectual 
salon. 


— on this occasion Carlo is observed and hired by one of the two large 
companies: but, going back through the common petrochemical 
branches - he will become a big shot (vice-president or nominal 


president, like Beolchini) of the other 


* The story that leads to the crossing point of the Lady's living room 
consists entirely of news and information of business and kinship, 
etc. (Notes 20-30). But even at the crossing point, new facts of 
business, interests, menaces, clientelism are told that prepare the 
second part 


t 


In this precise historical moment (POLITICAL BLOCK I) Troya (!) is 
about to be made president of ENI: and this implies the suppression of 
his predecessor (Mattei case, chronologically moved forward). He 
needs anti-communism with the political clique ('68): bombs 
attributed to the fascists 


(We know Restivo in Mrs. F.'s living room) 


The (II POLITICAL BLOCK (app. will be characterized by the fact that 
the same person (Troya) is about to be made president of Montedison. 
He needs, with the clique of politicians, a fascist virginity bombs 
attributed to fascists) 

** insert Cefis' speeches: they serve to divide the novel into two 
parts in a perfectly symmetrical and explicit way (a bit like the two 
episodes of the twenty boys, etc.) 


(October 16, 1974) 


— In both crimes Carlo takes an active part: 
in Block I unconsciously (in an abnormal relationship between the 
Ego and the Id) becoming an active member of the conspiracy 
in Block II hallucinatory (by blowing up the visionary bomb at the 
Turin station) 


(Oct. 16, 1974) 


APPUNTI 20 - 30 STORIA DEL PROBLEMA DEL PETROLIO BE RETROSCRVA 
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[46] Note 31A reception 


While that Carlo, who I am unfortunately forced to call Secondo, or to distinguish him by 
perhaps pinning on him v a Carolus or a Karl who so reek of literature, lived his "Poem of the 
Return" in Turin and nearby, the Carlo who, for symmetry, I should call First, and who is 
actually the Carlo par excellence (that is, for social privilege), he too was about to make his 
leap forward. It is commonly called the "career". It's actually about something else. We must 
never accept the language of our enemies! This Charles No. 1, was fulfilled, for now, by 
looking for protectors; in order to then be able to fully realize himself in historical life; in the 
life of the city. 

There is an inevitable symmetry in the beginning of the two stories which form the subject 
of this poem of mine. So also the story of Carlo n. 1, begins not far from the house he had 
rented in the neighborhood which was elegant in those years. There was a reception by a 
Lady whom we shall call Mrs F., and Carlo was invited; he was one of the many guests, almost 
by chance, because he was a friend of a second-rate friend: so much so that it doesn't even 
matter to mention his name or describe him (I believe that moreover he will never reappear 
in our story). Suffice it to say that he was from Turin and had already been working at ENI for 
a few years. God knows how empty and clumsy my experience of similar receptions is, how 
inept I am to describe them due to my absolute inability to "mimic" any detail of that 
language, written, or mimic or physical, which was adopted there. v In reality it would not 
even be worth describing it, such a reception so important for the future history of our hero. 
When it is said that all the men were dressed in all shades of black and gray - as regards 
breeches - and in those of blue as regards jackets; that in addition to white shirts they also 
wore vaguely light blue, or smokey blue, opaque shirts (but always strictly dark ties); that 
their ladies were divided into senile ladies (generally fat and imposing) and infantile ladies 
(small and with haunted and naive eyes even if already full of wrinkles): and that, while the 
former tried to impose their authority by putting awe and expressing , without any fear of 
vulgarity, their social contempt indifferently distributed among all those who were not 
decidedly and formally superior, while the little girls especially tried to express, with all of 
themselves, good feelings, obedience, grace, interest as inferiors for everything discussed etc. 
— everything is said. 


[47] Note 31 


In this story of mine - I must be brutally explicit about this - 
psychology is replaced by ideology. The reader should therefore not 
delude himself: he will never come across those characters who 
mysteriously unfold and evolve, revealing themselves to the other 
protagonists, and to the reader, as the events - of which they are the 
cause or by which they are played - force them to a dramatic 
coherence. And so - in my story - there are not even extras of this 
type. There is therefore no reason or pleasure to describe receptions. 
And this is, I won't deny it, a good excuse for not describing what I 
don't like and of which I therefore have no real experience (which is 
above all linguistic experience). [But there is still more, to| justify all 
this: in psychology there is always something else and something more 
than psychology. And so also in the social figure there is something 
else and something more than the social figure. Note that I did not say 
"outside" or "above" psychology or the social figure, but in themselves. 
I could not say that I did not know - perhaps even with the help of 
psychoanalysis - psychology. v [But the knowledge| of the human soul 
is, in fact, something different and more. Similarly, I could say that - 
once again perhaps through Marxist culture — I know quite well the 
"sociality" of an individual. But, even in this case, knowledge of the 
human soul is something more than such social knowledge. What is 
this human soul? v It is a presence; a reality; that's all. It looms 
through the individual to whom it belongs, and over him, like his 
monumental and at the same time elusive double. This "looming 
figure" (which in some way, albeit mysterious, is also physical) is only 
there where it can be. He owns the bodies. I will therefore never, in 
this story of mine, deal with psychology; but my knowledge of the 
human soul will certainly prevent me from putting psychology at the 
service of ideology in the wrong way. That is, each character, I'm sure, 
"will be" and "act" as he can only "be" and "act", even according to the 
deductions of the most classic of psychologies: no one will be out of 
place, the reader can be very sure of this . 

It is again "fictional characters" who set the story or action in 
motion. In that reception, partly outdoors in a narrow garden, partly 
indoors in the pleasantly warm and brightly lit apartment - in the lazy 
and happy comings and goings of at least a hundred people - it is 
evident that these "imaginary characters" have very little to share 


socially and psychologically with the "imaginary characters" who have 
made the decision to put a spy on Charles’ tail in order to know his 
whole life: however - like the continuation of this story - in part, and 
irregularly, very irregularly, perhaps , he will explain - there are 
similarities and links between the two groups of “imaginary 
characters”. 


the page presents some anomalies: it opens with two lines which are 
the end of the previous note; at the beginning Note 31 was added - (to 
be redone) and then after the first two lines and before a dividing line 
we read VV Note to itself (or new page) 


[48] Note 32 Provocateurs and spies ( in 1960) 


[A la recherche comme a la recherche: I remember those receptions 
at the end of the Fifties and at the beginning of the Sixties (which one 
day will not fail to appear very poetic and all shrouded in the mystery 
of past times) with a mixture of hatred (of which I said) and emotion. 
I am moved by the certain naivety in which young men like Carlo 
experienced things like this. And I am also moved by the stubborn, 
hardened, monstrous naivety with which the old people, already then 
decrepit and now decrepit, lived them; or only elderly men and 
women, but in full professional activity, at the peak of social power. 
Deeply marked in lard, or drawn by |inauspicious| poverty, they all 
believed in it. They believed it as they believed the dead. Over there, 
in the eternity of a midsummer nocturnal reception, with the lights 
blazing in the chilly evening, on the stunted grass of a small garden 
set between luxury buildings, with the breeze that from time to time 
stirred the shiny lemon leaves, those people have remained intact, 
with smiles pasted on their lips, with glasses or pastries in their hands: 
and, above all, with that faith, that hope, that carefree lack of any 
charity. The problems were the problems of that moment, the truth 
was the truth of that moment (and all of them, there, were evidently, 
without the slightest doubt, to be counted among the privileged 
custodians of that truth: there was no gesture, smile, wink that they 
did not allude to this). The sparkle of light, like a ship anchored in a 
dark but festive port, mixed with the "light" of that truth so deeply and 
sincerely lived: and the red of certain velvets or wallpapers, the green 
of the boldest dress of some lady, the glitter of gold and pearls: 
everything remains there, in that living corner of a world of the dead. 
I remember the groups, as carried here and there by the tidal wave of 
good humor and by the general very conciliatory, almost fraternal 
disposition of spirit (it was, it must be remembered, in the early years 
of prosperity: the company had "taken off" with great satisfaction and 
a personal secret hope of all); some arranged themselves around a 
small table xxx, with people sitting on the slightly old silk sofa, and on 
the relative armchairs; while those who couldn't find a place casually 
crouched on the carpet; others found their place standing, against a 
bookcase loaded with precious objects, and in this case they were all 
men, and spoke of particularly "serious" problems; still others gathered 
in the guest's bedroom, an open room for the occasion, indeed wide 


open and sparkling with light: some even sat down on the heavy satin 
bedspread, and they were mostly young people, who contributed to 
the evening, well codified, of fatuity and gaiety; still others gathered 
in the garden, or rather between the living room and the garden, to 
take shelter from the chill. The men's jackets, navy blue or midnight 
blue, over London smoke flannel trousers — as for a uniform — and the 
ladies' dresses, also very similar to each other, according to a model 
that was an [absolute model | — that neckline, that length of the skirt, 
that type of jewels — there, between the strong light of the living room 
and the weaker and more lost light of the small lawn (with which a 
third light was mixed, that of the moon, very thin, engraved on the 
sky blue between Parioli and Villa Glori) had a particular prominence, 
whether they were gold or lobster, mauve or a bold turquoise. 

I remember the characters who stood out in those groups (and who 
a journalist would have noticed first on her list, full of blind faith in 
an "establishment" that was also "taking off"). Those who did not know 
them - and, like the young Carlo perhaps saw them for the first time - 
after the hurried introductions - looked at them from afar with the 
same gaze with which one looks at the daily life of the theophanies. 

There was an intellectual, who had been at work for many years 
and was therefore famous and venerable, who nonetheless still had 
the youthful air of one who believes in nothing but is interested in 
everything: his hair was white and very short, his nose , the mouth 
retracted, without lips, and the chin pointed; very thick, barbaric 
eyebrows, with the lively and eternally distracted eyes of someone 
who is a little deaf underneath. In whatever pose he sat or stood, he 
was continually restless, almost violently restless. Although a 
complete stranger, in receptions of this kind, he was at ease there, he 
was perfectly part of the picture: he was far from there, but since he 
was there, he accepted the game, and did not desist even for a 
moment from the tension of his intelligence. Every word of his was a 
critical word: grandfather and grandson, he was in the midst of that 
flotilla eternally stranded, like the prow of an old ship that had 
plowed all the seas, but in an adventure that was more intellectual 
than poetic: it became poetic, however , due to an intellectual rigor 
never even for an instant | loose |. 

Another intellectual, about fifteen years his junior, was in another 
corner of the living room, infinitely more shy and therefore more 
aggressive: his aggressiveness - mixed with the natural sweetness, 
indeed, almost softness of his character - seemed to be part of a role 
he had been forced to accept. He didn't seem at all comfortable with 
him; if anything he seemed to feel imposed there only by her success 
and his tempestuous prestige. The air was that of an adolescent, lean 
and hollow, with almost exotic cheekbones and lost brown eyes. An 


indecent sensuality dripped from his body no less ascetically and 
rigidly devoted to an entirely intellectual adventure, like his oldest 
friend: his socks, moreover, were then short, and his clothes a little 
too showy . 

There was also a politician — he had been a minister for ten years 
and then he would be for another fifteen — sitting in a small red 
armchair, with the round face of a cat portrayed between his 
shoulders, as if he had no neck or was a little stunted: the broad 
forehead of an intellectual was in contrast with his cunning smile, 
which had something indecent about it: that is, he wanted to show, 
with cunning and degradation, the awareness of his own cunning and 
degradation. After all, the feeling of life understood as a "game", as a 
"bet" to lose or win, and therefore entirely based on action and 
behavior, if it had its real champion in him, was a model of life that 
more or less less unconsciously, he was followed by everyone at that 
reception, including those who laughed at him, perhaps 
presumptuously (for example from the columns of "L'Espresso"). 

There was also a communist from the Central Committee of the PCI, 
still charged with the "popular" air that a militant of those years must 
have had, and, moreover, with the prestige of the "hegemony" which, 
in those years, still solidly had the culture Marxist. His way of 
appearing was laughter: everything became laughter. As if to exorcise 
the stupid fear of Communism (which, after all, no one showed they 
had there). This happened naturally in him, because laughter and 
good-naturedness (moralistic, of course) was in his likeable character 
as a man who remained a boy. And besides, everyone called him by 
his first name instead of his last name. And this name was a 


diminutive. 

There was also a curist, a journalist specialized in editorials: a radical, secular, but 
absolutely independent, an absolutely unassailable man because precociously, for those years, 
he was tolerant and devoid of moralism (something always absolutely rare in such a 
provincial Italian culture). In his face of a small man, with a large head and very large eyes, 
his laughter was unalterable. Without this having any purpose of exorcising and de- 
dramatizing, however, but simply because the heart of that lay journalist was pure, and he 
had nothing to reproach himself for: least of all, that is, he was really without prejudices. 


And all around the faces of the gentlemen and ladies, almost all 
elderly (the few young men formed a group by themselves, under the 
benevolent gaze of the fathers): faces as terribly and monstrously 
marked, ugly, hollowed out, swollen by time as well kept, well cared 
for, breathing ease, well-being and fraternity in truth. Among these 
people there were precisely those, the "imaginary characters" who had 
focused their attention on the left-wing Catholic Carlo (left-wing 
Catholic in the meaning that this word could have had during the 
papacy of John XXIII). Carlo, for anyone who observed him, presented 
an essential characteristic: that of being interested in everything and 
that of remaining perfectly [unalterable]. Just as a subordinate must 


be unalterable, that he must not have feelings. But this inalterability, 
at the same time, was that of a manager, who, on the other hand, does 
not have to manifest feelings, being above them. It is true that Carlo's 
lack of habit to power gave him a certain air of a sexton, a provincial 
who had just come out of a college of priests: and his stocky body, 
with gray trousers and black jacket that made his size stand out even 
more awkward, massive and helpless; his round head, with all the 
black hair already prematurely falling to the center of the neck, 
leaving a shiny void similar to the large cleric of a friar, his face also 
round, with two big sad eyes in the middle, almost crying, but over 
time himself full of a tension and an obstinate will, also priestly - 
everything in him reassured the good quality of his hypocrisy and his 
honesty not without Machiavellianism, that is, the ability to silence 
his conscience for a good purpose. 

Among these "imaginary characters", in addition to a large executive 
of ENI, a politician (of the same current as the minister I mentioned 
above), etc., there was also an intellectual: young, perhaps even older 
than Carlo, he too was provincial (he came from the Veneto, and had 
a peasant surname in -6n), with two big burning black eyes, rather 
handsome, to be a man of letters. From the speeches he made, from 
the knowledge he had, from the quality of his thinking, he did not 
differ visibly - at least in the order of "category" - from that of the 
other intellectuals, even first-class ones, present at the reception. 
Apparently, he had written some books: respectable but hopelessly 
mediocre; although young it was clear that he was never destined to 
become a literary revelation, he would never go beyond the limits of a 
work that had won him the interest of publishers and a certain good 
reception from critics. His "pasta" was the same as that of the other 
intellectuals and men of letters who worked in those years. However, 
there was something more to him. For example, those relationships 
with politicians and economic operators. Those same people who were 
taking care of "that Carlo Valletti", and who, to be precise, had [ right 
there | in that party, decided to put him to the test, [ while Carlo was 
there, present-absent, deferential, authoritative. The test for 
employment in a large body such as ENI, which, as we have seen, was 
anything but a simple company, even a state-owned one, was almost 
purely formal: it was a bureaucratic assignment, which included a trip 
to the Eastl. 

With this I would have fulfilled the meaning of this little chapter of 
my poem: a journey to the East is not an everyday thing, its meaning 
even finds its real explanation in the myth, it is the repetition of one 
of the "inaugural acts" of man ((it| it can be appreciated). Instead, if 
the reader patiently allows me, I still have something to add. 

In the not-so-distant era in which that "evening" at Mrs. F.'s house 


took place, Italian "culture" was very unitary, both in its historical- 
ethnological sense (in those years De Martino was writing his 
beautiful books ), both in its specific meaning, bourgeois and 
academic, and finally in its meaning of culture of felite|, implying that 
hierarchy of values which placed it at the top of the country. The 
cultural hegemony of the Lefts still dominated as they [ had come out | 
from the Resistance; while sociology and the technological myth 
began to make their way, but as a "renewal" that did nothing else, on 
the one hand, than put the old Marxist intellectual in crisis, on the 
other revitalizing it. But anti-fascism and progressivism still cemented 
everything, in an Italy that was almost village-like. The young men 
plotted their happy reinventions in the shadow of their fathers (who, 
as I said, looked on them benevolently, in a very traditional 
relationship). It worked well. Italy had never known a more fervent, 
intense and honest cultural activity than in that period. The scandal 
still had room, due to the [ narrow | Christian Democrat power, whose 
obtuse brutality made the cause of those who opposed it all the more 
noble. In conclusion, the roles assigned to each one were quite 
distinct: a worker was clearly distinguished, with the mere physical 
presence of him, from a bourgeois; and so an apprentice mechanic to a 
student; a leftist intellectual from a rightist intellectual; an academic 
from a writer. Confusions were not possible. Never, for example, could 
an unrealistic literate, belonging to the subculture (in a hierarchical 
sense) be confused with a valuable literate, that is, belonging to the 
culture. His very physical presence would have betrayed him. Now, 
the question that the reader should ask me at this point is the 
following: if provocateurs, spies were possible in those years. Well yes 
- I should answer - although this is contradictory - irreconcilable with 
the "idea" that we rightly have of that historical moment - even in 
those years provocateurs, spies were possible. 


the annotation follows: rewrite everything as seen by Carlo, who 
enters the living room, where someone is telling a story (and then a 
series of stories) 


[49] Note 33 Invocation to the Muse 


O Itaglia, Itaglia, writing all these things about you, there is no doubt that it is God who 
inspires me. But if, as in the classic poems, you wanted to assume an "invocation to the Muse" 
in the text, this Muse could well be Mephistopheles. The Italians must know that: you theorize 
about the non-existence of feelings and about the inappropriateness of expressing them by 
someone who has stupid and poisonous feelings; on the other hand, those who are hopelessly 
honest and incapable of mystifying find themselves led to talk about their feelings and to base 
the legitimacy of writing on these; moreover, the Italians must know that what is "illegible is 
inhuman", and that often those who are very human can decide to be illegible, inventing a 
writing based on itself, that is, on its metaphorical nature xxx: even to the point of using the 
last Songs of Purgatory, that is, up to the limit of the heaviest, pedantic, monstrous 
allegorical. 


follows: ? 
a reference to a not inserted note follows 


| [50] [Note 34 bisFirst fairy tale about Power (from the 
Project") 


«I will tell you the story of an intellectual - began the storyteller, as 
in "The Thousand and One Nights", not omniscient but is humbly 
willing only to "report" what he himself had heard - I will tell you the 
story of an intellectual , but it is felt that selection and choice will 
dominate my story, and that I will be linguistically poor: universal and 
therefore generic! 

To begin with, I won't even tell you the name of this intellectual; as 
I won't tell you his exact job, his age, his habits, the city where he 
lived; he might even not even have been born in our country. 

What I need to outline instead - as a strict function of the story - is 
his clinical picture. Neurosis. And maybe more than neurosis, 
madness. 

In his fatness (he was not obese, but round, and swollen with 
insane, yellowish flesh) there were the squalid signs, precisely, of 
psychic degeneration. = had, in his eat all round, as if it were 
made of concentric circles. The round eyebrows, and, underneath, the 
round eyes, the round cheeks — even if, despite his thirty-five years, 
they are already sagging — the round chin, the round mouth. Only the 
latter, in speaking, lost its roundness, and acquired irregular shapes, 
but always uncertain, imprecise - and hence a certain sense of 
repugnance — the same one has for slimy [ things |. Round was also his 
forehead, profusely balding, on which was drawn a round crown of 
thinning light hair - vaguely ascetic, like a village priest, a lawyer or a 
provincial one. The roundness gave his physiognomy a childish air: 
but the child he resembled was, in fact, a somewhat repugnant child. 
Otherwise he behaved just as an adult should behave. 

He did not yet know - at the beginning of our story - what was the 
real purpose of his life. It was like a worm inside the cocoon. Yet 
potentially it was already what he wanted to be; and, consequently, in 
his behavior — in life and in work - [there were| already the 
manoeuvres| (which I, objectively, would define as abject)| of someone 
who wants to reach goals for which in reality he was not made 
(although only the conceiving grandiose or noble goals in a certain 
sense ennobles even those who are not worthy of them). He was 
precise, tireless, discreet, always efficiently in his place; and at the 
same time he was calculating and flattering. Since he was not yet a 


person in sight, no one lif he| noticed him: but in reality he was a 
repellent {monster of passionate servility]. He would have been 
capable of the most abject actions in order to obtain the [favor of a 
person. At the same time, he also cultivated the myth of his own 
innocence. The fact is that his desire to affirm himself and to advance 
belonged to the order of clinically anxious desires: and it was 
therefore the "illness" which provided for the preservation of 
innocence, as a primitive condition of grace, simultaneously justifying 
all the poor infractions to it . 

Our intellectual therefore seemed destined to fulfill himself in the 
most common of ways: with some satisfaction, obtained, as well as for 
his mediocre merits, for his moves calculated in the depths of his 
conscience. 

However, one night, while he was lost in the slight drowsiness of 
the unfortunate who - without confessing it - suffer from insomnia, he 
was awakened by a voice calling him. 

He opened his eyes, pulled himself up, and actually something, a 
Presence, was at the foot of his bed (| his neurosis, or his 
predestination to madness|, had humbly accustomed him to similar 
phenomena, and he, [ humbly, accepted this too right now). The 
following brief moral dialogue ensued between the man and what for 
now we might call the Dark Force, sitting at the foot of his bed. 

V «What is it?» 

V «Do you know what the purpose of your life is?» lasked the 
other], which, for now, we could call the Dark Force. The intellectual's 
eyes widened and he swallowed diligently, getting ready to give a 
judicious answer that would preserve his substantial innocence: 

V «Give me a position like everyone else in the society in which I 
live — he said — perhaps in the capital instead of in this provincial 
town". 

V «Okay, okay - [admitted the Dark Force| — but this is a part, or a 
phase, of the true purpose of your life. Question yourself better, go 
deeper into your conscience» (a short, benevolent laugh concluded 
this last sentence [as a priest]). 

V «it's the best effort I can make, honestly» (he didn't intend to go 
deeper than that, interrupting the now so_ well-established 
management of his life. He didn't know instead that it was he, so 
abject and impotent, and above all so devoid of all qualities, he 
managed} so as to create for himself the possibilities of a destiny of 
greatness). 

V «So, if you don't want to say it, I'll tell you: the purpose of your 
life is Power». 

At that word, the intellectual sharpened his gaze better through the 
half-light that the sad provincial night thickened in his salaried room: 


and he managed, in fact, to better see who was speaking to him. His 
hair stood up on his head, and his terror chilled him. 

Trembling with a tremor that [ unhinged him | covered by a cold 
sweat of dying, our intellectual in fact did not observe before him, 
sitting on the edge of his bed, [ but the Devil himself: the Devil, with 
two] small horns protruding from the hoary head, a small toothless 
face, red, lit, like that of a drunkard who knows he is miserable: he 
kept his lips pressed together in a kind of sharp smile, which was at 
the same time laida| pity for himself and resigned rancor for those 
who looked at him. His abjection was like a scab, spread over the sick 
redness of his face, over the skin of his head, under the unruly tufts of 
dirty white hair. He spread around the [unbearable| stench of someone 
who has slept in the dust or among rags, in some waiting room or in 
some closet, without taking off his clothes and shoes. 

Though frozen and with his hair standing on end, he understood 
that the Devil had |speaking| the truth. Power was in fact the purpose 
of his life, he admitted, reserving a possible way out with reticence. 

V «lf you say so...» 

V «I'm here to help you» 

V «And how?» 

V «Ask me through what you want to achieve the Power and I will 
give it to you.» 

V A flash of intelligence passed in the intellectual's eyes, igniting for 
a moment his fake torpor of a swollen child: and what he said in the 
end, after a few moments of concentration, hesitation and, I would 
say, inspiration, was surprising. 

He could have | named | a thousand ways to reach power, quickly 
and safely: the [literary| prestige, achieved both by writing literary 
works and by writing works of sociology and essays, to which perhaps 
he was more inclined: prestige that should have been crowned, say, by 
the Nobel Prize (it would have been easy for the Devil to help him in 
Sweden); or he could have asked to enter as an employee in one of 
those large companies, traditionally inclined to direct intellectuals 
towards a technical job (obtaining excellent results): even in this case 
it would have been very easy for the Devil to make him do it, within 
the company , a rapid career, to the point of directly supporting him 
to the masters in the management of the |immense} enterprise v, 
[even| transnational; or again, finally, he could have asked to make an 
openly political career, joining a large party of power, perhaps the 
largest: and here it would have been hey easy | for the Devil to lead 
the exchanges of favours, the combinations Vv, which ( [joined| with 
the innate, albeit still potential demagogic ability, of our provincial 
intellectual) could have led him to the formal and real heights of 
power: making him a minister, even head of government, perhaps of a 


semi-dictatorial right-wing government. 

No, our intellectual did not propose to the Devil any of these 
"natural" means to reach Power: they would all have been mystified 
and inauthentic, and their quality would then be reproduced in the 
Power obtained through them, devaluing it before his conscience. 
This, perhaps, our intellectual thought quickly, before answering. 

[Finally| he spoke: 

V «I want to attain Power through Holiness». 

V «Why not?» answered the Devil «you will get the Power through 
the Holiness, that's right!» v he gave his reassuring chuckle once 
more, and disappeared. 

Perhaps the Devil, caught off guard, as they say, had behaved a 
little lightly, or perhaps, who knows, everything had been arranged by 
him for some complicated calculation of his: the fact is that from the 
next morning, our intellectual began his new life as a saint, and a real 
contradiction in terms was experienced, quite naturally, by him. 

He was one of those people who <?> have always known very 
well "how to be saints": just like the wayward, in juvenile prisons, they 
know very well what "respectable people" are like, and if they don't 
know it, it is the first thing they learn, so that when they come out, it 
is precisely through this awareness that they become real criminals, 
those with no more innocence. 

Naturally, therefore, he had no doubts: he had to be a Catholic 
saint, he shouldn't have caused a scandal of holiness. 

He began the practices, in silence and secrecy: his right hand never 
knew what his left hand was doing. (It is logical that someone else 
knew that, not being a saint, he did not intend to observe the rules of 
silence and secrecy at all: on the contrary, humanly speaking he loved 
to chat a lot, and above all to show himself informed, to be aware of 
news that was still obscure V, etc. etc.) 

He spoke of Faith and Hope: and this could only be public. In 
private, however, he applied Charity, which if it is proclaimed loses its 
nature, indeed, becomes an operation of the Devil (!). 

He was careful not to interrupt the Church's traditional dissociation 
between Faith and Hope on the one hand, and Charity on the other. 
He abandoned the goods of the world (that is, his state employment of 
her) in the name of the latter. He lived in pure poverty (at a convent 
in the center of his hometown, very popular). He began to elaborate a 
thought which, not being heretical at all, was nevertheless innovative 
with respect to the ecclesiastical tradition. He moderately approached 
the left-wing Catholic movements, however always proclaiming his 
fidelity to the Vatican with contrition and modesty. All sexual contact 
was barred, and the "love of woman", which had been so important in 
his previous social life, proving to be the necessary condition for all 


progress, was supplanted by chastity. 

As all these operations were [carried forward|, to the extreme point, 
the symptoms of power began to manifest. An atmosphere of prestige, 
then of respect, then of profound and silent veneration, and finally of 
lofty, inspired expectation, began to be created around our saintly 
intellectual. 

But it was just when everything came to the extreme consequence, 
that the situation V turned upside down. 

Attracted by the smell of sanctity, a group of young Catholics 
gathered around our intellectual, in the courtyard of the convent 
(which was new, in a neo-liberty style, built with the money of a large 
industry): the occasion for the meeting was a week of the Cineforum 
of the city, and the convent was responsible for the hospitality of the 
young participants in the conference. It was immediately after Easter 
a Sunday — one felt the warmth and serenity of spring; in the | sunny | 
edges the violets and primroses were born; the dry beds of the streams 
gleamed with a touching blue of waters fresh from the mountains. The 
Apennines, in fact, brown and desolate, rose behind the city, lost in 
the still uncertain serene, while, in front, the plain stretched out, 
down to the banks of the Po, swollen with flood water. Salimbene 
seemed to have just passed that way; or, at least, it seemed that the 
horses of some small barbarian people were grazing in that smell of 
hemp, destined to measure their old age with the great novelty of the 
Church... 

Our intellectual was at the center of a calm discussion, while 
somewhere bells were ringing. He was able to measure at that 
moment to what point his popularity had reached: he had not yet 
"taken off" but there was around him the solemnity full of expectation 
that precedes the rise of exceptional men. He was in reality the center 
of all that conference, and the convent was teeming with guests just 
for him: a few more days, a few weeks, a few months, and his case 
would explode across the nation. There would no longer be limits to 
his fame, to his prestige. He perceived all of this with the inner 
capacity for calculation that he "had always distinguished" him: his 
gloomy pessimism had never prevented him from lucidly analyzing 
the good news, when the time came. 

However, instead of exulting with joy at the future of glory that was 
beginning to open before him, suddenly a shadow fell on his eyes, a 
winter cold froze him, a V despair closed his throat and untied his 
knees. 

His eyes stared terrified into the void, charged with a pain full of a 
consuming sense of truth - and of nobility: because every "comic" 
element had fallen from the tragedy, only the sublime style remained: 
and the eyes of the "saint" wide open in empty, under the thinning 


hair ruffled by the May wind, and the twisted neck like someone 
looking to the side or behind, trying to escape, but in reality 
remaining motionless where it is, as if petrified — reflected the light of 
this sublimity. 

To stay with the facts, [thin s|, what had struck him was [the 
radicalisation| of the fdiceretieall dissociation in which he had lived 
while preparing for holiness. Suddenly, as in a vertigo, Faith and Hope 
became inconceivable to him if deprived of the Charity from which 
they had been separated (as if it had been Idealism or Nazism!). Any 
form of innovation of religious thought proved to be unthinkable 
outside of heresy. Left-wing Catholicism proved irreconcilable with 
the Vatican. But all these were just pretexts or V. 

Our intellectual stared fluttering and amazed at the simple form of 
the Truth - of which he was now prey — when at the end of the 
courtyard of the convent — Iv he saw the Devil go by V who looked at 
him laughing complicitly, almost winking at him, full of his reddish 
color of drunk. Sure, V he had kept his word: it was Holiness that he 
had made him reach: Holiness, not the fiction of Holiness. Poetry, not 
Literature]. 

Possessed by such royal Holiness, he realized that such royal 
Holiness had been a gift from the Devil; that the Truth in which he 
suddenly lived had been the work [ of the Lie |; that the Good which 
ineffably, [suddenly], he enjoyed, was the product of Evil; that the 
Revelation had | occurred through | his worst feelings. But all this, 
thus stated, was but the letter. Under this series of rational and banal 
oppositions, flowed another series of oppositions, not only 
unspeakable, but not even intuitable, except as a Scherzo, |Subtraction 
of the cosmos. Our intellectual let out a scream and fell to the ground 
V. The Devil took the opportunity to open two long, bloody stigmata 
on the palms of his hands... 

He was carried in a frenzy (or in a fit) to his cot; and whoever was 
lucky enough to hear him speak in those hours could [ report | that 
they were dealing with [ styles | of the highest level, that of 
Ecclesiastes or the Apocalypse, or of the presumed and lost real texts 
of Saint Francis: but he could not, of course, report them or 
reconstruct them. 

During the night while he was delirious in his bed, the saint's body 
was transported elsewhere. 

[There], in the light, a |stronger| light appeared to him, calling him 
by name. By analogy with the Dark Force, we will call] this new 
presence the Luminous Force. 

The saint fell to his knees in front of it, because he believed he 
could logically deduce that it was God. 

The Luminous Force called his name. 


The saint raised his eyes to it, and in fact recognized the features of 
the Divinity: he recognized, to put it better, and to remain on the 
merits, the Power, lowered into [corporeal features: but he recognized 
the authority, the knowledge, the peace , goodness: unlike the 
drunken face, immediately recognizable among thousands, of the Dark 
Force, the Luminous Force — God — had an anonymous face Vv. The 
following dialogue followed: 

V «God!» [ the saint murmured]. 

V «Yes, He» [God answered |. 

V «I am not worthy...» [ stammered the saint]; and he knew well 
why. 

(God laughed lovingly. The saint looked at him dumbfounded: was 
it a joke?) 

V «Yes, I'm not worthy» [he insisted, ready for a full confession]. 

V «I know, I know - {always said with benign joy| the Lord — but do 
you really believe this story about the Devil? Do you really believe 
that?" (He stared at him, gently teasing him...) 

V «How?» [ stammered the saint again]. 

V «Do you really think that the Devil could have led you to 
Holiness, to the real one? [ In this there would be neither logic nor 
lack of logic. Evil is but a transitory experience: it is neither in the 
beginning nor in the end. You have to go through it, that's all. 
Therefore, if the initiative did not come from the Devil, which is 
nothing but an accident, who did it come from? | Whose design could 
it be to use you, sinner among the most abject, to [redefine| holiness? 
Who could have needed extreme cases, to bring down the [negative 
extreme by living the [positive| extreme to the fullest?» 

V «You!» 

V «It was a joke. The Devil is not a person, but a mere appearance. [ 
I put it on my face, and I appeared to you, in the miserable house of 
the miserable city of the miserable world, where you live. I had to use 
the worst to make it the best, and an arbitrary contradiction in terms 
to make the absence of contradictions triumph. | Now he goes, he 
returns to earth; he goes to witness all this. There is only one pact, 
which I make you...» 

(Here his gladness was attenuated a little to give way to the 
solemnity of the inscrutable Will.) 

V "Tell me" [ the Saint humbly said |. 

V «As you leave here, you must go straight ahead, without ever 
looking back to look at me.» 

V «l will» [said the Saint, firmly]. God's was a farewell, and 
therefore the saint, after prostrating himself once again before Him, 
stood up, turned his back on Him, and walked with his head slightly 
lowered, looking straight ahead, very determined not to look back. 


But he hadn't walked about twenty steps before an irresistible 
curiosity took possession of him: it was a new rapture that 
overwhelmed him like a twig: he literally could not hold back [ a 
force| which at the neck forced him to twist backwards and throw 
behind him a last look at what he was prevented from looking at. The 
regurgitation of low feelings - which, evidently, are not overcome by 
high ones, but continue to coexist with them - was like a V law of 
nature: and he looked back, for a moment, just for a moment. 

The Luminous Force was there. V But he no longer had the face of 
God. V He had the face of the Devil: three quarters, with the small eye 
that looked glittering, the high cheekbone lit up by his filthy blush, 
the smile V of a beggar, V 

Immediately , at that sight, like Lot, our intellectual-saint was 
petrified. He became a heavy boulder, and fell leaden down from the 
Third Heaven. 

Some geologists found the boulder in the melancholy valley of a 
desert lost in the middle of another desert, perhaps in other times a 
river had flown through it; from afar the pale heavenly hues, pink, 
tinged with red-orange, ochre, indigo, as if tenderly brushed on a veil, 
made one think precisely of one of those valleys which enclose a small 
palm tree, with the green of the small gardens of ‘barley. Instead, 
arriving there, one found nothing, not even silence, and the 
disappointing depths of a sad brown stony ground. In the middle, 
there was precisely the stone that fell from the sky: which was 
divinely beautiful, like a shell or a statue of Moore. All the hues of the 
desert seen from afar were concentrated in it: the heavenly pink, the 
veins of a sublime rancid red, ochre, violet — an indefinable violet, 
rather similar to the luminous indigo of tropical evenings when it has 
just set the sun. The geologists loaded that precious find into the Land 
Rover as best they could, and took it to the world of civilization to 
analyze it. But they didn't succeed, and even today that stone remains 
a pure enigma. The infinite variety of its soft colors corresponds to an 
infinite variety of materials, but none of them has really been 
identified, because each mineral has contradictory characteristics, 
both in relation to itself and in relation to the other minerals with 
which it is amalgamated or composite: it has not been possible to 
separate in that stone what appeared precious from what appeared to 
be devoid of any value or even | venefic|: it has not even been possible 
so far even to define its impossibility for analysis and its absolute 
contradictory nature, because, concretely , the searches, never 
suspended, always give good partial results.» 


* the other stories follow: the people and power (as they were up to or 
before '68), and how they began to disappear [and this is the reason 


for discussing it] 


May 1974 


The remote past, i.e. the finite times are suitable for heroes. 


There was nothing that terrified our intellectual more than the 
extremes of misery that failure brings. 

[ dared to ask — almost | V it was an innocent pact — with his 
abstract oily air, the intellectual, then looking questioningly at the 
Devil, with his baggy round face, the round pouches of his sagging 
cheeks. 


The father of our intellectual had been a well-known fascist in his 
provincial town: but he had not only limited himself to hiding this in 
the largest provincial town where he worked: on the contrary — this 
was the definitive sign of his illness — he had father to a heroic anti- 
fascist! 

[ presumably in a desert (as we shall see), but this was only a first 
stop, because from there - away from prying eyes - he was kidnapped 
to the Third Heaven. | 

arrow next to the title that seems to refer to the previous page of 
the typescript 

informed, limiting himself to 

said 

make sure that (correction not completed) 

follows the annotation: Dialect and then reference to a not inserted 
note 
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[51] Note 34 ter End of reception 


At the end of the reception, quote the sentence schizophrenic 
patient (R6heim quoted by Brown) 


[52] Note 36-40 [The Argonauts| 


[A "mythical" journey to the East, a remake of Apollonius of Rhodes. 
Unmapped corner (where the preceding Hero figure appears). Series 
of "visions" remade on the Myth of the Journey as initiation etc., 
mixed with realistic visions of real journeys (without names and 
clarifications, as in dreams etc.) 


‘ 


write it all in Greek ( with the translation summarized 
telegraphically but exhaustively in the paragraph titles) 


t 


Intended as an initiation, the foundation of the second journey - but 
also as a passage of time for the maturation of a "political time": the 
arrest of the situation for the replacement of Troya as the President of 
ENI and therefore of murder of the latter. The arrival of Carlo from a 
"dreamed-of"' journey to the East puts him as a dreamy automaton in 
the hands of assassins. 


Centaur (?) — coincidence between ancient Greece and Africa. 


[53] Note 36 The Argonauts: Book I 


Departure on the jet - An endless dawn - A young porter with an 
almost military cap on his head - The Greek newspapers - Small 
mountains of white stone perched, without a beach, on the sea made 
blue by the "Meltemi" - Apparition of the Giants - Their sweetness and 
enormity of their member — Their escape towards the clouds massed 
on Mount Dindimo — Awakening - American breakfast (xxx xxx xxx, 
good French “champagne”) — Landing in Tehran, with snow - Traces 
of past heroes in previous centuries for the first [mapping of the 
world — Apparition of Heracles - His sweetness, enormity of his 
member - His lingering at a great distance — Heracles resumes his 
journey — The Tehran Hilton - Umberto I's son, Victor Emmanuel, at 
the bar - Orpheus sings the first part of the journey — Operation of the 
teleprinter. 


(Greek text) 


[54] Note 36b The Argonauts. Book I (continued) 


Reception in the Shah's palace - Crossing the city, covered in snow - 
Thousands and thousands of concrete tower blocks set on the snow- 
covered desert - Large boulevards reminiscent of the Boulevard 
Périphérique - The Shah's palace on the edge of the city, towards the 
rough, pointed , shapeless mountains - In the midst of a group of small 
hills that look like a newly reforested park - Part barracks, part bath 
complex: much simplicity and gloom - The Reception pavilion: 
isolated among the artificially massed tall trees - Style vaguely liberty 
— Interior with large halls. Somewhat reminiscent of the “White Hall” 
at Yulia Mikhailovna's party in “Demons”: only the wallpaper is not 
red, but naturally made up of huge Persian carpets that look fake - 
Shah's sister's house honors — About fifty years old, youthful, but her 
hands are shaking, her face full of tics - She is frightened, full of 
uncertainty and at the same time vaguely despotic, in the way of all 
billionaires - An enormous quantity of deli stuff is served. 


(Greek text) 


[55] Note 36b The Argonauts. Book II 


Via Melli at night —- Drunks in a small courtyard - Huts made from 
old cellars and piles of rubble — A drunk stabbed in the back while 
sleeping on his stomach on an old filthy blanket, among the shit - 
Escape of the assassins in the large Piazza xxx xxx - Lots of police, 
little welfare — National soccer team at the Hilton — Story of the Kurd 
Xxx xxx perfectly identical to the one told by xxx xxx (only difference: 
xxx xxx is a footballer instead of a soldier) — Giafari's episode: 
curiously similar to that of V in “Zadig” by Voltaire —- The desert: a 
plateau that extends like a milky ocher barrier, containing a very 
white dry salt lake in the center - An endless line of cars along the 
road going towards the (modern) mosque of Qom - The desert again: 
sugar-loaf mounds, violets, with scaly slopes, very irregular, like 
fjords, which enclose sandy valleys and boulders that look like metal, 
veined with sulfur —- Apparition of Apollo — his adoration — Apparition 
of pottery, all turquoise blue, both in the conical domes, between the 
ocher, clay houses, and in the handicraft objects - A town that 
incorporates all the houses, like a beehive in the middle of a narrow 
street closed between very high clay walls, interrupted by the 
entrances of the houses, half-vaulted (once a ribbed vault, with the 
edges of the xxx xxx bordered in blue) and with two stone seats at the 
sides, stands out a jar of canned meat or perhaps fruit juice, painted in 
a turquoise color which, on tinplate, reveals itself to be enormously 
different than on ceramic or terracotta — Arrival on the plain towards 
the Persian Gulf. 


(Greek text) 


[56] Note 36c The Argonauts. Book III 


The mosques of Isfahan, turquoise blue and blue — Reception at xxx 
xxx, where the Shah's brother is staying, very informal -— The 
Expedition Leader explains his plans to the Argonauts - Arrival in 
Abadan - Arrival in Kuwait - The wind covers the city of whirlwinds 
of sand — It is like in Milan on a foggy day — The palaces of the sheiks 
are like tents in the desert —- The very luxurious lobbies are full of 
messy, dusty shoes and even socks, not very clean — On all the 
televisions , which number in the hundreds, the same interminable 
Ramadan song is sung, at the top of their lungs — They sing old Arabs 
as thin as boys, and boys with close-cropped heads, in gray trousers 
and white shirts — Jason's plans to seize the Fleece of Oro are in reality 
pure and simple intentions — Long afternoons in the swimming pool of 
xxx xxx where the wives of second-rank diplomats who naturally pride 
themselves on knowing Medea, come to exhibit their languors who 
don't know if uterine or snobbish — One of these diplomats second 
degree, with Roman pronunciation, speaks of the annoyances caused 
by the death of someone - The toy soldiers, of Palestinian or 
Jordanian origin, guarding all the buildings, with a red-checkered 
handkerchief under their military cap — Return to Abadan — Evening at 
the night club, with young Iranians perfectly equal to Italians, 
especially from the South - Madness of Iran: they are all crazy - 
Central squares of cities with flowerbeds enclosed by Shells and 
Cupids — The taste of mint tea (the mint, rough, is like a small pile of 
seaweed in a glass) — Return to Isfahan —- Jason meets the brother of 
the Shah - A funeral goes by: the black stretcher is carried at a very 
rapid pace by some young men, while other young people, in front, 
hold a dozen huge black fans of perhaps peacock feathers. 


(Greek text) 


[57] Note 36d The Argonauts. Book III (continued) 


Return to Kuwait - Forced landing in Dubai - Gorgeously white 
sand, perhaps the finest in the world, with tufts of towering palms - 
Camels roam free, unused, returned to the wild - Absolute ingratitude 
to them and their centuries-old services to the 'man - An English 
nymphomaniac in the xxx xxx hotel on the harbor - She has 
pronounced jaws, blue eyes that look up the crotch of the breeches of 
every man she meets — A filthy, defiant smile - The harbor is full of 
ancient Persian ships — Squat, round, with carpets on the deck, the 
crapper like a small wooden cage hanging on the stern, a very long 
wooden rostrum on the bow - At night the crews take tea and play 
their instruments — Return to Kuwait — The world of diplomats : 
reception with many of those women in uterine and snobbish tension, 
possessed and as if dehydrated by their fever - Medea's love for Jason, 
on everyone's lips — As for the “Golden Fleece”, it shines lin tatters| - 
of a oily light and just throbbing, very red, here and there for the 
desert. 


(Greek text) 


[58] Note 36e The Argonauts. Book III (continued) 


Meditation of Orpheus - True birth is the second birth - Initiation; 
the cultural birth, says Orpheus - The real journey is the second 
journey — The first is sleep (in the cave, under the tree: everything is 
inside the maternal womb) - The second journey is the real one 
because it is realistic — It could not be if did not have the “dream 
foundations” of the first - We go in the footsteps of Heracles who 
dreamed our journey — Let us do what Alexander did, and many others 
did — The time will come when the space of the dream of the journey 
will be saturated —- There will be only the V space of the journey — We 
are perhaps the last, and in fact our dream is very close to reality: the 
[banal mapping| of every place - [We are “late”, we are rotten 
Alexandrians, we are cultured men| who somehow still have a certain 
possibility of initiation -— Death of Orpheus (malaria) - Burial of 
Orpheus — At dusk in the suburbs towards the sea, two young men 
who have just returned from work, spread a small faded carpet 
outside the little house on the sand — They leave their shoes on the 
sand - They sit cross-legged on the mat and begin to play two of their 
instruments (a drum and a kind of very rustic mandolin, with a 
swollen and round belly like Persian ships) - They are two workers, 
immigrants, very dark leather made; two Sudanese. 


(Greek text) 


[59] Note 36f The Argonauts. Book III (continued) 


Aeetes' plans against the Argonauts - Medea promises Chalcipe to 
help her children and her companions - Road trip to Basra. It's late at 
night on the border with Iraq - A lorry station, with warehouses, cafes, 
barracks - In a ramshackle building with a small portico, in front of 
the [little shop| glittering with the lights of a village fair, which 
however fade immediately on the sand, two young workers are getting 
ready to sleep spreading their mats on the uneven floor — They look at 
a long time with their childish faces marked by tall young men with 
little moustaches - In the courtyard of a barracks, the soldiers have 
brought their cots out into the open - Against a high peeling wall 
there is a television, where an American film is playing - Some 
eighteen-year-old soldiers are watching - Others go to sleep - Two 
sleep together, embracing, and smiling, in the same bed - There is no 
moon - C ‘is a strong smell of stagnant sea - Between the enormous 
and shiny branches of the estuary of xxx appears the oasis of Basra - 
They are squat and dense palms, covered with dust — They stretch out 
to infinity - Occasionally a muddy canal - A large half-rotten boat all 
encrusted with salt and mud and painted with pitch is pushed into 
that water by the little black arms of an old man who aims with all his 
strength at a long oar that fishes in the muddy bottom - In the he only 
large, state-owned hotel in Basra, immense, humid and noisy, on the 
crumbling carpets, Jason has an interview with some bureaucrats, 
who, in that Balkan hotel, seem to feel perfectly at ease - Return to 
Kuwait - Preparation by Jason , who sacrifices to Hecate — Apparition 
of Hecate — Apparition of a group of sons of billionaire sheikhs, young 
men of about thirty, who sit on the lawn in front of the xxx xxx hotel 
and play cards like beggars or prostitutes — Hecate disappears — The 
moon hangs over the Persian Gulf as flat and warm as a lagoon. 


(Greek text) 


[60] Note 36g The Argonauts. Book III (continued) 


Testament of Orpheus — There is a moment in the journey when one 
begins to return - Alexander is not only Alexander, he is also Sikandar 
— It is Sikandar who has been able to seize that miraculous moment 
which precedes the return by a moment - The bottom of every 
journey is Zulmat (the Land of Darkness) - You go back by chance —- 
You come out of the interior, you return to the light — But is it worth 
it? — Advice to the tourist Keep it and to the Lyncean observer - In 
order not to be excluded from the myth - Remember that the serpent 
found in the desert was killed the day before by Heracles — Just 
sharpen your gaze and its little figure will appear, remote, at the edge 
of the desert — His footsteps then, which have mapped the earth, are 
still fresh everywhere - Having sung the origins (Orpheus leaves 
written in his will) made the journey possible —- The myth is literary; 
but it is always myth - But now, having reached the culmination of the 
journey, if you realize it, stay there - Let everything be dark and 
arbitrary in Zulmat: pure madness, indeed bizarre - Have the head of 
Buzurg-Ibn-Shahriyar, who he sees portents and that's it, without any 
connection and any sense - If sacrifices are needed to go back, don't 
make them - Remember what a poet tells you from his grave (near an 
oil well): you are not "late", you are not " seriori": you are the "last" - If 
you go back with the new news, no one will ever be able to travel the 
way you did again (that is, to lay dream foundations for further 
realistic journeys) - Get monkeys pregnant with snake heads or 
duckling legs non Medee — Remain in the astonishing under the light 
of the Purple Cloud - Do not come and tell Propp and Blanchot 
anything - Embarrassment and bewilderment of the crew at the 
reading of the Testament — No one feels he has the nature of a Gordon 
Pym or a “Divine Trickster” . 


(Greek text) 


[61] Note 36h The Argonauts. Book IV (continued) 


Short trip to Damascus - The city piled up like an enormous pile of 
bunkers on the ruins of souks and Arab villages, on bare, dusty hills 
inhabited by howling dogs - The Minister of Foreign Affairs, xxx xxx, 
in his poor little study, with furniture heavy that seems bought from a 
second-hand dealer — It is melancholy — In the evening v invites to a 
cocktail where the wives of diplomats do not [ even have the| strength 
of any tension, neither of cunt nor careerism V —- The poor women are 
silent, melancholy — A young pianist plays quite well the score of an 
anonymous and unpublished Italian master of the seventeenth century 
- Very popular motif, reminiscent of Neapolitan songs - Perhaps the 
general lack of energy is due to the visit of the Italian Foreign Minister 
a week earlier - Trip offered by the government in Palmyra - 
Exultation of Tenelo and Linceo - Dog cold - In the morning the 
nostrils are completely black up to the back of the throat due to the 
emanations of the small oil stoves of the hotel - Ruins of Palmyra - 
Desolate apparition on the horizon, of Heracles — Return to Kuwait. 


(Greek text) 


[62] Note 36i The Argonauts. Book IV (continued) 


Flight of Medea from the palace — Meeting with Jason — Gift of the 
Golden Fleece — Departure of the expedition to Eritrea — Stopover in 
Aden - Stop at the fiery airport from which you cannot leave — Entry 
“Visa” — The enormous group of violet and jagged volcanoes at whose 
foot, on an infinity of peninsulas, isthmuses, lagoons, piers, islets — the 
miserable] city spreads out - Everywhere the signs of the struggle - 
Walls of public houses punctured by machine-gun fire - Here and 
there some signs of bombardment - Rubble — The large abandoned 
warehouses, the empty port (on whose mud lies some ancient Persian 
sailing ship) — The roads continuously interrupted by Friesian horses 
and rusty barbed wire — Checkpoints of haggard Yemeni soldiers — The 
deserted ex-colonial hotel - The seaside club, English, deserted - 
Deafening cawing of crows — Formal reception in the desperate hotel 
lobby by an undersecretary, or something similar, in a gray suit and 
certain shoes dusted to the point to tighten the heart. 


(Greek text) 


[63] Note 361 The Argonauts. Book IV (continued) 


Scenes from Medea - Apocalyptic crises of tears, recriminations, 
threats, explosions xxx of hatred — Piani di Jason — “Trip” to a fishing 
village, with lines of sharks lined up on the breakwater and flocks of 
birds flying around it - Two hours of jeep ride along the beach — The 
“savage” is abandoned there, after being drunk on “whisky” — Hurried 
departure from Aden — Appendix to the Testament of Orpheus (found 
among his boarding papers) - Identification of death with the real 
destination of the journey - The Country of Darkness, or Zulmat, 
would have been, curiously, for our Sikandar, Kuwait - He would 
have had the intuition while spending one evening in a district of the 
old centre, overflowing with an infinity of wretched little cafés and 
small hotels — Great dusty squares teeming with people — Turbans, 
barracks (Kuwait is very traditional) and blue jeans — Alleyways even 
more crawling, and all without pavement or asphalt — Ancient dust, 
everywhere — Apparently, at the passage of Orpheus, all the young 
men crowding the cafes (there wasn't even a woman) turned around, 
with a festive and possessive smile, to look at the stranger as in the 
tales of the "Arabian Nights" - This would have been the sign. 


(Greek text) 


[64] Note 36m The Argonauts. Book IV (continued) 


Arrival in Asmara - Meeting with the Ethiopian authorities - 
Subject: oil exploration project along the coast, in the Hassan area (?) 
— Meeting with the guerrilla command near Agordat (the subject of 
the meeting is the same) — Long journey to Agordat through Cheren - 
The pretext is warthog hunting - Arrival in Agordat at dusk - Curfew: 
the poor all-white village rests on the dust two palms high - Large 
empty rooms with small beds like cots and tattered canvas curtains 
flowers — Prophetic dream of Charles - Interior of a Coptic church, 
where young priests are singing —- They stand in an oval circle at the 
back of the roughly square church —- The Sancta Sanctorum is in the 
centre: another crude square covered with gaudy naive paintings with 
stories of Archangels - The priests who sing have nothing clerical - 
They are little boys with curly and frizzy hair, very thick, which 
protrudes back on the nape and in front on the forehead - They have 
thin noses, full mouths, dark and wounded eyes of herbivorous 
animals — The old ones are like them, just as fresh — Their hair, 
between curly and frizzy, has become all white — Everyone sings the 
sacred song with great joy, leaning forward their bodies, offering it 
almost sensually, as if carried away by the music — In the However, 
there is also something sweetly cunning and familiar about their smile 
- Some accompany the singing by shaking sistras, with regular 
movements; others by beating small drums — The old men are leaning 
on crooks, which end in a T shape in a little handle of precious and 
worn metal - One of these old men has a dazzling smile - The 
dreamer approaches him, until the eyes of the white-haired old man 
rest upon him - It is a penetrating and revealing look — That old man 
‘knows everything’ about Orpheus and his relationship to the Third 
World - 'Knows everything’, too, about the poor duped barbarian, 
whose bones are white among the sharks (unless has not become a 
beggar, in front of the small door of the small mosque). 


(Greek text) 


[65] Note 36n The Argonauts. Book IV (continued) 


«When you write without thinking of revealing a secret, that is, 
sincerely, you realize you are revealing a secret you didn't know you 
had» - «Die before these people recant» -— «But also joyfully 
communicate to others what you know about these people» —- Last 
notebook of Orpheus — Departure for Tel Aviv — Stopovers in Cairo 
and Nicosia - Arrival in Tel Aviv at dusk — Rapid vision of a 
nineteenth-century Levantine city - On the beach not far from the 
hotel, lighting fires, pass the night of the poor boys - A bar, further on, 
large, empty and glittering - The morning "reveals" a city full of 
soldiers - Something astonishing, mysterious and painful - Transfer to 
Jerusalem - The climate of revelation continues, which but it leaves 
the most important thing about this nation dark and suspended - 
Night — The entrance to a cinema sparkles — A group of boys and girls 
stand in front of it, in the empty street with idle uncertainty - 
Permissiveness and shyness — A boy hangs in the balance , a little 
neurotically, on the edge of the pavement — He is the most beautiful 
creature in all the earth — Perhaps he comes from Spain - With a flick 
of his large and strong body, which however still seems that of a boy, 
he detaches himself from the pavement capriciously, suddenly - He 
runs away - He reaches a deserted alleyway behind the cinema - Here 
is a Vespasian all in white majolica and a little miserable - The dark- 
haired boy goes to pee in it - But he pees staying away from the small 
peeling cup - Pissing is a long sparkling stream that draws a defiant 
and at the same time innocent arc in the shadow - The dark-haired 
boy clutching his member between his two hands, thrusts his lap 
forward, keeping his solid adolescent legs wide apart — He is not 
afraid of being seen — He does not get over it not even the mind to 
have some modesty or, at the same time, to put on an exhibition - His 
is a boy's game - But at the same time that piss is possessive - It's 
curious that an introverted Jewish boy pisses like this - Certainly no 
boy Arab pisses like this: he hides, a little sordidly, and maybe 
crouches - There is no desire for affirmation in his pissing, even if 
perhaps innocent (and only socially a little spoiled) as in the Jewish 
boy. 


(Greek text) 


[66] Note 37 Something written 


At the end of my "Argonautica" I feel that I owe the reader some 
explanation, referring to what I said in Note 22i about stylistic 
"bizarreness" in a novel that set out to be austerely normal. At the 
time it was the insert of a "graphic", here it is the long insert of a 
Greek or neo-Greek text (or more precisely the literary neo-Greek used 
by Cavafis). Well, these printed but illegible pages want to proclaim in 
an extreme way -— but which is also symbolic for the rest of the book - 
my decision: which is not to write a story, but to build a form (as it 
will turn out better more forward): form consisting simply of 
"something written". I do not deny that certainly the best thing would 
have been to even invent an alphabet, perhaps of an ideographic or 
hieroglyphic character, and print the whole book like this. After all, 
xxx Michaux (?) did it recently, drawing the entire book for himself, 
line by line, in a patient and infinite invention of non-alphabetic signs. 
But my cultural formation and my character have prevented me from 
building my "form" through similar methods, extremist, yes, but also 
extremely boring. That's why I chose to use apparently significant 
materials for my self-sufficient and useless construction. 


[67] Note 40 The art that gladdens the human heart 


«Darkness and solemnity are completely out of place in the study 
(even the most rigorous) of an art originally intended to gladden the 
human heart: 


Gravity, a mysterious carriage of the 
body to conceal the defects of the mind 
Laurence Sterne» 


We have reached the end of the first of the three parts that make up 
this poem in a rapid and concise style: it was only a long prologue, or 
a long antecedent (that's why I was relatively able to run). Looking 
back, however, at this point I cannot help making an observation that 
I find rather uncomfortable. In what context, under what cultural 
"roof' do the relationships between our protagonist's ego and his id 
take place? From the psychoanalytical point of view, both orthodox 
and heterodox, both Freudian and Jungian, both Frommian and 
Lacanian, these relationships are so free that they can legitimately be 
defined as arbitrary, indeed, provocative. Rarely has he been seen to 
play so disobediently with "obediently" accepted concepts. The 
repression with which Carlo's ego frees itself, classically from the 
responsibility of the blood event with which the first part of the poem 
ends, in reality obeys completely invented laws. I have no other 
explanation to give than that fairy tales are crude. And that therefore 
the division in two of Carlo's Ego [puts| in reality every time 
the|relationship between a Half Ego and a whole Id. Repression is 
half classical repression, scientifically analyzable, the other half is 
simply a numbness similar to that of certain paralytics in whom only 
half of the brain works. There is no darkness or gravity in this, it must 
be admitted: and any possible allegorical implications V can only be v 
amusing. So at least I hope. And with this hope, I move on to the 
second part of the poem, which is actually the real first part. 


Ezra Pound. 


[68] 


Cultured tales 


About "popular culture", to introduce characters totally different 
from the bourgeois protagonists, in an intellectual meeting the 
following stories are told and commented (see "The Brothers 
Karamazov") : 


The purchase of a slave (in Khartoum) — return trip (slave trip — 
return osmosis between the two cultures, through sex) 


The story of an Indian family whose members die one by one of 
hunger (cf. Notes for a film on “India”) 


The destruction of the population of Bihar (the Whites try to destroy 
the 30 or 40 millions of hungry and choleric people, first by throwing 
poisoned food "packages" from above, then even by carpet-bombing 
cities and villages. But the population does not die: as soon as they are 
killed, massacred, everyone is resurrected. 


The exchange of experiences between a young Israeli and a young 
Arab (both die in a battle on the Golan etc. and each of the two is 
reborn in the body of the other, living their cultural experiences: the 
Arab experiences industrialization and cosmopolitanism factory of 
Israel (in Bathsheba), and the Israeli lives the pre-industrial, peasant, 
magical existence of a village in poor Lebanon. The story ends with 
the two real funerals. 


The re-foundation of the Kota religion 


A story that takes place at a time when Sicily is being re-Romanised 
(Arabs and Sicilians) 


Discussions on the relationship between popular culture (popular 
poetry, real traditions, etc.) and dominant culture (Bourbon 
Catholicism, etc.) in a Lucanian country. 


Story of a Greek or Andalusian emigrant in Germany, seen in the 
early 1960s on the threshold of 1968 (still absolutely unexpected) 


Three stories of Trapdoors 


— in Morocco (Rabat) at the bottom of the trapdoor the world is equal 
thanks to a (dying, plague-stricken) King 

- in Nigeria (Kano) a degraded world, with the old woman in cage 

- in Algeria (?) the world of Paris, in which the boy becomes a toilet 
cleaner, truly degraded and a servant 


R4ccoky« CoeTs 


A proposito di "eultura popolare", per introdurre personaggi totalmente 
diversi dai protagonisti borghesi, in une im riunione intellettuale si 
paecoMtano e si commentano (vedi "I fratelli Karamazov), le sweguenti 


storie: 


L'acquisto di uno schiavo (a Kartua) - andata e ritorno (andata schiavi= 
sta - ritorno opmosi tra le due 
culture, attraverso il sesso) 

La storia di una famiglia indiana i cui membri muoiono a uno a uno di fame 


(cfr.Appunti per un film sull'"India") 


LA distruzione della popolazione del Bihar (g Bianchi cercano di distruggere 
i 30 o 40 milioni di affamati e omitrasx 
coterosi, dapprima buttando dall'alto 
"pacchi" di viveri avvelenati, poi addi= 
rittura bombardando a tappeto eitta e vil= 
laggi. Ma la popolazione non muore: appena 
ucecisi, massacrati, tutti risuseitano. 

Lo seambio di esperienze tra un giovane israeliano e un giovane arabo (tutti e 


due muoiono in un battaglia sul Golan ecc. 


pot wy e ognuno dei due rinasce nel corpo dell'al= 
eS ae e (ex c tro, Vivendone le esperienze culturali: l'a= 
i pe ‘c pas!) “ oo) rabo vive l'industrilaizzazione e il cosmo= 
es * Ae aie ' es, politismo industriale di Isareale (a Betsa= 
ge Ge é ce) a Neg nF as bea), e l'isrealiano vive l'esistenza pre= 
i am vs oye ore spre a “ae industridle, contadina, Magica di un villag= 
att (aN Cn Te A gio del Libano povero. La storia finisee coi 


due funerali veri. 


La rifondazione della religione dei Kota 


Ula storia che si svolge nel momento in cui la Sicilia 6 riromanizzata (Arabi e 
Siciliani) 
Discussioni sxx sui rapporti tra cultura popolare (poesia popolare, tradizioni rea= 


li ece.) e cultura domanante (il cattolicesimo borbonico eec) in un paese Lueano. 


Storia di un emigrante greco o andaluso in Geraania, wt nee Ww oor Bets 
LE repli Ue 168 ( ecom erestaten i wefrenrl) 


[69] Note 41 Purchase of a slave 


«Our hero — said V — who couldn't be Italian, and would sound false 
even as a Frenchman, [let's say he is Anglo-Saxon; and let's call him 
jokingly (because it has nothing to do with it) Tristram. [He's a guy 
who could resemble the| film critic of a major newspaper who wanted 
to rejuvenate his "staff'. Blond, adolescent, stupid, witty. He is 
endowed with the usual "half culture". But he is "initiated". And this 
transforms "half culture" into a social qualification that allows it to be 
integrated and to be at the forefront. To write in the "Guardian" (?) 
and to laugh with a nihilistic air and the utmost contempt (like certain 
young rebels encountered in Russian books from Dostoevsky to 
Bulgakov) at the establishment (which is extremely gratifying). Well, I 
say all this for the pleasure of telling stories, which, as we know, 
always err on the side of excess (those who decide to tell something 
immediately have the opportunity to tell the entire universe). 

But now I will be schematic. This Tristram Well, all this is little 
more than an excursus, perhaps too curious to be truly "real"... But 
don't forget that the speaker is a journalist. What matters in our little 
story, whose "reality" is symbolic, is a detail which is then a kind of 
excursus within the excursus|. Some of these "pilgrims", together with 
other young men and women of the Negro race, whose provenance 
escapes me | (perhaps the pagan South of Sudan?), are even taken and 
sold as slaves even before they reach the other side of the Red Sea. 
This happens on the outskirts of Khartoum, probably in Abadan which 
is the old city (the one of xxx xxx) still with its low houses of ocher 
colored mud, its long low walls which jealously enclose the almost 
religious intimacy of the peasant dwelling, the its large dusty open 
spaces blinded by the sun, with a few shining bougainvillea or a few 
red acacias in the background... Such slave markets are on the edge of 
legality, but under Abboud's regime they are more or less tolerated. In 
short, anyone who wants to can manage to find a way to get to the 
slave auction clandestinely, and buy a girl or a boy for an amount 
corresponding, I believe, to about three four hundred thousand lire. 
Tristram was struck (ironically) by this story. And he decided (again 
ironically) to travel to Khartoum to buy a slave girl. He was, 
apparently, heterosexual. He then began what we have the weakness 
to call his "anabasis" of him. In fact, it was a question of advancing to 
a place (the Middle East and the Sudanese belt) that was ascertained 


but, to our traveler, unknown; and, at the same time, to leave behind 
a well-known place, indeed, THE place par excellence: England, 
Europe (Western civilization - please trivially note it). Now, our 
brilliant Tristram had always been "conscious" of the existence of 
another universe, and he did not hesitate, as a progressive, to attribute 
to this universe a dignity equal to that of his own... But 
"consciousness" is one thing, the "knowledge" another. Especially since 
Tristram's social culture was evidently a very aristocratic empirical 
and pragmatic culture, which believed only in "field" research (even if 
Tristram was "spoiled" by ideologies coming from the continent, 
utopian, dogmatic, crudely rational). Through the relatively slow time 
of the anabasis, despite the airplane journeys, our Tristram acquires to 
the conscience what it socially accepts, but which deep down (and 
precisely for social reasons) it rejects: the reality of another universe. 
It is one thing to think of the Khartoum sun and one thing to live it, to 
accept it in the body v the innumerable silence, etc. It is one thing to 
think of the person whom he could have put in touch with the slave- 
sellers, and one thing to meet him in the flesh (a tall, fat, limp-as-a- 
child man, with a big moustache, wrapped in a white barracano with 
a a pair of black European trousers, and shoes as if hardened by the 
dust that had penetrated them). The sale of slaves took place [ on the 
sly | in a small hotel which on the ground floor was also a bar (an 
empty and smelly room due to the adjacent toilet, where urine 
overflowed from the hole). The rooms opened onto a small white 
internal courtyard with wooden balconies, massive and devoured by 
humidity. Inside those rooms there were some greyish cots, a few 
chairs that were also massive and half rotten, a rag at the sink. The 
slaves were crowded in threes or fours in these little rooms, all wet 
with sweat (because there weren't even the fans that turned 
desperately and almost uselessly in the bare room of the bar). Tristram 
expected to see male and female slaves naked. Instead they were all 
very modestly dressed. When he told his boyfriend xxx if it was the 
case to see the slaves naked, in order to be able to choose them better, 
he immediately noticed that he had caused a serious embarrassment, 
followed by a kind of confusion. Tristram understood that he had 
made a gaffe, and according to the dictates of his philosophy on him 
he immediately ironically adapted to the situation. A moment of 
agitation followed: if Negro Puritanism and Muslim Puritanism, 
combined, were to be transgressed, it could not happen without a 
certain dismay. But - white man power! - immediately afterwards 
Tristram was ushered into another small room, similar to the previous 
ones but with a large fan, and here in turn the slave girls were 
brought, who, as if by order received, began to undress. This didn't 
happen without some mirth on their part. They laughed as peasant 


women laugh, with a great gleam of teeth, and looking at the buyer 
with a certain almost mocking boldness (that is, as if from the depths 
of their blackness they considered that white man "other", exactly as 
he considered them: there was no it was the possibility of an 
encounter, in so much extraneousness: not even an encounter of a 
morally negative, dramatic, scandalous nature, like the one that exists 
between someone who buys a human being and someone who is 
bought! stubborn and dismayed). Tristram immediately understood 
that there was no point in making direct accusations, and 
philosophically angry, smoking his pipe, he limited himself to saying 
that he liked none of them. And meanwhile they continued to laugh, 
looking at him, as if they were making fun of the deplorable weakness 
he had shown by asking to see them naked. But his would be an 
inhibited puritan, if his half-culture wanted him uninhibited. So his 
classic sadism, Victorian etc. find a way to be accepted by his 
conscience. Of course, at the same time as it is accepted, such sadism 
is also accommodated - needless to say. Even on an ideological level, 
moreover, our Tristram has accommodated his anti-authoritarian and 
anti-colonialist progressivism within the broader framework of a 
Eurocentrism which constitutes his real, and much deeper and 
ineradicable, racial prejudice. However, one day a friend told him that 
in certain places in the Sudanese belt, i.e. south of the Sahara, there is 
still a slave market. For example, pilgrimages to Mecca are organized 
throughout the Islamic world every year. There are people who leave 
from Morocco, from Mauritania, from Senegal to dutifully go to pay 
homage to the tomb of Mohammed. (Then it seems that they have the 
right to put on a green turban.) Let us take a group of young 
Mauritanian farmers: Muslim Negroes. They want to go to Mecca. But 
they are as poor as the poorest one can be. They have never seen more 
"dinar" together than it takes to buy a pair of trousers in the souq. But 
there is someone who provides for them, that is, for their thirst for 
devotion. Their journey is organized, which they will pay for with 
work instead of money. They leave in rickety trucks but very nicely 
painted in the brightest colors. They say goodbye to their mothers, 
their many friends, their village, and they leave. The journey to get to 
the other end of the desert, along the entire Sudanese strip, takes 
three or four years. I will not describe such an odyssey to you. The 
work of pilgrims is naturally the work of labourers. And the trip is 
arranged so that they can work on the plantations or maybe even 
some building site on a regular basis. Naturally, nothing protects them 
and their work is practically v [unlimited]: after all, they have no 
alternatives. Either work as slaves or no Mecca (and no homecoming 
to boot). The oldest and weakest die on the street. Those who arrive at 
the Red Sea, at Port Sudan or more probably at some smaller and 


more remote seaside resort, can finally embark and hope to be at the 
end of their ordeal. However, as soon as they reach the other side of 
the Red Sea, in the neighborhood of Jeddah (for it is not considered 
necessary that they should go as far as Mecca), they are seized, 
chained and kept there as slaves. away from the man who bought 
them to hear his act as non-existent, or at least not relevant to their 
real life). Looking at those laughing and provocative faces, Tristram 
thought of whores. In fact, it often happens that whores have that 
excessive defiance (precisely laughing) air with their clients. And the 
thought of whores was immediately linked to the thought of cheating. 
Those women were just ordinary whores who had lent themselves to 
the game of selling slaves, organized by that fat black man with a 
mustache who was therefore nothing more than a cheeky swindler 
({linked| to his own scam by a bond, background of their laughter was 
so remote and hopelessly alien, that Tristram wondered if it weren't 
the case to V anguish.It was, however, precisely at that point that he 
freed himself from that very unpleasant situation (the mediator 
already had a kind of stubborn and mean veil of tears in his eyes), 
with an unexpected idea for himself. He asked to look at the male 
slaves, to possibly buy one. The mediator and his assassins, candid 
and apprehensive, who were all teenagers of indefinable age, 
suspended all They hastened to comply with the will of the purchaser: 
and immediately a dozen male slaves were herded into another small 
room, who, as soon as Tristram entered, hastened to undress, 
according to the same directive given to the women. They did so 
without laughing and without making fun of the stranger. Indeed, 
some of them smiled sweetly, with sympathy, dedication and 
obedience. Most, however, were serious, with dull eyes, or open in a 
stupor full of uncertainty and fear. Those of perhaps Ethiopian origin - 
and perhaps non-Muslims - were even in the grip of a dramatic sense 
of offended modesty (linked to who knows what } despairing | taboos). 
If Tristram, instead of being there full of bashful sympathy towards his 
black "brothers", to commit an arbitrary act of guilt, had had a 
machine gun in his hand, like a marine or an old military ancestor of 
his, to threaten them, and to take them with the force rather than 
money, the effect would not have been different. In fact, it would have 
been exactly the same. That bunch of young men with humble 
dangling limbs was on the other side of the bank, and did not relate to 
Tristram except existentially (and here they could very well also be 
poor European peasants): while their cultural xxx remained lost in 
distances xxx. The very advanced v Tristram Walker therefore risked 
not being able to gain any experience; neither private (sadistic) nor 
social (knowledge of a different world, which was then beginning to 
be called the Third World). It was from the immorality of the first that 


the authenticity of the second had to derive. And what was expected 
was a confirmation of Tristram's democratic progressivism. Remaining 
what he was - instead - and disappointed by the fact that that "other" 
world had not extended its arms to welcome him into its bosom, even 
if provoked, that is, attacked through a real cognitive will because it 
was scandalous - Tristram succeeded in the balcony followed by the 
assassins, in which the innocent hope of a reward | even for an 
unfinished business gleamed desperately and sinisterly in the eye. 
However, it was right on the balcony that Tristram had the apparition. 
She was a girl of about twelve or thirteen, but maybe even less. She 
was of such a perfect and inhuman beauty as to appear almost 
metallic (apart from the color of her skin): a mask from Benin, with 
features engraved and [absolute| like vegetables. Her little dress was 
that of a poor peasant girl: a faded pink rag with little flowers, tight 
around the chest and wide at the bottom, down to mid-leg. As 
Tristram saw her, the little girl spun and disappeared. But Tristram 
had decided: it was she who had to buy. He immediately said it 
plainly to the mediator. As usual, he fell into his confusion, but, after 
consulting with the thin adolescent helpers, he ended up decisively 
leading Tristram towards a third small room, where the boys were 
massed. She was there, among the others, but in the front row, 
submissive and at the same time proud like a toy soldier. Perhaps she 
had understood everything about her and with her dazzling and 
steady eyes she confirmed that she was willing to be bought as a slave 
and precisely by that master of hers. The deal was soon (relatively 
soon) concluded to the great satisfaction of all. 

Tristram had rented a small house with a garden on the other side 
of Khartoum, in the noble and European area, along the Nile. Here it 
generally seemed to be a very hot summer day «au bord de la Seine». 
In the secrecy of his cottage where he could quietly "make his will 
known", since no one would have anything to say about his conduct as 
a citizen of the Commonwealth, while he busied himself writing the 
articles, with which he "calculated" to pay for that journey, he began 
his practice of applying the «philosophie du boudoir». For example, 
for the entire time he was at the table writing, Giana, the little black 
slave, was required to stay right under the table, with her master's 
member in her mouth, even if not necessarily erect. Transgression of 
this obligation would have given rise to a pre-established punishment, 
with legislative wisdom, based on lashes: two if the little girl had 
abandoned for a single instant - taken by some bodily necessity or 
some childish distraction - her master's member: dose which was 
naturally destined to increase in proportion to the extent of the 
disobedience. Thus Tristram spent the last three hours of the morning 
and the whole late afternoon (periods of the day in which he worked) 


with his member in Giana's mouth. Possible punishments were noted 
in a notebook, and given in the evening all together. The little girl 
found all this natural, and did not flinch at any claim or any xxx: 
being a slave was an idea in her that was radically part of her 
conscience. And the more she accepted with total passivity the 
slavery, the pain, the oppression, the beatings of her [inscrutable| 
master, the more this master, on her part, was delighted| and fierce. 
He had also noticed that the child accepted her changes in mood and 
behavior in the most natural way. Tristram was in fact naturally kind, 
sweet and good to [ her, except | when [ he decided | to switch to 
sadistic practices. A passage that |he did without} any violence, by 
means of a simple but mandatory invitation. And the little girl, in fact, 
did not ask herself why her "master" so suddenly passed from a 
sweetness and an understanding such as she, certainly, had never 
known, to the more ruthless | demand, with the annexed 
punishments [ equally ruthless]. Tristram, noticing that he had this 
fact, immediately made him return to the [owner's behavior|, or rather 
to the ceremonial. But [ in the same way as | the little girl naturally 
accepted violence and punishments, she just as naturally accepted 
Tristram's kindness and civil favors: she had no gratitude towards him 
for this - just as she had no rancor for the evil what did she do to 
them. During the sexual ceremonies, which she performed with the 
diligence with which children do their homework or fulfill their 
duties, with self-respect and a certain desire to do right - it was not 
clear what was going on in her head. She was less beautiful than her 
as she had first appeared on the balcony of the “National Hotel”, she 
had become more miserable, gloomy, petite: and this was all that 
transpired, indirectly, of her feelings for her. When she was being 
chastised she would squeal and cry regularly, to cease immediately. 
When her master treated her well, in moments of normality, outside 
the ceremonials, she betrayed no feeling. Only when he [ ate a 
greedy bliss shone in her eyes. V Tristram ended up realizing this too. 
And so the "feeding of the female slave" also became part of the 
ceremonial. The first time this was a great pleasure for Tristram. In 
fact she was absolutely innocent, and that day she was preparing to 
eat those good things that were eaten in the houses of the rich, with 
the usual peaceful happiness. Tristram - as he had calculated, 
abominably, to himself - as soon as Giana was about to start her meal, 
she took it from him, with a severe air, like the «arcanamente just» 
Jupiter, as a supplement to the punishments she had deserved that 
morning . In fact, she was also in charge of washing him meticulously, 
everywhere, in the large bathtub of the colonial "toilet": and that 
morning, in fact, she had shown a certain lack of diligence in rubbing 
Tristram's penis and anus. For the first time, in taking that dog's meal 


from her, Tristram was able to catch a certain desperate 
disappointment on Giana's face, and an almost excruciating look up at 
her. From then on, even the meal depended on the inscrutable will of 
the master, and Giana, as with everything else, resigned herself to it. 

This story only lasted a few days. Tristram, as you will have well 
understood, was naturally lacking in grandeur. So he reserved a very 
brief experiment for his sadistic experience, determined to remember 
it for the rest of his life, with irony, that is, without nostalgia, as 
regards the first part, slavery, and without the slightest sentimentality 
as regards the second part, the liberation. 

He had decided to free Giana in the best possible way: but there 
wasn't, to tell the truth, much choice. Indeed, there was only one 
possibility, that was to leave her to a mission. |There was} only one 
Catholic mission in Khartoum, and it was run by a Dutch father, 
named xxx, a very young man, about thirty, with a huge head of hair 
and a huge red beard, and, in the midst of all that hair of the eyes 
eternally and madly laughing. When Tristram brought Giana to him to 
entrust her to him, it was already towards evening, the heat was 
atrocious, the bougainvilleas and red acacias hung inert in the peace 
of the African night with a distant drum, and not a single voice rising 
from the pink-colored mud houses or ochre, in the immense 
neighborhood covered with two palms of soft dust. The mission was a 
cottage somewhat like the one Tristram had rented along the Nile: but 
infinitely more [miserable]. As soon as Father xxx — who already knew 
Tristram's decision and was waiting for him - saw him coming, he 
[immediately] began to make big and exaggerated gestures with his 
hands, indeed, with all his long arms. These nods regularly ended with 
the application of the long bony forefinger against the lips and a 
happier flicker of laughter in the little [candid| eyes: Father xxx more 
than evidently wanted to make Tristram understand by this that he 
had to be silent. So the broad nods underwent a change that was also 
well underlined. This time they |indicated| clearly to Tristram to 
follow, always, lin silence, the friar|. So Tristram found himself, with 
Giana clasped by the hand, in the adjoining room (which was 
naturally supposed to be the living room), with the doors wide open 
onto a veranda that gave onto the dusty garden, ominously thick with 
xxx and palms. The heat was atrocious, the darkness profound. 
However, on the floor of the living room, almost devoid of furniture, 
about forty bodies could be glimpsed: they were the bodies of sleeping 
children. Sleep had caught them in the most diverse and disordered 
positions. Were it not for the deep peace and a certain propriety of 
their poor little white clothes, they would have looked like shot. 
Father xxx with his big hands folded on his lap, stood contemplating 
them almost a little moved, and certainly very amused. His eyes that 


then fixed in an intense and naive [ twinkle | on his guest [ indicated 
how father xxx | found this very funny. Having shown that he had his 
organizational masterpiece in Tristram - done in all simplicity of spirit 
and Christian poverty - Father xxx whispered to Tristram to follow 
him into his study. It was a stuffy little room, also due to the [heavy| 
fabric of the sofas and chairs crowded around a small desk 
overflowing with papers. Here was briefly what was, in practice, the 
second sale of Giana, who, without understanding, watched the two 
owners talk to each other. Until the new buyer took her by the hand, 
preparing to take her there, to the dormitory, with the others. But first 
he walked Tristram to the door. Tristram stroked Giana's head, shook 
the friar's hand, with his ironic smile, almost that of a young American 
marine, prematurely withered, taking his leave. The friar turned, as 
always, with an exaggerated and cheerful pirouette, towards the 
inside of the house. Giana followed him, and although Tristram stood 
still on the [soft| carpet of dust of the wide dusty street looking at her, 
she did not turn around, not even for an instant. 

A crescent moon had risen in the v [ Islamic | landscape. The night 
was indigo. Not a voice was heard. Some American music was playing 
in the distance. 

The catabasis began, which, in addition to being less clear and, so to 
speak, less "expressive", was also much less brief than the anabasis. 
Tristram did fly, it is true, to Cairo (where he paid a visit to the city), 
but then went by train to Alexandria to return to Europe by sea. 
Alexandria is a city with some cultural tradition, not only 
[archaeological]. Writers were born and lived there (for example 
Cavafis), there is some cultural circle. Wandering around the center 
waiting to embark, Tristram entered a bookshop, and, curiously, the 
first book that came into his hands was a small anthology of Marx's 
"Capital", in who knows what edition. Tristram had never read it, 
having snubbed it both in Cambridge where he had studied and in 
London where he lived his intellectual life. Besides, there were many 
books that Tristram did not know. Being an "initiate" as belonging to 
the most culturally unscrupulous elite of his country, gave him the 
opportunity to read practically nothing except newspapers and 
magazines. Indeed, in truth, after Cambridge he had not read any 
books, except some stupid monographs on Eisenstein and Hitchcock: 
he did not know a line of the history of religions, linguistics, etc., and, 
of anthropology, he had read only a few pages by Lévi-Strauss at the 
time when these [was absolutely fashionable. As for Fanon (because 
equally very fashionable) he knew him only by name. He therefore 
imagined that behind the mystery of Giana and her sellers, there was a 
"magic world", but, instinctively, and out of pure ignorance, he 
downgraded it to an all in all insignificant and negative fact. For him, 


a progressive, the magical world was nothing but superstition (of 
which, in truth, he knew only the four trivial facts that everyone 
knows). The "otherness" of Giana's world, who hadn't turned around, 
evidently also included the magical world, but it was not in this that it 
expressed itself: on the contrary, Tristram instinctively attributed to 
Giana, at least in an extremely crude and only potential way, his own 
feeling of condemnation towards it, V his negative judgment of an 
advanced man who interpreted the Third World as a mythical 
confirmation of his own reformist progressivism, and as a mythical 
march towards the future by which the New Left was comforted in its 
just struggle . But interpreted in this way too, Giana's Third World was 
a total frustration, without any glimmer of reasonable hope: and in 
fact in the inevitable moment in which they parted, each going his 
own way, one could neither say that Tristram had integrated her own 
culture with Giana's culture, nor that Giana, in turn, had integrated 
her own culture with Tristram's. 

But the integration of these two cultures was the only possibility of 
a democratic relationship between people like Tristram and people 
like Giana. There was no other solution in the world to coexist civilly 
and in accordance with reason. That this hadn't even happened in the 
slightest got on Tristram's nerves terribly. But it was nevertheless 
already a lot (for an impartial observer like me) that he had entered 
into a crisis; and that he had wanted to prolong the time of his return 
journey to his homeland indefinitely. The problem was: to save one's 
conscience in a relationship between two cultures that could not 
integrate with each other; and that indeed, despite all the goodwill, 
they remained perfectly alien to each other. 

The solution, V, happened suddenly. The ship in which Tristram 
was to make his eternal return journey to England stopped for a day 
or two in Naples. Tristram of course landed and set about exploring 
the city (although he'd been there before). In certain lirresistibly| dirty 
little gardens, where children, as they did twenty years earlier, bathed 
in their panties in a tub, he wildly saw a dark and ragged "scugnizza" 
standing aside: 

XXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXX 


There was no doubt, she looked like Giana. She was almost her 
sister. She belonged to an equal "culture". The one that gave the same 
physical quality (despite purely accidental differences) to those 
plebeian kids from Naples who dived into the fountain and those from 
Khartoum who slept in father xxx's dormitory. The pasta [ of meat 
was a different pasta from that V of the dominant culture Vv: V which 
could integrate popular culture only by making it its own, that is 


forcing it to degenerate, to remain in the low levels of consciousness 
as it had remained, for centuries, in low levels of society. 

V And here Tristram V let himself fall on the stinking grass of those 
little gardens in Forcella: “fall”, I say, like St. Paul on the road to 
Damascus. He had suddenly converted to Marxism V. He got up, and 
already completely absorbed in his new future, he walked for a long 
time, like the good sportsman he was, up and down the lowest and 
most fetid alleyways of the city; and, seeing around him all that 
misery, that "lack of dignity", he now knew that he had to fight to 
suppress and overcome it. He had no more room for cases of 
conscience, for pity and all those other annoyances. The catechumen 
is ruthless (and he will become even more so when he is a senator). » 

V «Extraordinary story, also [because it was disappointing |» said one 
of the listeners. 

V «Yes — said [the Narrator| — but the story of Tristram is nothing, 
compared to the story of xxx, of xxx and their three children.» 

"And how is this story of xxx, of xxx and their three children?" asked 
the listener himself. 

"Give me a sip of whiskey, and I'll tell you about it," said the 
narrator with a happy face. 


t 


— the Neapolitan part must be an appendix, given quickly before 
starting the following story 
— the story must have another real ending 


See Mr. Walker (critic, indeed, of "..."). 

Our narrator was telling this story around 1965-66. 

See previous note. 

Dante, Purgatory, Canto XXIX. 

this 

report 

above we read: that, correction intervention not completed 
followed by a reference to a note not inserted 


[70] 


— experience of slavery (symbolic sense, etc.) 
- liberation of the female slave 


— indifference of the slave to both slavery and freedom. His traceless 
disappearance, non-existence. What is different does not exist. 
Enigma not posed as well as not solved etc. etc. [left to a Mission — 
she doesn't look back] 


— mixing or missing cultural integration: in her and in him 


— Catabasi: passage to Naples (by ship) — Neapolitan child — Fall of 
Damascus -— Impossibility of real, living [democratic] cultural 
integration —- Only possibility ask yourself the problem to save your 
conscience and then don't care. - Tristram joining the Communist 
Party (conversion to Marxism) 


May 26, 1974 


[71] Note 42 The story of xxx and xxx and their three 
sons XXX 


[72] Note 43 History of the city of Patna and the region 
of Bihar 


«The city of Patna — began the narrator — as you all well know is the 
capital of Bihar, and is located on the banks of the Ganges. The night 
in which our story begins was any night. At nine in the evening the 
silence was already deep, but many people, as is the custom in India, 
were awake even though Vv. Crouched in the corners, [ under the 
barracks, along some fetid drain, among the bushes at the end of the 
endless clearings, at that moment all marshy, in front of the violently 
lit doors of some hotel. There was also a dense though silent coming 
and going of bicycles]. Contrary to the voices of the people, which 
were so discreet as to be more than whispers uttered in a sacred place 
(but with the calm, idle air of people who have known each other for 
a long time and see each other again in that chatter every evening) 
the lights, on the other hand, [unlike the voices|, they seemed to lack 
any discretion: they sparkled white and violent in festoons, like on an 
abandoned festival, reflecting on the puddles and mud (the rainy 
season had just begun). In a point where these lights shone with the 
most naked and miserable "violence", and precisely in front of the "xxx 
Hotel", which was the most important hotel in the city, the knot of 
nocturnal chatterboxes was more numerous and thicker than 
elsewhere. In fact, all the "coolies", there in front — in the muddy little 
square | in front | of the hotel, some dilapidated houses and the 
endless | square of the parade ground |, all marshy and illuminated by 
the moon — had lined up their carriages pulled by bicycles . Indeed, 
someone, wrapping himself in the same long rag, which rolled up 
around his hips served as a dress, and which was now taut and light as 
a shroud, had already gone to sleep on the seat of his wheelchair, 
which was also Vv. But generally, those who did this couldn't actually 
sleep, and listened to the chatter of friends. Then someone was totally 
dedicated to the preparations before sleep: he put his ramshackle 
mud-encrusted wheelchair in order, he did his ablutions in some 
puddle, he dried himself with some rag picked at the bottom of xxx, 
he proceeded to fill that mysterious amphora with water made of 
brass, which everyone in the city carried with them. And it was these 
preparations that put those who made them into a particularly 
cheerful frame of mind; and if in the discreet chatter that followed, 
and which resounded like a whisper under the immense and humid 


pall of the tropical night, [every now and then there was a cry or a 
call, or a louder laugh, they were the ones who were preparing to go 
to sleep that they were guilty of it|. At the xxx Hotel they were about 
to close. The red door, with perforated peepholes like in "night clubs" 
and a crown of light bulbs around it, was already closed from the 
inside; there was still only one or two customers inside, who dined in 
the large rooms of the basement, and the custodians turned and 
turned with a reserved and unfriendly air, like priests who repeat their 
useless gestures whose symbolic meaning has also been lost. The 
waiters, as their shift ended, went out, and for the most part, before 
going off on their own business, that is, to sleep, they too started 
chatting with the group of "coolies" and the old night owls whose 
room from the bedroom it could be glimpsed nearby, dimly lit: it was 
a bare floor of beaten earth, with a bench, two or three rags, and, in 
front of the threshold, a fetid puddle. Only those who worked at the 
hotel were dressed in European style: and very roughly: he had a pair 
of very light white trousers and a shirt of the same fabric. For this 
reason, he did not fail to assume and maintain a certain haughty air. 
The others, as I said, had only one rag around their hips, and 
someone, above it, a poor faded blouse. Around ten o'clock, the last 
customers of the restaurant left, all Indians. That night there were no 
foreigners passing by and the hotel rooms were empty with their 
enormous fans stopped and the doors open onto the long sinister dark 
wooden galleries. After those last customers - who left by car - Sardar 
also came out, one of the waiters in the restaurant, perhaps the 
youngest, but also the nicest and the most robust. He was in fact 
originally from the mountainous region on the border of Nepal. He 
looked satisfied with his work, he was all elegant with his black 
trousers and his European, or rather American, floral blouse and his 
pointy shoes (hardened by dust and dried mud, perhaps: but a sign of 
great ol there] where everyone was barefoot). His two eyes, 
which seemed bistrated so much their oblique design was engraved in 
the socket and so thick were the eyebrows, shone with a joy without 
reason, like that of animals; and in fact he could not have been 
distinguished from those of all his peers who were gathered there, in 
that corner of the world. How could not have been distinguished her 
hair straight, drawn, shiny and black; black with such pure blackness 
that they can remember nothing but the plumage of birds; and 
gleaming with an equally pure sheen. 

Sardar stood silently in front of the small group of marauders: he 
did not dare to intervene in the conversation, but was smiling and 
involved. His was both shyness and pride. Shyness because he was 
more delicate than those poor coolies who owned the street; pride, 
because he felt socially superior to them. But shyness and pride 


canceled each other out, and of their prettiest side all that remained 
was the dazzling and silent smile. 

His less fortunate and rougher peers — as much as it is possible to 
speak of roughness in those creatures delicate as lambs, weak and 
weak with eyes full of harmlessness — continued to talk to each other 
about their topic of that evening, with their rapid speech, and they 
had just sensed, as perfectly natural and irrelevant, Sardar's presence. 
Sardar, moreover, was happy with that inattention: he only wanted to 
stay there a little, because he was a boy, life always had many 
attractions for him, even if it was a matter of a common pariah's 
evening chat, he didn't feel like going right away. immediately to his 
distant home to sleep. He simply enjoyed being there, being part of 
that small circle (the only authoritative and watchful community in 
the immense humid desert of sleeping Patna), getting to know, on the 
one hand with respect and on the other with a certain irony, the old 
backgrounds both of any quarrels or jokes. There was a great purity in 
him, the one that all boys have without any sense of guilt and at the 
same time very humble and respectful: that purity seemed to mirror 
itself and shine in his skin and in his eyes. 

When something unexpected happened. Unforeseen probably more 
for a possible western observer than for a citizen of Patna. However 
we know that when these things happen, they always have something 
new and sacred. It is about the realization of a fatality that threatens 
us, but that we always believe belongs to others or to tomorrow. 
When it happens to us and today, we stand there in consternation, in 
the throes of religious terror. 

This was also the case with the innocent coolie boys and old porters 
who were lounging on that warm night of the rainy season in the 
square of the xxx Hotel. 

They suddenly stopped talking, and in their eyes, until a moment 
before, filled with chatty and optimistic [peace p [there was| the v 
glitter of fear. 

The cause of all this was Sardar. In fact, suddenly his pure face was 
covered with purulent, inflamed spots, and his liquid black eyes, full 
of happy splendour, were reduced to two horrendous slits, because 
around him the flesh had v swollen. Soon the patches of his skin 
turned into sores, and the swelling around his eyes cracked and turned 
as livid as trachoma. Pus flowed from his sores, streaking Sardar's 
neck and white shirt with a repulsive, oily yellowish slime; while from 
the fissures of the swelling around his eyes blood dripped, still pure, 
which went to mix with the pus. As the blood and pus flowed down 
the body of Sardar, this whole body also filled with sores and bumps, 
from which in turn pus and blood oozed and oozed. 

Sardar - who had just had time to perceive, with astonishment, what 


was beating on his body - throwing a last look of silent help - fell on 
the mud. And there he remained like a horrendous mush from which 
an unbearable smell emanated. Everyone ran away shouting, shouting. 
Immediately even those who were asleep awoke, and made their way 
to the doors and windows of their hovels. All the lights in the xxx 
Hotel came on again. Now people had something specific and urgent 
to talk about. And soon it was seen that those who passed by on their 
bicycles - who seemed so sparse - were in reality a crowd, who soon 
gathered around there, but well away from the spot where the body of 
Sardar lay, which plagued the air. 

Until late at night the agitation and clamor continued; indeed, until 
dawn. The whole neighborhood was swarming as if it were broad 
daylight, the dogs were wandering here and there, hungry, the 
children were crying or playing. Only when the sun was already high 
did an ambulance arrive to take away Sardar's body, which he had 
begun to moan. 

Sardar's malady soon infected those who had been close to him; first 
the doorman of the xxx Hotel, the one who gave himself all the airs, 
poor old breathless, for having been an elite soldier under the British; 
then the kitchen scullions; then the coolies, then, at random, all the 
inhabitants of the surrounding neighborhood. In short, an epidemic 
had broken out, but not of smallpox or cholera, but of an unknown 
evil, V [ which reduced | men to a bloody pulp. 

The epidemic, let's call it that, did not break out and spread only in 
Patna: but, the next day, it was the turn, simultaneously, of many 
other places in Bihar. 


again 


[73] 


— massacres etc. 


- only happy story, <?> etc. (resurrection as the impossibility of 
destroying a value [popular, poor] 


— the only note of sadness is that the only one not to be reborn to be 
dead forever [innocent victim] is Sardar (?), who is thought of with 


tears in his eyes. 


N.B. 


in one of the last stories conclude with the metalinguistic note «The 
delirium is exquisite, the pedantic etc.» —- Opera as a scherzo — 


* 


* 


[74] 


For Part II 


The love of the mild-mannered Charles for the young communist 
people - who transforms him into a woman and makes him 
submissive to them - turns into hatred in Charles of Power, who 
participates (unconsciously, however, in a_psychoanalytically 
anomalous way) in the massacre anti-communist. 


After the massacre he feels the remorse of the whole Italian 
bourgeoisie for being bloodily anti-communist (a bloody 
nightmare). This remorse lays the foundations for a similar anti- 
fascist action (which recreates a democratic conscience - naturally 
false) 


October 1974 


[75] Note 41 A significant dream 


«Ten years have passed . Carlo is in his bed v, and he is dreaming » 
* Carlo dreams of blood: but the red of blood is red (ie communist). 


It's a premonitory dream, so the rest of part II is nothing more than 
a "flashback". 


This dream is a): the terror of blood, and b) indifference to blood. 


Terror is the terror of all the anti-communist Italian bourgeoisie, 
who however have an unhappy conscience for this 


Indifference is the indifference of the historical Italian bourgeoisie, 
insensitive to everything, in any case out of wild pragmatism. 


From this dream of blood and the consequent repentance, the anti- 
fascist turning point and the series of massacres of the third part were 
born. 


30 Oct. 1974 


[76] Note 42 Clarification 


V This poem is not a poem about dissociation, contrary to 
appearances. Dissociation is nothing more than a conventional motif 
(and a tribute to the great bourgeois narrative established by 
Cervantes). On the contrary, this poem is the poem of the obsession 
with identity and, at the same time, of its shattering. 

Dissociation is order. The obsession with identity and its shattering 
is disorder. The reason for the dissociation is therefore none other 
than the narrative rule that ensures the limitation and readability of 
this poem; which, due to the other, more real reason, of the obsession 
with identity and its shattering, would by its nature be unlimited and 
illegible. 

But the opposite is also true: that is, it is on the first motif (that of 
dissociation) that the symbolic-allegorical idea in which the novel 
consists is also based on the order of the novel; and which therefore 
makes it, in practice, unreadable. While it is from the second reason 
(that of the obsession with identity and its shattering) that those gusts 
of life and that concreteness are born, albeit crazy and aberrant 
(otherwise it could not be, unless one suffers the xxx of the 
convention) that make legible the _ pedantic, _ vertical, 
ATU A 8.5 sesh vin tie veaindBere ne lus aires woh sinss vain ae amas el ceed gaecgane eek , a sign 
of impotence (in need of the help of literature) and testimony of the 
end of the novel . 

So while that Carlo of ours, who on certain occasions, for the sake 
of clarity, I am forced to call Carlo Primo, or n. 1, was having these 
“blood dreams”, Carlo V, I sometimes call Carlo Secondo or n. 2 


[77] Note 43[Lampi sul| “Linkskommunismus” 


“The ideal way to present this section of the book would be to list 
the citations WITHOUT commentary. But I fear that would be too 
revolutionary. For I have had to learn, by long and wearing 
experience, that, in the present imperfect state of the world, the 
author MUST guide the reader. 

In a first draft of this text, the various notes were followed by the 
words: "From the Mystery" or "From the Project". The texts belonging 
to the order of the "Mystery", i.e. the perfectly completed pages (at the 
time of that first draft still very fragmentary) were very few; as a 
consequence, the actual notes, i.e. those belonging to the order of the 
"Project", predominated. In any case, the whole work was conceived as 
a living coexistence of that "Mystery" that was to be, and of its 
"Project". So much so that the two words "Mystery" and "Project" were 
also, provisionally, the subtitle of the novel. Then I gave in to the need 
to which Pound had to give in. Every author is a dictator, you know. 
But he is a mild dictator. He is a dictator always ready to repent, to 
back down, perhaps to let himself be killed. He is a dictator who never 
misses an opportunity to prostrate himself before the last of his 
alleged subjects. He is a dictator who goes begging for the attention of 
his court. So I hastened to jettison the coexistence of "Mystery" and 
"Project" as soon as I realized that "Mystery" was too difficult for its 
completeness and "Project" was just as difficult for its incompleteness. 
I mixed them by canceling them pedagogically. 

The first pages of this second part would undoubtedly belong to the 
"Project" section: and, in fact, they are purely informative or, again, 
prologating. This can be explained like this. In this work the point of 
view is always at the top. Things are caught in a moment of such 
extreme actuality that they appear crystallized or petrified. Everything 
is a series of friezes or simulacra, at the height of expressiveness, and, 
at the same time, aligned, as in the Theological Works or in the 
Allegories. However, this culminating point of view does not disdain 
to take into consideration from time to time (indeed, in truth, quite 
often) the depths of the chasms: not only that, but even to observe 
how things, forming down there in the chasms, slowly rise altitude, 
until they emerge and crystallize at the top: to even grasp them, in 
short, in their motion, in their evolution, in their history. But - 
between peaks and chasms - there is still a third alternative: namely 


the "mezzacosta". Well, the medieval verticality of the work does not 
even disdain the hillside, which is typically modern. If the graphic of 
the work is made up of a series of "jumps" between peaks and chasms, 
it is also made up - and with a certain continuity - of a regular line, 
which is precisely that of the hillside. The initial quota destined for 
the "Project" was reduced and identified to this "figure of the hillside". 


t 


follows the story of the '68 revolt and its historical significance. 

(see also the Linkskommunismus) 

The theme is that "Left Communism" has renewed the fear of 
Communism in the bourgeoisie. 


«I don't admit youth. They are all proclamations» (said by Governor 
Lembke, “The Demons”) 


* cfr. p. 499 of “The demons” 


E. Pound, “The ABC of reading”. 
arrow leading to annotation: end 42 


[78] Note xxx Evening meetings 


Every evening the first and second Carlo met. V They had nothing 
in common except their own ego. Which, |apparently| V, is a lot. But 
not enough <?> to provide a particular number of topics to talk 
about or to produce any particular mutual affection. 

There was always, it is true, in their meetings, something intimate, 
moving and at the same time solemn: because, in such meetings, life 
was celebrated. It is a life, it must be added, personal, that is to say 
constituted only with itself and on itself, as something unique and 
objective, although destined to be so easily lost (hence the possible 
poignant sense of memories). However, the two Carlis experienced 
intimacy, emotion and solemnity from those encounters, but as if in 
an automatic state, in a normal} dream, in which the events became 
routine, commonly administered, and slowly lost all significance. 

In other words, intimacy, emotion and solemnity were deeply 
experienced by the two Carli (waiting for something to unleash them 
one day or another); while on the surface, or rather, in practice, they 
were ignored. 

But, speaking of the absolute normality, indeed, [banality], of these 
meetings in which the two Carlis exchanged experiences, and, |so to 
speak|, re-associated them, there is an observation to be made that is 
perhaps even more important (certainly important as regards the 
economy of our history). 

The experiences that the two exchanged had nothing special or 
dramatic: they never turned the encounters into |clashes|. 

And it is on this that the fact that my present poem is what it is 
depends. 

I mean that if Carlo Primo had lived a century ago, or perhaps even 
fifty years ago, he would have been a hero in whom I, his 
contemporary, would have believed. In other words, I would have 
believed in the value and objectivity of his social anxiety. In the 
culpability of such anxiety there would have been, consequently —- 
precisely because historically |miserable| — something grandiose. The 
guilt of enriching, of possessing, of advancing, of achieving: all things 
that are tragically always done against one's conscience and against 
the freedom of others. And which presuppose the reality of wealth, the 
reality of possession, the reality of advancement, the reality of 
achievement. A society which, having recently invented and applied 


its own laws, is | profoundly| unitary, stable: it is so to the point of 
confusing its own uniqueness and stability with those of human 
history, if not of the universe. No one ever doubted for an instant, 
then - and thanks to the authority of the fable, even now - the need for 
a hero of Balzac and his relationship with heritage: and therefore of 
his personal psychology. 

I could repeat the same thing for Carlo Secondo. His sexual freedom 
was basically nothing but the affirmation, reiterated a thousand times 
of a right against a parchment repressiveness, itself reiterated. [In this] 
V stubborn, childish and basically humble reaffirmation of one's right 
to commit a sexual |infringement], there was basically nothing but a 
little anarchy and a lot of idyll. It is true that in his infinite 
reaffirmation of the right to sexual infringement (and to consequent 
pleasure) Carlo Secondo lived what is called a totality: that is, he had 
committed himself once and for all to it (and one knows what an 
immensity a man is). . However this totality - even if, rightly, 
understood as martyrdom and a radical alternative - was in 
conclusion nothing other than anarchic and idyllic. Think of 
Stavrogin's sins, and you will understand me better. Through his sins, 
Stavrogin had the same idea of his own society as those who accepted 
it and set out to conquer it. Gained or lost, a value is always a value. 
Even our Carlo Secondo was not without the small dose of demonic 
necessary to pave the way for his degradation. But since the value he 
thus lost was small, his loss was also small. Moreover, since the norms 
of petty bourgeois virtuous behavior were mediocre, so too was the 
behavior of him guilty as a petty bourgeois |transfugel, was mediocre. 
Carlo Secondo would never have let one of his minors hang herself in 
a closet, according to observing a red spider. He did not know the true 
depths of infamy and perversion, just as Charles I did not know 
presidential or dictatorial temptations. 

Of course, one might ask at this point (since I brought up my [style]) 
why I didn't then choose to write a poem about Troya or Spigulin, 
who are, in their own way, heroes just like Balzac's heroes or of 
Dostoevsky: that is, they know the greatness of both integration and 
crime. But to this question - if I were asked - I would answer that it is 
not possible to write a poem about boring people. And they are boring 
because they are exceptions, and as such they do not fall within the 
sphere of everyday experience. Once upon a time, when psychological 
poems could be written, there were no Troyas or Spigulins: but all 
were Troyas and Spigulins, more or less exceptional. 

In the evening meetings - in that hour which is at the end of after 
dinner and the beginning of the night - the two Carlis "celebrated life", 
exchanging news of each other's experiences (experiences which, from 
a psychological point of view, for reasons I said, they didn't have 


anything interesting D with that low, monotonous and [ natural | voice 
that one has, in practical and daily communications, inside the 
recesses of a house. In reality it was Carlo Secondo who was speaking, 
since it was Carlo Primo who must have shared the joys he had 
renounced. On the other hand, the two or three pieces of news V of a 
"social" nature that Carlo Primo gave him were enough for Carlo 
Secondo, so as not to lose contact with "society": but already at the 
first syllables of his interlocutor he began to yawn. On the contrary, 
anguish came upon him. After all, that was the time when the last 
shows ended and the city revived. Sex was hungry: a dry, blind, 
feverish, spasmodic hunger, which made Carlo almost even begin to 
tremble. Nothing could have kept him seated a minute longer than 
necessary in the privacy of the house, the silence and peace of which 
were literally unbearable to him. 


Sin 
the 


[79] Note 43a The continuity of daily life 


Carlo then went out again, after returning to the house for so little, 
and lived his night. A night that was strictly codified; and yet he was 
always prey to chance. It is true that sometimes - quite often indeed - 
Carlo had already arranged it, through an appointment or a series of 
appointments. But generally appointments were also prey to chance: 
everything that had been arranged went up in smoke, and Carlo found 
himself alone in the night, with the whole city before him, to start 
over. But if the dates worked, then they were just repetitions. Carlo 
found himself in the same room, mostly sordid, with the same woman 
or the same child, and he was repeating what he had done a few 
nights earlier. Sometimes even instead of the room there was a lawn, a 
bush, full of waste paper and old or fresh shit. Both before and after 
the meeting, as we know, Carlo somehow, maybe even on the street, 
with his hand in his pocket, squeezed his member and masturbated. 
But successful appointments, that is, repetitions, never satisfied Carlo, 
neither before, waiting for them, although he waited for them 
spasmodically, nor after. Anxiety and existential misery were linked to 
the anxiety of waiting for pleasure and to pleasure itself. Moreover, 
the whole thing was in turn linked to miserable money deals, and to 
an economic world made dangerous and elusive by poverty. At the 
time Carlo had not understood what intimate and supreme link there 
was between poverty and the body: and how the body benefited from 
it, thus preserved as it was, in its popular "pasta", which was health, 
innocence, barbarism, delinquency: everything except guilt, banality 
and vulgarity. This Carlo would have discovered later. In reality he 
loved the bodies of bourgeois women and girls at the time, and was 
forced by necessity to repeat the scene of his sexual passion every 
evening, to make do in the world of work and poverty. In any case, 
the organization (the appointment, the room, the bed, the woman or 
girl already trained and obedient) was atrociously anti-aphrodisiac: 
because it suppressed the lofty and desperate joy of true repetition, 
which is that of the miracle, with its risk perhaps even mortal, or 
almost. When by now the night was completely deserted, that is, 
around three in the morning, Carlo went home and slept until eleven 
or twelve. At that hour the other Carlo had already gone about his 
business, into his historical world... 

But, although belonging to the order of "acroamatic works" (the 


vulgarization of which had been reproached by Alexander the Great to 
Aristotle), I would like to make an observation at the bottom of this 
note. 

It is the first time, here, that I have used the inchoative imperfect in 
recounting something (but the reader should also remember, passim, a 
part analogous to this, that is, the "poem of the return", Notes 7-17 
approximately). The inchoative imperfect indicates the habitual 
repetition of actions for a period of time that is generally quite long 
(in our case it would be about a decade). An example was "licking 
pussy". Well, to have used such an imperfect, on my part, is a mistake. 
What I tell should always be in the present according to the spirit of 
my work and the norms that this spirit has issued by instituting itself. 
I can allow myself the remote past, it is true: which is a present, by 
pure mythical fiction, moved back in time. But both the present and a 
similar remote past bear powerful witness to a will: that of conceiving 
history as unique and unilinear, in which actions and characters line 
up as in a gallery or in a series of niches or altars. The inchoative 
imperfect, alluding to the passage of time and of life, instead 
denounces the depth of history: it presents it as a vast and deep lava 
front, indeed, as an unlimited bottomless river, which flows, [ in that 
imperfect, which | from this flow he chooses and indicates a detail 
that repeats itself, or indeed, a habit, but as a pure scheme (which the 
reader feels filled with an infinity of things and senses). In short, in 
that imperfect c'est la vie (threateningly ripe to become a memory). 

On the other hand, what I have said through this imperfect is all 
that I deem appropriate and sufficient to say about the relationship 
between the two Carlis, in the "continuity of life". 


[80] Note 50 How young men should have been in '69 
(from the "Project") 


One November evening — it was around six and it was already dark 
- Carlo was walking near the Termini station. In those days he was 
looking for a [duplicate of| Rita. V Sexuality went in periods: now it 
was, precisely, Rita's moment. The female sex had acquired the 
characteristics of Rita's sex. It was like a new light projected onto an 
old material, renewing it. And it was strange how this novelty 
presented itself as objective, as if there were a great number of women 
and girls who lent themselves to Rita's function: they had the little 
hairy littleness of her belly, her thin thigh, they kept their heads 
down, they sighed suffocated by the shyness without losing their 
courage to speak, to answer, they blushed more from childish 
obedience than from shame, and the blush made their lips and cheeks, 
etc., more swollen and intense. The night in dreams, waking up in the 
morning, the meaning of the day, everything was occupied by the idea 
of this Rita and by the infinite series of its variants, which presented 
an old desire as new and tormenting to the point of delirium, destined 
to fulfill by itself , forever, a human body. 

Rita's idea was therefore a formal idea, and, as a form it 
determined existence, it gave it meaning, order and also that 
particular "selective" or "tonal" light which is part of the figurative 
inspiration of a poet. Carlo was in fact somehow a poet, even if she 
was far from him the idea of writing verses. Like many others, he 
wrote poetry while living. He was a bourgeois, it is true, and this was 
therefore not theoretically possible: because only a poor man can 
sometimes express himself poetically with his action and with his 
physical presence, especially in moments of joy. However Carlo, being 
obsessed, was rejected out of his class. As an old man he could very 
well have become a bum. Now, however, he was on the margins, he 
lived like a bandit, outside the law. Therefore, dragged through the 
streets of the city, far from any idea of duty, work, future, lost only in 
his sexual quest, the internal light that manifested its existence around 
him, choosing its forms according to a rigor (the function Rita ), was 
the light with which a poet illuminates the "detail" that at that 
moment fascinates him as the only physical truth. 

There was therefore a sexual exaltation in the traffic of that hour 
around the Termini station; the human dust that, as if dragged by the 


rainy wind, heavy and warm, swirled under the brown walls of the 
houses, along the windows of the bars and small shops; the lines of 
cars, which crowded to a grandiose exaggeration in the narrow streets, 
around the traffic lights strangely brilliant in the evening darkness: 
everything was as determined by Rita's idea, in everything there was 
her sex, her flesh with its little stench and its tenderness|. And 
therefore the world around, so whirling with bodies, each dragged 
into its chaos, seemed an accomplice to Carlo's solitude. Solitude, 
which he sought through the pursuit of sex, and in which he lost 
himself with an inner happiness that nothing in the world could 
compare. 

Suddenly he heard singing. 

Was it a radio on, the television, a group of conscripts under the 
station canopy? It was not understood. Covered by the noise of the 
traffic, powerful and uninterrupted, the song sung by those distant 
voices could not be distinguished. They were male voices, though. 
That extraordinary thing, which happened at six in the afternoon, in 
the humid and dark air of the November evening, threw around a kind 
of panic. The traffic seemed to crash; the dense, pedantic and 
melancholy daily rhythm of prohibitions, interruptions, |free ways 
was dispersed. V Heads leaned out of the bus windows. Smiling faces 
appeared behind the windows of the crowded cars. On the sidewalks 
people looked around. At the doors of the shops young men and old 
men appeared in their overalls or overalls. Some boys ran here and 
there uncertainly towards different points. 

The evening stopped, as if la flag| were being waved over her, 
which had made her [exceptional only because she was suddenly 
happy (relieved by duties and grayness, poetic only in the depth of 
Carlo's solitude). 

The song suddenly came close. From Via xxx, turning from Via 
Cavour, devoured by the sad hubbub of darkness — amidst the [gray 
and black puffins that thronged there, some hostile, others cheerfully 
curious and infected - first a truck appeared, then another, then 
another; and behind a row v of motorcycles. Red flags were waving 
on the trucks: many, piled up, soaked in rain, blackened by the 
evening light; and under their skirts many heads, also wet, whether 
they were uncovered or covered by the caps that only young people 
know how to put on in that way, either pulled down over their eyes, 
or just resting on the back of the neck. It was they who sang. Huddled 
on those trucks like animals taken to the slaughterhouse or like 
soldiers transferred from one barracks to another, [ without being able 
to do anything about it, making the best of| bad luck. But instead of 
keeping silent, ashamed or passive, or ironic, they showed off, 
crowding along the sides of the truck, and whoever wasn't in the front 


row [ stuck out | his face between the dark heads of his companions. 
The rush, kidnapped them away. Their laughing eyes were seen. [Even 
bundles| of clenched fists. The evening engulfed them in its gray 
darkness, among the |thousand| desperate lights in the rain. And what 
had been exultant panic at their appearance - the revelation of a 
substantial happiness in living — was incurable disappointment at their 
disappearance. What had expressed them was as gray and severe as 
what engulfed them. Other places in the city and in the country. 
Where things are born; where things end to continue. A sure will 
wanted them there at that hour, meteors who knew everything about 
themselves, who offered themselves to the gaze, who imposed their 
glorious song. They were poor boys; unskilled workers, painters, 
tinsmiths, elevator operators, bellboys, carpenters, it was clearly 
visible. It was the end of November 1969. |All those young people 
seemed to have just been reborn in a new form. They anticipated 
something that was about to happen: even the way of being, the body 
of young men. The forelocks on the foreheads and the neatly clipped 
backs of the necks were those of the obedient sons of all previous 
decades and centuries. But in their attitude there was a novelty that 
filled, unreasonably, with happy surprise, with anxiety for the future, 
and also with participation in new events.| These weren't students, but 
workers. In the haze of the impalpable adverse rain, they sang a 
partisan song, who knows what. A song never heard before, and that 
they alone somehow knew, who knows where they had learned it. It 
was like an announcement of the Kingdom, which immediately 
disappeared at the end of Via Nitti, towards the church of Santa Maria 
Maggiore. Those units of an immense army encamped perhaps 
mysteriously on the outskirts of the city, towards which the trucks 
were evidently headed, wore poor work clothes, but in a new style; 
the breeches were tighter than usual; V and [many wore| gray-green, 
American jackets and tunics. Everyone had a red handkerchief around 
their necks. Everyone had tied it in the same elegant and cheerful 
way, like sensual and defiant little boys. They sang their song, 
clenched their fists and disappeared. Their youth, even carnally, was 
an apparition. It was as if they had no childhood, no training. But had 
they been ready like this, in their [ new form of young virility, always. 
And suddenly the obscure will of the country, or of the people, had 
offered them to the eyes of the citizens, lost in their sleep, releasing 
them from distant reserves — from those V barracks on the periphery. 
Their newness in being young men rediscovered V being young men 
as if that in itself were new. A novelty that threw those who were no 
longer a young man into panic. With so much sudden force life was 
renewed, and, in the century, so much virile carnality was already 
ready and mature to sow - in loves recreated for them, and become 


mysterious again for those who had already experienced them - a new 
seed, whose conscience was absorbed by the authority of that song 
that passed through the troubled city. The political force and that of 
the body were a single force.} And someone had foreseen this 
identity}; someone knew there would be this sudden handover, 
someone had disposed of this new horde loyal to him. Certainly not 
Carlo, lost in his solitude. 

He stood watching like the other citizens bystanders at the 
Apparition, silent, and miserably happy and involved, on the sidewalk. 
The first truck passed him like a shadow, and he saw nothing but 
laughing eyes and clenched fists; and over the hedge of flags, familiar 
to a man like him. The second truck passed just as fast; the third 
instead slowed down for a moment, until he almost stopped right next 
to him; but so close to the sidewalk that he, from below, could not 
encompass it all with his gaze. What he could just see, just above his 
head, was a row of legs and laps. The damp made the clothes that 
covered those legs and those sexes in a row even grayer and poorer: 
the folds of the cheap fabric, the tears, the buttoning of the trousers 
loose, or sealed with poor zippers, the belts with thick belts on the 
lower abdomen, the points of the threadbare, worn or bruised fabric 
on the knees or on the laps, where the swelling of the member 
protruded, now neglected, sunken and forgotten in the manly song of 
struggle. Which song, therefore, on that pedestal of bodies cut to the 
height of their sexes in a row, poor, humble, all the same, but at the 
same time aggressive and glorious like their owners, seemed 
suspended and detached, like a spirit. An earthly spirit, of course, 
born in the neighborhoods where the poorest fathers were born and 
lived, with all the [ more usual | tradition, V variant of the more [ trite 
historical Nous | of humble Italy, heard a thousand times: yet stronger 
than every logic and every memory. The lorry resumed its run, with 
its load, it was in the dark gorge of Via xxx, it disappeared in the 
large open spaces| behind Santa Maria Maggiore, between the 
cornices and the roofs shining with rain. Life resumed its course. But 
an lirreversible| event had happened in its depths, with the 
announcement of a new youth. 


it was equivalent 
strictly 
with 


[81] Note 51 First basic moment of the poem 


[ Carlo's chest became heavy. It was an unnatural weight, a heap 
that crushed him as he levitated. At the same time, his lower belly 
eased and emptied. The conscience of the member fell that in Carlo it 
was a "bass continuo", an endless note. Never, for a single moment, 
never, did he forget that flesh in which he pressed like a bubble that 
cannot evaporate: desire is, a mixture of sweetness, exhaustion, 
burning: an indefinable circle in the soft flesh around the glans, which 
continually needed of caresses, of squeezing, of pulling, to obtain a 
relief that of course he would never have obtained. 

A sudden chastity invaded him. Suddenly dropped from the world 
the vision that restricted him to a unit where he only counted on sex 
(that day, the almost fleshless sex of a young girl). As if driven away 
by the unknown reality that chastity had recreated in the world - and 
which must have been the real reality - Carlo took a taxi and returned 
to the house in Parioli. The “other” spared him no money and all the 
bourgeois comforts. 

Graduality did not exist for Carlo. The meek bandit that he was did 
not know (like des Esseintes!) [stops| V average; he had no experience 
of feelings that were equally far from extremes. 

He went straight to the bedroom and undressed, looking at himself 
in the large unadorned mirror of virile intimacy. Immediately she saw 
what had happened to him. Two large breasts hung - no longer fresh - 
in his chest; and there was nothing in his stomach: the fur disappeared 
between his legs, and only by touching it and spreading its lips, Carlo, 
with the lucid gaze of someone who has learned the philosophy of the 
poor from a bandit experience, saw the small sore which was her new 
sex. 


[82] Note 51a Bullicame 


The Acqua Bullicante with its nocturnal lawn as it was at the end of 
the Fifties, which remained the same for another year or two. His 
description assuring (swearing) on its authenticity. The infinity of 
types and episodes of the nocturnal bedlam. Passage through them of 
Carlo who only dares to observe. 

Then Carlo takes the "tram" and arrives at Termini station, there, as 
if waiting for him, is Tonino. 


[83] Note 52 Young cock (Story of Tonino) 


[84] Note 52a Moving to Via xxx xxx, Quadraro 


[85] Note 52b The Negro and the Roscio 


[86] Note 54 The Royal Journey to the Middle East 


The previous trip to the Middle East, in which Eng. Carlo Valletti 
had taken part with a commission in which, at the time, he was "the 
last wheel of the cart", it ended up with a semi-failure. Through 
COMIP, ENI had invested in Morocco from 12 to 15 billion: but not a 
single drop of oil had been found there. And this before the trip of our 
engineer. On the trip in question, things hadn't gone much better. In 
Sudan it's another good number of billions, and even here not a drop 
of oil. Precisely ten billion were invested in Eritrea - about five million 
a day to operate the probes - without the slightest positive result. In 
the Persian Gulf, on the other hand, oil - the new Golden Fleece 
according to our idiolect - was found: and thus the "Scarabeo", the 
famous floating platform of ENI, came into operation triumphantly. 
Unfortunately, however, exactly in the same period, all that was 
gained in the Persian Gulf was lost in the Zagros mountain massif: a 
useless year of drilling at an altitude of 3350. Now, about ten years 
later - let's repeat it - Eng. Carlo Valletti returns to the Middle East: 
but this time he is not the last wheel of the cart, but the head of the 
Commission. Furthermore, precisely because he possesses "foundations 
of dreams", as the reader well knows, he can be considered a 
competent expert in the things of the East: one that he has already 
seen. He returns to places that he recognizes and judges: and in which 
he therefore moves freely, without the "delay" due to the astonishment 
of their appearance. 


[87] Note 54b Sikandar 


- Arrival in Damascus - Reception by a diplomat - Story of one of the 
bystanders: Sikandar: 
Alexander the Great, his journey through Iran, up to India. The 
transformation of the world: destruction of traditional and real 
cultures, replaced with a new alienating, homogenized culture, etc. 
Various events take place in the villages (from traces of local, 
Persian, Nepalese, Indian folk tales) which are interrupted by the 
passage of Alexander - just as the dignified life of the villages and 
fields is interrupted - emptied and contaminated by the new 
civilization that covers with rubbish, refuse, unnatural objects, etc. 
etc. 


(about twenty stories) 


(December 3, 1974) 


[88] Note 55 The lawn of the Casilina 


Having made these agreements, Carlo took a few steps forward on 
the lawn, without looking behind him who had decided to come first. 
He looked around to choose the right place. EISIOUMSIMIMEI 
OJ(EN(L] [S|] fo) CENMIRIENKI Al} )) But here there were too many 
holes and steep little "montarozzi" , there too many stones (mixed with 
shards and garbage), further on the ground was grassless, all dusty 
loam; further on there was actually a nice clearing, of dry, flat grass, 
but it was too high and therefore exposed to the view of those 
waiting; further on there was a hole, but too deep, and moreover full 
of thistles and nettles. Just beyond that hole, there was a small 
clearing that could do, it seemed. The crowd of others, left behind, 
was beginning to get impatient and make some hisses. The reason for 
this impatience remained mysterious. They felt too alone in the 
meadow, perhaps; or else it annoyed him to have to walk all that 
distance, coming and going; or they still wanted to be able to see the 
"fuck" of the friend whose turn it was. At least these were the 
"bourgeois" suppositions of Carlo, who felt a certain anguish. But that 
little clearing he'd been eyeing beyond the hole seemed definitely fine. 
He reached it, slipping and tripping: it was a little lower than the 
previous one, but it was sheltered from prying eyes by three or four 
piles, or "montarozzi", of earth and gravel, mixed with the usual 
shards and the usual rubbish. The grass in this clearing was thick and 
dry, like stubble, but tender: it was probably all xxx, xxx or 
chamomile. It smelled sharply. 

From there, all around, one could only see three or four [things]. 
The irregular and immense expanse of the lawn with in the 
background its barriers of houses with flickering lights (large 
buildings, on one side, an expanse of indented houses with dry stone 
walls on the other); the sky with a few clouds brushed just in its deep 
indigo; the moon, in the middle of that sky, which from red was 
becoming a fresh and pure light, with the faithful little star of the 
twilight next to it, just as bright. All this scenery - where there were 
no shades, except perhaps at the edges of the phosphorescent stretch 
of moonlit sky - was filled with one deep smell, that of wild fennel. 
The whole cosmos was there, in that lawn, in that sky, in those barely 
visible urban horizons and in that heady smell of summer grass. 

At this point, my reader, this poem takes off. Please let yourself be 


carried away without putting up too much resistance. In the 
meantime, begin by not smiling at the mention of the cosmos, made 
with perhaps a little inopportune seriousness, even if, you must admit, 
not really excessive. The thing is, I don't want to smile or joke about 
my subject. Smiling and joking, distancing myself from it, would 
actually be of great help to me, given the roughness of this matter - or, 
better, its enormity. But Carlo's heart was pure, even in the tension of 
his nerves: tension due moreover to a sexual desire so strong and 
exclusive as to be tragic in the end, or at least to impose itself as such. 
On the other hand, all those twenty there, silhouetted against the sky 
(stupidly massed on the top of a hill where they could be seen from 
the road) were poor. 

I also realize that my landscape annotations are "applied" almost 
forms of a scenography, rather than of reality: but it is the very 
movement of my writing that requires it. 

Almost with delicacy, or respect, Gianni placed his large agile hand 
on Carlo's head, and exerted a slight, inviting pressure on it. Carlo 
looked him in the face, up and down. As if that gesture of his were a 
question, Gianni answered Carlo with a look of agreement, 
accompanied by a slight gesture of the head which meant: «Yes, yes, 
do it». And with his hand he pressed harder on the nape of Carlo's 
neck. Through a kind of femininity calculation, whose serious, honest 
and sullen victimization almost moved him — so much did he identify 
himself with what in any case was manifestly a game for him — Carlo 
resisted the pressure of the boy's hand. In fact, he knew well that 
Gianni was, or at least could be, so innocent as to seriously believe in 
his victimhood, and therefore, consequently, to seriously believe in his 
own somewhat [blameable| bullying. What moved Carlo was Gianni's 
inability to resist the voice of conscience which required him to desist 
from his pressure and his demands: that is, Gianni's weakness in front 
of his own flesh. And in fact Gianni pushed: even though he knew he 
was taking advantage of his strength and of his juvenile rights. He 
forcefully pushed Carlo's head against his desperately straight cock, 
with the skin of his foreskin even reddened around the edge with 
desire. Naturally, Carlo could not expect to resist too much, and his 
head gave way. But he let himself be pressed against Gianni's cock 
only with his cheek. Gianni, for a few moments satisfied with this, 
rubbed his cock against his cheek, pressing hard with his hand. But 
then, predictably, he started maneuvering again to get what he 
wanted. He pushed Carlo's head back, and then brought it back to his 
cock making sure to direct it inside his mouth. But Carlo kept his 
mouth shut, as if refusing, in a last desperate gesture of protest of a 
"girl who has fallen down", but who he doesn't want to go to that 
point. And Gianni naively believed he had to fight against real 


resistance. He did it with strength, but also with grace; rather 
disconcerted, although it was clear that he would not for anything in 
the world give up making Carlo do what he so badly desired. After 
having tried two three times to push his cock against Carlo's pursed 
lips, he resorted to his other hand, which until then he had kept 
abandoned at his side. With his hand she grabbed Carlo by the jaws, 
and as he violently, now almost angrily, pushed his cock against his 
mouth, she squeezed them so hard that they hurt. Carlo suddenly gave 
in, and opened his mouth. The cock went all the way down his throat. 
But Carlo didn't move: it was as if, after having obeyed, he no longer 
knew, with the daze of a raped girl, what he should do. It was then 
Gianni who moved it slowly up and down inside Carlo's mouth. Carlo 
remained motionless, as if hypnotized by obedience, dazed by the 
novelty; and it was actually true. These were just his feelings. He had 
actually had to obey Gianni: this was in fact. Furthermore, that 
enormous member, soft and hard at the same time, which filled his 
mouth insatiably, was like the first that Carlo had ever felt and felt. 
And besides, it would never have happened otherwise, even if the 
boys, instead of being twenty, had been a thousand. That powerful 
stake of flesh, hot, soft, and hardened to the point of spasm, 
penetrated inside him, was a true and proper miracle: seeing it happen 
was once again hopelessly new for Carlo. But Gianni hadn't even 
moved his cock up and down very slowly and, so to speak, carefully in 
Carlo's mouth a dozen times before Carlo felt it hastily melt: it 
became, by contracting, a sweet and warm liquid, of a stickiness that 
was like no other. In the spasm that tore that vital anointed from him, 
Gianni had placed his hands on Carlo's shoulders, and his knees bent: 
it seemed that not only his member, but all of him melted inside 
Carlo. Then with a slight moan, he jerked away from Carlo's mouth. 
And the cock still looked powerfully swollen and dripping in the 
moonlight. Even Gianni, before leaving, after Carlo had painfully 
cleaned it, as if in a definitive farewell that was distressing him, felt 
compelled to give a brusque caress on the head of the one who had 
served and indulged him in his desires. He ran off with his athlete's 
pace towards the others. 

Pietro came forward from the group: Carlo recognized him from his 
overalls. It was one of those very baggy overalls of a deep blue color, 
made even darker by the oil stains. Pietro was stuffed inside it, 
although the "gate" was completely open, up to the crotch, and 
underneath him one could glimpse the red shirt, also made dark by 
the grease from the workshop. Moving forward very slowly, Pietro 
smoked a cigarette. As soon as he was in the clearing where Carlo was 
waiting for him on his knees, he hurriedly gave his last puffs and, as 
usual, almost with his nerves threw it away. He unbuttoned his 


trousers, under his overalls: the little hook of the zipper gleamed right 
between Pietro's legs, where he was now ingenuously fumbling with 
his hands, to get it out. The fact that he encountered some difficulty, 
because his cock, now almost upright, was stuffed (and this was the 
main reason for that difficulty) inside a pair of tight briefs, themselves 
inside a pair of trousers, which they once inside overalls, he 
represented a small embarrassment for Pietro: who, however, did not 
want to show it, remaining frowning, with his pale and absent face. At 
the same time, that gesture that a boy makes when he is alone — to 
piss against a bush, or a wall, or in any case against a shelter, V as the 
rules advised V xxx xxx xxx xxx — was done with a care full of 
naturalness. Thousands of times, that gesture Vv [remains| hidden, 
removed from any profane curiosity, excluded from the gaze of 
strangers, men or women: and now in such a different situation it 
remained perfectly the same V. Carlo saw a hem of his undershirt 
flash against the darkly dark skin of his belly, and here was his cock 
finally out of him, still squeezed between his fingers. To extract it, 
Pietro had bent down, pulling his belly back Vv: V now he was 
standing erect, with his legs apart and with his belly leaning forward. 
And the fact that the suit covered him doubly, made the nakedness of 
the protruding cock more naked. It was one of the biggest Carlo had 
seen all evening. The skin of the foreskin "didn't try" to uncover the 
entire glans: only a part of it protruded, of a bright and livid pink, 
from the circle formed by the wrinkled skin. But the chapel thus 
covered by the skin pushed forward big and knotty like a small fist. 
Once again Carlo was as if hypnotized. But this time he would never 
have had the strength to play the game v of v unruliness|: Pietro was 
certainly less handsome, in a social sense, shall we say, than Gianni. 
He had a [pale| and almost greenish face: perhaps he had worked too 
much indoors on that summer day. His forehead was low, and all the 
features a little uneven. There was a hostile expression in his eyes: and 
even his mouth seemed incapable of smiling. His hair was thick, black, 
dusty, unkempt, not clipped for a long time. However, Carlo knew 
that that annoyed and somewhat poisonous expression was due V [ to 
lust |. The desire to ejaculate, in that pale and somewhat unhappy 
boy, manifested itself in that way. All the slight violence exerted by 
the others on Carlo — so far, at least, they were nothing compared to 
that silent desire. He was sure that Pietro would not have raised a 
hand to force Carlo to do as he wished. But Carlo felt his violence 
precisely in his remaining motionless, in a wait filled with hatred 
towards those who forced him to [discover himself in that way], and, 
what's more, made him wait. Taken by the throat by the desire for 
cock just as he had felt it a few minutes before with Gianni - and just 
in that way - Carlo didn't let himself be asked; and immediately bent 


against Peter's belly, taking in his mouth that chapel with the dense 
skin that covered it and its circlet, in the center, rosy and livid, as if 
made from another material, light as silk, and already wet from the 
was anointed with semen, which had already sprouted from the small 
hole on the tender tenderloin. Carlo just had time to feel in his mouth, 
with his tongue, those forms so full of xxx, and to smell, together with 
the smell of the sperm, which was almost perfumed, the smell of iron 
and grease from the workshop, of which the cock was soaked, that 
Pietro melted in his mouth, like Gianni just before. v he He didn't 
make a gesture, he didn't sigh: he didn't give Carlo the slightest 
satisfaction, as he would have expressed himself. Carlo, amazed and 
disappointed by the rapid conclusion of that meeting, waited for the 
whole, long ejaculation to take place, trying to enjoy it, it must be 
said, down to the last drop. As Pietro finished, he didn't have the same 
delicacy as Gianni: to remove the cock from Carlo's mouth, he almost 
gave it a shove. Thus thrown back, on his knees in front of Pietro who 
was standing, Carlo gave the boy a sorry and pleading, albeit resigned, 
look from below. Besides, Pietro didn't look at him: he looked intently 
at his own cock, all greasy, with an annoyed grimace on his face white 
with the shadows of dirt from the workshop. Slowly he cleaned it with 
his hands, holding it tightly with his left hand, and passing with the 
rough palm of his right hand over the uncovered circle of the [chapel]. 
The cock, on the other hand, didn't even show the slightest sign of 
deflating. "Come on, I'll do it," said Carlo; and Peter was persuaded to 
leave it in his hands. Carlo slowly cleaned it, with the usual 
handkerchief. As usual, he took longer than necessary, kissing him 
every now and then. Strangely, Pietro let things happen with patience. 
The cock was just a little softer than when Pietro had pulled it out, 
but, between Carlo's hands that cleaned it, he started to get hard again 
as before. Carlo cast a timidly smiling glance up at Pietro, as if in 
admiration; but also to spy on him. Pietro's face didn't have the 
slightest expression: he was concentrated and hostile as always, 
looking down. Carlo then, as well as kissing it, as if out of gratitude, 
also began to take it back in his mouth, feeling again with a 
concentrated and almost religious dedication, those heavy and 
massive shapes: the knotty of the glans covered by the thick skin, the 
delicacy of the uncovered part with the , and his smell of sperm — the 
dry one from the day before, and the still fresh one now - mixed with 
the smell of grease and iron from the workshop. He started moving his 
mouth up and down again, as if everything was still to be done. Carlo 
was always afraid that Pietro would give him another push and chase 
him away; instead the boy abruptly put one hand on the back of his 
neck, and then the other, intertwining them and squeezing Carlo's 
head tightly to himself. With this gesture he expressed his consent to 


start over, and, even more than the consent, the demand. As if in 
obedience, Carlo dutifully set to work: he rejoiced, but this time it was 
he who hid. The more his happiness gripped his heart like an anguish, 
the more diligent and firm was the work that Peter required of him. 


If they only love for the money, 
We only love them for the hour. 


This was more or less thought by Carlo while he was bent over to 
"satisfy" the boy: if they don't love anything but money, one loves 
them only for that hour. But perhaps, he thought with voluptuousness, 
which did not eliminate the other voluptuousness that he felt intensely 
in that act trying not to get distracted by it — it wasn't true. Maybe he 
will love them forever. An hour is a hole. Where a time that has no 
succession is piled up. He didn't love Pietro just for that gigantic piece 
of meat he had in his mouth, smooth and hard, with its shapes almost 
created| from a mould, even though they were so poignantly 
themselves], new, |never|seen: with their warmth, that smell of theirs, 
and that bit of livid, almost abject - that is, not innocently animal - 
that they exuded. He loved that boy also for what he didn't give him 
and couldn't give him: for example, that of him not letting himself be 
fully enjoyed, without [other thoughts, which| sought the reasons for 
enjoyment. His being there only for the purely necessary time to 
obtain that pleasure that boys think is so important and which they 
cannot resist. His imminent leaving and disappearing forever, taking 
away with him everything he had given. As soon as that piece of meat 
had come out of Carlo's mouth, and, still swollen and dripping, had 
been put obliquely back inside his briefs and then enclosed inside his 
tightly buttoned-up trousers, it would have become that untouchable 
and mysterious thing which it is by nature, by decision of society. 
Pietro's return, in a little while, into his life was the re-sealing of a 
social pact. Where Pietro returned was poverty, the world of work. 
This is why Carlo liked him, as well as his naked, powerfully revealed 
sex, the smell of iron from the workshop he wore, the absolute, 
innocent, approximation of his clothes, the expressive power of that 
overalls, and especially that being there for a while, that being ready 
to disappear: because all this, despite being so obvious and so 
irrelevant, so transparent, in itself, was instead a symbol of a profound 
social diversity: the world of the other class , which was almost the 
world of another life. It was what endeared Peter, and everybody else; 
and their love of money, even if this money was only a pretext, 
derived from a whole way of being in life, from a whole economy. 
Which also included having no other way to let off steam - in an hour 
similar to that, and generally in their entire life as poor - than to go to 
a whore, paying her. This was more or less thinking Carlo, trying to 


distract himself as little as possible from the deep pleasure that 
squeezing Pietro's cock in his hand and mouth gave him — when Pietro 
came off: almost suddenly, and with an abundance that he would 
never have never let me assume that he had left five minutes earlier. 
Pietro felt this almost as a weakness and a bit of a shame. In fact, he 
almost hurriedly slipped his cock out of Carlo's mouth and impatiently 
let it dry. In his face she tried not to reveal any feeling other than that 
deriving from the conclusion of something. He didn't stand still there 
not even for the time necessary to pull up the "gate" of his trousers. He 
did so by running away, quickly, towards the small herd of 
companions. He ran agile, in his overalls, on the ups and downs of dry 
earth and the blond down of the grass, on the great prairie hit almost 
violently by the silent [ enormity | of the moonlight. Pietro had 
evoked for Carlo V his Penates, his little Lares made of dust, dry 
wood, a few household goods, a cot or a cot prepared perhaps in the 
kitchen or in the hall Vv. But together with these Gods, almost in 
sacred |combutta| for that night, one also felt the presence of 
underground Gods, of Demons: it was clear: that night so deeply 
penetrated by the smell of dry grass and fennel, so rooted in a lunar 
light that seemed inexhaustible, having fallen there from the sky to 
establish itself as summery and eternal, was demonic: but it was not at 
all a question of Demons belonging to a Hell where sentences are 
served, but simply belonging to the Underworld, where everyone ends 
up. In short, poor Gods who went around leaving behind their smell of 
dogs, cunning and rough, [sinister and comrades|, come out of their 
simulacra of tuff, xxx xxx, or of wood devoured by sun and rain, 
making the whole nocturnal world, and the cosmos, funereal. 
However, without mourning or pain: since in being funereal consisted 
the odorous, silent, white, and hopelessly quiet and happy, shape of 
the nocturnal city, of the meadows, of the sky. Naturally the Gods of 
the Underworld, going around on that night without humidity, dry 
and odorous like midday, were above all attracted by that group of 
their kind who stood on top of a rough hill in the pratone: they had 
evidently gone to mingle among they, it was clear, as spirits or 
protective geniuses, divine, but at the same time humble, subject and 
faithful like Pelasgian or Etruscan dogs, or of Camilla's "humble" Italy, 


Villon. 
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[89] Note 60 Return from the second journey from the 
East (from the "Project") 


The Arab East actually seemed to be Italy. It wasn't until March 16 
or 17, 1972, but spring was so late that it already felt like 
midsummer. The humps Vv of the Syrian desert or the balding 
Lebanese hills seemed pale backdrops of an almost Nordic landscape, 
familiar to French or German crusaders, compared to the crazy light 
that invaded Italy; and central Italy, then, not even Naples or Sicily. 
Carlo had gone down to Milan, and had reached Rome by car. In 
Milan, it's true, the weather was grey, albeit hot, enough to sweat 
inside the car. But there the "east" had other forms; a few days earlier 
there had been a battle between the extra-parliamentary groups and 
the police (while the fascists had quietly held their rally, I believe, 
with Birindelli and Almirante). The extra-parliamentary groups had 
organized what would later be considered the first real clash of "urban 
guerrilla warfare" in Italy: everything that had preceded it was casual 
and amateurish. The youth of "Lotta Comunista" were technically 
armed and organized almost like a small army etc. Milan still kept the 
signs of that clash; and the smoke from the tear gas bombs and the 
canisters seemed not yet to have cleared. Then there had been the 
news of Feltrinelli's death: the image of the pylon at the foot of which 
Feltrinelli had died devoured any other real image that the 
continuation of life immediately began to offer as a comforting 
alternative (and it would eventually succeed). . But on the day of 
Carlo's return from [syrial, nothing was yet known of the details of 
Feltrinelli's death: it was known only that he was the dead man. And 
there was the hasty communiqué signed by a group of intellectuals 
declaring that he had been assassinated by the fascists — or rather, 
probably, by a non-Italian organization, namely the CIA - in order to 
create an environment favorable to the right in the upcoming 
elections. [Carlo had immediately interpreted in his heart that 
Feltrinelli had killed himself, being a guerrilla; that if he had been 
poor, or simply an ordinary petty bourgeois, he would have ended up 
in a clinic, or even in an asylum for a few years already, and that he 
was ultimately a madman who had ended up like an idiot; there was 
no contempt in this interpretation of his, there was indeed a certain 
compassion — but there was certainly no pity.| So it was Feltrinelli's 
death that gave Italy an oriental air, almost Palestinian, in fact, in 


things, in bodies, in aspects of life, in the air; but at the same time it 
cast a light of crazy novelty: novelty which Carlo immediately felt he 
could not resist, that he was defeated. 

But I want to come to the flowers. It was precisely the season in 
which, in the space of one night, the flowers made their appearance 
Jen masse|: and they are the first flowers of the year, certain large 
daisies, of an almost greyish white, deservingly devoid of any 
commercial value, and also devoid of that poetic value that neglected, 
non-commercial things have. And those yellow flowers, even | more 
worthless | so much so that no one even knows their name, although 
punctually, every year, they appear thick and healthy to color the 
Italian meadows yellow, which in turn are green with an | excessive 
and ugly|, upon which the sun casts a merciless|, blinding and 
[ unpoetic light, where everything is illuminated in the same way. Add 
the almost purple lilac of certain fruit trees (I think almond trees) 
lined up on those lawns so badly green, with the groups of other trees 
still dry, and the stakes, the fences that bear witness to a now hopeless 
job, done, then, only when old. 

To Carlo's heart — since we are [ in pure “sensiblerie” | — which had 
to be hardened by the pride of success — consecrated by the last trip, 
as far as the past is concerned, and open towards the future, now 
definitively, as a value established — that eastern sun, with those 
meadows, that countryside of central Italy kept so neatly, so well 
divided, and so well [kept| corner by corner, against the painful little 
hills, along ditches surrounded by gray and reddish clouds of vines, 
covered by a [obtusely | clear sky, with some old clouds that didn't 
move — it gave an unbearable pain and for no reason. Nothing could 
be done against it, except to record its most acute moments, which 
almost gave one the desire to die. Because, [although| everything was 
so the same, everything was different. There was around the air of the 
end of a world: at least of the world of agriculture; and every old 
village had before it a row of new, horrible houses, with their false red 
bricks or bare yellow walls, which made them "all the same". The 
people, then, in the streets, were [horrible]; the young men with their 
whorelike hair, with pigtails and little curls, and a grin of satisfaction 
and presumption eternally stamped on their faces; the girls bundled 
up in their miserable V maxi coats, which gave them a begging, 
almost homosexual look in search of humiliating opportunities. The 
elderly around, like ghosts, [set aside|, silent, closed in the pain of 
their V exclusion. 

It is well known that the three in the afternoon light is painful, and 
that one should never go around at that hour: therefore it is no 
wonder if everything hurts, if everything takes you by the throat, and 
life presents itself as a country of confinement, where madmen believe 


they are free, and live their day as a right. But in the evening? The 
sweet V evening? The hour in which the atrocious, too-clear little 
clouds of fine weather begin to turn pink, the green of the meadows 
with that ugly yellow or white that stains it badly, begins "to turn 
brown], to crumble in the great v of the sunset that opens silently in 
the skies from horizon to horizon? When do the villages on the edge 
of the hills or on the tops of the hills resume their ancient forms, 
mixing the new forms that disfigure them in the fresh darkness? And 
people seem to revive, at least if seen from a distance, of their old soul 
which made every place an "other" place, lived in its individual depth, 
in its originality, which magnified those who, not participating in it, 
knew it, or wanted to know it , or did he just intuit it? 

[ Even in the evening, that evening of March 18, 1972, it gave 
Carlo's heart nothing but terrible, unbearable pangs of pain. Is it 
possible that a man like Carlo cared so much about the change in the 
world? Hadn't he contributed to this change himself? Or, if his 
contribution to this change had been casual and insincere, had he not 
fought for possession of this world, whatever it was? Indeed, didn't 
this change guarantee him work and success? 

Instead, the fact that things were no longer just like they were ten 
years ago presented itself to him as a tragedy. V 

Wasn't it an offense to his good taste that the miserable world of 
progress, well-being, sexual freedom, the fight against oppression, the 
end of the power of the Church, the disappearance of the old masters, 
the reforms, the restlessness it guaranteed the tireless struggle for 
freedom; it wasn't even just nostalgia for the past with the repression 
of him who had given such wonderful things, such sweet men; it was a 
real sense of tragedy. 

He had decided to sleep on the street, in Florence, or perhaps in 
Orvieto; he, on the other hand, was so terrified of the world, as he 
appeared that afternoon, in that twilight, that he arrived in Rome, 
running as fast as he could with the bad car rented from Hertz at 
Malpensa. It was already night. Though tired, at least one idea smiled 
at him: he would meet Karl, he would ask him, as usual, to go out into 
the night for him, to enjoy at least as much solitude as possible. And 
he - sweet and good like the men of the past, moral like them, and, 
like them, capable of violating the law only for an internal or vital 
necessity - would have obeyed. And as for solitude, he would have 
lived it to the end, without repentance, and without a sense of guilt 
for his own drunkenness: because, if he had felt a sense of guilt for his 
own drunkenness, that would have been of no use in reality. than to 
make that intoxication even greater and more poignant, the only real 
good of life. | 


succeeding 
they degrade 


[90] Note 61 Karl is no longer here 


[ His beautiful and rich house in that Cassia district which had 
become fashionable for rich people at the beginning of the Sixties, was 
gently deserted. No one knew of his arrival. He was so eager to get 
into his den that he didn't even put the car in the garage. The living 
room was quiet and tidy: however, Carlo immediately felt that 
something was wrong. 

Without Karl, Carlo carried on for a few months as if nothing had 
happened. Every form, aspect or figure of life, it is true, continued to 
give him pain of its own. It was strange that he felt himself bleeding 
in front of a glass door that opened xxx, or four faces of employees in 
an elevator, or a line of cars stopped at traffic lights in a summer and 
Sunday light. But this is natural in an "ideal" phase of the life of a 
petty bourgeois intellectual. [It's neurosis. | This can be experienced 
along with everything else in life. And maybe Carlo would have gone 
on like this indefinitely, if he had never met, bought and used Karl, 
that poor dog who was now gone stray who knows where. The pretext 
to end this situation, which after all was destined to be ended, | came 
from the [ historical | circumstances: the hierarchical position reached 
by Carlo in ENI xxx 
his power xxx 
in a few months they went emptying out: through the work of Carlo 
himself, it is true, who worked on his own misfortune, through the 
pleasure of the pain that everything in the world gave him, but above 
all and in this case through the sudden and, until a few months before, 
inconceivable competition , of a fascist colleague of his (or who at 
least had suddenly revealed himself as such) who was probably 
proposed as a political counterpart by the MSI, was now ineluctably 
destined to take the place held by that left-wing, pro-communist 
Catholic, who had been or seemed until that moment Carl. It is true 
that another assignment was proposed to Charles xxx xxx: but this 
evidently was a diversion: even if the level of power (measured in 
practical terms) was almost identical to that on which Charles 
operated before, it was not what he had achieved "per gradus", it did 
not have the sacred characters necessary for true power. This had 
begun to take shape and materialize in Carlo's life with the 
appearance of the poor dog Karl, and began to vanish and end up with 
the disappearance of Karl himself. And this objectively. Then, even 


subjectively, Carlo now desired its nullification and its end, is 
something that for the moment is only potential, and that will be 
implemented, after a long and tortuous underground course, much 
later in his history. 


[91] Note 62 The imitation of the other Carlo (from the 
“Project”) 


But let us go back to that 18 March 1972, in which Carlo was. 

Desperate, forced to live rather than live waiting for the other Carlo, 
but always hoping that sooner or later he would show up again, Carlo 
set about spending the evening in that way he had forgotten. What to 
do? What did he do with him while he delegated his real existence to 
Karl? But this made sense precisely as a pretext, a practical way to fill 
the void. And in any case, always when the news arrives, one believes 
that for a moment they can be abolished, in order to be able to go 
back and face them again prepared: this is why one does not abandon 
oneself immediately to their real meaning, and one experiences a 
moment of detachment from they, or even skepticism, sometimes 
almost smiling; also because the news - perhaps the most desperate - 
are always an unexpected enrichment of life, something that comes 
true, that reveals itself. Carlo felt at the same time that there was no 
hope of Karl's return, that with Karl it was over forever, but that 
nevertheless this, which was now a tragedy, would not fail to give 
some other value to his life. That is, he immediately understood 
everything essential there was to understand. 

The pain he had felt in front of the pure and simple aspects of life 
on that afternoon of a day in March 1972 was a pain exclusively 
explicable with itself: that is, it was already out of life; it was 
pathological; it had formed and crystallized, precisely, as almost 
always happens, in a moment of particular health or even existential 
triumph. It was nothing more than the prediction of Karl's 
disappearance, indeed it was Karl's disappearance. 

The first solution that Carlo was able to conceive was the most 
natural: to take courage, reopen the door of the house, go out, get 
back in the car, start the engine, leave. 

Perhaps because of the "novelty" of the thing he was full of 
fortitude; even the speed of his decision revived him. He brought into 
his private life the virility and capacity for action of his public life! 
Because of his social successes, he no longer felt like the provincial [ 
Romagna iF immigrated to Rome and destined for positions of 
command almost by predestination, and yet slightly disgusting 
because of his shyness as a Catholic, his awkwardness of right- 
thinking, of his credulity as an intellectual. 


The time had come when he could afford to do what he had 
hitherto delegated a servant, a meek man to do. Indeed, all things 
considered, he almost considered what at the first moment had 
seemed to him an irreparable misfortune a just plan of destiny. But the 
reader has already understood that he was deluded, and was destined 
for immediate disillusionment. 

With the night, spring had found its climate again; fresh, but not 
pungent; the warmth of the day persisted, and what is more curious, 
precisely in the humidity of the grassy flowerbeds, of the large tree- 
lined avenues. 

Carlo knew Karl's itineraries very well; which, to some extent at 
least, were the obvious ones. There was a certain avenue, along 
certain reddish walls, on which, more than that of the moon, the 
duller light of the stars seemed to shine. By day this avenue was filled 
with rivers of cars; not at night; even if it was no longer deserted and 
out of this world — as it had once been, until a few years ago —- it was a 
place where whores could quietly wait for their customers. All this 
was familiar to Karl; familiar the great red wall, dimly lit by the 
painfully warm night, | of another] human race; familiar the small 
grassy bank, in front of the wall, on the other side of the small avenue, 
which opened onto a large, badly fenced meadow, which sank into 
darkness, towards a gorge along which who knows what railway track 
passed; the little fires of the whores were familiar, surrounded by 
groups of young men and men, almost all of them now in cars, 
because for some years the boys had no longer needed those women; 
familiar the festoons of lampposts that were lost beyond that lawn, 
against silent overpasses, woods of houses. But for Carlo everything 
was new, even if known. And here was the terrible pain that the very 
presence of things as they were gave him; not so much of those that 
darkness made identical to how they were in the past, as of those that 
were unmistakably new and modern; the cars, clothes and hair of the 
young; their gestures, their words; their coming and going, their being 
there; life itself. 

The first woman who happened upon him - one of the three who 
had chosen that embankment as their place of work, and to whom 
they had heroically and stubbornly attached themselves - even 
accepting, poor things, with holy resignation the great decrease in 
customers — was a girl with short leather petticoats that barely 
covered her crotch, and a red turtleneck shirt; she was there she was 
shouting incomprehensible things to someone; she was a girl and an 
old woman at the same time, with thick thighs and a protruding belly, 
against which she clutched the reddish hands that held the purse: that 
was all that Karl and Carlo liked about her. And yet approaching that 
girl, talking to her, getting her into the car, like one of the old 


innocent dirty ruffians, Carlo's age, who roamed those parts by now 
definitively deserted by the boys, was a feat that immediately proved 
to be impossible. 

The excruciating pang of pain that had pierced his bowels all day 
became, if possible, even more painful; and in any case it turned into 
a feeling of nausea, which forced Carlo to accelerate towards a slightly 
shaded corner under the wall, where, pretending to piss — which was 
against all his principles, indeed, [ it was the first time in his life| who 
did it - vomited; or rather he retched, without vomiting anything. 
Certainly he was not made to replace a man of another nature, or at 
least forced into another experience. His "private" life was 
undoubtedly over for him. All he had to do was choose (?) to be only 
"public", and therefore "holy". 


Following the disappearance of Karl 


[92] Note 63 Clarifications and complications (from the 
Project") 


Feltrinelli's death, together with the revolts of  extra- 
parliamentarians, now isolated from the rest of the nation blackmailed 
by the events of '68, and therefore only willing to remember them 
with hatred, had given further strength to fascism which, despite 
everything, despite the desperate efforts of the few honest | and naive 

political forces, it had already strengthened so much with the Milan 
massacre and the other two hundred bombs that massacres had not 
made any, [ but they were part | of the same program. In all positions 
of power the fascists began their counter-offensive|, their series of 
tactical exchanges fete. |; the Church was finished, the Curia remained, 
this was enough for a return of clericalism that could conceive the 
fascists as possible allies: the basis of their possible understanding - 
which pragmatically began with exchanges of men in the centers of 
power - was simply the "power ”, for himself, stripped of any attribute; 
since it is inconceivable a clericalism without the Church, which 
wants the power of the Church; and it is inconceivable that fascism 
without tradition wants traditional power. The people were those who 
— in a terrible cross-section — on that day in March 1972 — Carlo had 
seen running by car from Milan to Rome, along the Aurelia; the 
people were that; and it was no longer the archaic values of the 
Church or the perverted ones of conservation; dumb, brutish, 
grinning, empty, neurotic, anxious, random, undifferentiated; the 
young people all wanted the same thing, which was nothing more 
than the eternal repetition of a model, which made all the contents 
the same; a civilization was beginning whose center was not some 
man, but groups of men; the man-hero, as Carlo was, albeit modestly, 
was something now inconceivable except to men of a certain age, who 
still felt respect - respect perhaps even towards those who didn't 
deserve it - but which in itself was nonetheless a noble thing, 
ennobling life. 

Despite the fact that Carlo, like all the intellectual petty bourgeois 
knew this - knowledge due to common sense - and had pronounced his 
condemnation, not trivially against "the opposite extremisms" with 
which the old swindlers of Italian politics tried to give themselves the 
halo of popularity , but desperately against everyone -— yet he had 
something inside him that obeyed, like an eel in a herd of eels, that 


knows how to find its way from the bottom of the ocean back to the 
small source of the Alpine stream, to a profound call that I I dare not 
even name. 


again 


[93] Note 64 The hesitations before holiness (from the 
"Project") 


What does it matter even if this remained secret not only from 
public opinion, from the circle of friends or colleagues, and even to 
Carlo's conscience? 

In the interlude of an existence, which occurs between the 
occurrence of something new (in our case the disappearance of Karl) 
and its real effect on the development of the life of those affected by 
it, there is a moment of inertia, in which things repeat themselves as if 
nothing had happened, and reason continues to function regularly. 

There is nothing more innocent than an invitation to dinner; even 
when this dinner invitation begins to look guilty, the pretense of 
innocence can easily and even justifiably be extended for a long time. 
All the more so since in this dinner nothing can be said, no proposal 
can be made, no answer can be given, no allusion can be made: and 
the dinner can remain dinner and that's it. 

I can only say that before handing over even a single part of power, 
to be managed directly by the fascists (shamelessly now defined as 
such), the more clerical part of the Christian Democrats -— [let's say 
Andreotti — naturally thought about it for a moment]; and not so much 
out of scruple, or out of the natural physical repugnance that can 
inspire a fascist (for whom twenty years certainly weren't enough to 
wash his blood-stained hands), but out of the natural insecurity that 
even the most informed and skilled man may have in predicting the 
future; in the future the story is still there, and the story is confusion; 
although it is absurd to think about it, in the immediate future there 
may always be something imponderable that can deprive the fascists 
of the success that everyone foresees and they arrogantly expect. 

All in all, it is better to push an already proven man to the right — 
and always good, in any eventuality, for the left — than to hire in his 
place a decidedly right-wing man, proposed (indeed, almost imposed!) 
by Almirante. 

So there was this dinner (many months before Carlo had to make 
the "grand refusal"). And after all, as we well know, Carlo was not new 
to attempts at corruption. Indeed he had been corrupted. But not 
publicly. This dinner, on the other hand, could not fail to foresee a 
certain publicity of corruption. Even if only dinner remained. 

Stayed dinner and that's it. Never was dinner more ontological. We 


ate polenta with stew, a little Alpine style, with very good Trentino 
wine, because the honorable man with whom the dinner took place 
was from those parts; while, with the exception of Charles, of the 
other guests, two were Romans, and four Southerners (one Sicilian). 
XXX XXX 

Thus Charles' rightward shift was objectified. He didn't say it, he 
didn't admit it, he never knew it publicly; he said it, admitted it and 
knew it privately, but as a purely momentary, diplomatic, tactical fact: 
Machiavellian. 

However, deep down in his soul there remained, and deep down not 
so obscure, that unmentionable call that united his conscience to the 
herd of consciences. 


[94] Note 64 bis What happened during that dinner 
(from the "Project") 


[ I made a timid attempt to "describe" a dinner between right-wing 
Christian Democrats (or rather, willing to do anything) and neo- 
fascists, overshadowing a presence, as always, hardly talkable and 
mysteriously allusive of Sicilian mafia deputies. 

This description consists of one or two timid hints (a certain dish, a 
certain brand of wine). The minimum required by a story that doesn't 
want to be completely made up in the air. Actually I don't know 
anything about such dinners; and hints are only guesses. Others better 
than me could write a "piece" on the said dinner, with lists not only of 
the food and wine, but also of the clothes of the guests, of the details 
of their physical and social presence (ties, rings, etc.); and moreover 
brief excursus on their careers (which, moreover, I do not exclude 
from doing, later in the story). I'm not saying that all these details, or 
rather "particulars" are superfluous or merely aesthetic. No. Indeed, I 
would like to be able to describe them, to give the illusion of truth, as 
well as the conceptual truth (which would be enriched by it). I'm not 
able to do it because it disgusts me not only to experience such 
dinners, but also to ask anyone about them. That is to do what the 
novelist I would like to be does. But there is something essential that 
interests me more, and I would like to limit myself to the simple 
denotative reference of this. And perhaps precisely because of the 
economy of art. 

What was essential that happened during that dinner, which 
preceded the elections of May 7, 1972 by about a month? 

First of all, and the reader will have already understood this, 
without my needing to go into too detailed [clarifications| (which 
then, once made explicit, clear and ultimately trivial, end up 
becoming false), the phenomenon of a corruption, albeit internal and 
not admitted, or admitted with all the old justifications aimed at 
silencing [ in a global way | the conscience. 

But this is not the essential thing, at least as far as the facts of this 
story are concerned. The essential thing is another. 

Meanwhile v it was a dinner "among men", or for men only. 

This presents itself, I believe, as a [substantial | symptom for a ritual 
of corruption of southern (Sicilian) origin, structure and form, 
transplanted into a bureaucratic capital, through an operation of sub- 


government. 

The lack of women was a lack of nuance. There wasn't even a 
landlady, perhaps provincial, or vaguely romanized, to act as a 
mysterious sounding board, and to give unspoken agreements that 
certain grace that she knows great instituted hypocrisy has. 

No, nor the stout provincial married by the Trentino deputy when 
he was a young man, still smelling of the sacristy or even of the 
seminary, but already full of that bellicose energy that presides over 
brilliant political careers; the provincial who has become stocky v, by 
now unfamiliar with her husband, but there, bystanders, like a smiling 
erinyes the smile of the Venetian Catholics, next to him; nor his wife 
of higher social extraction, wed already advanced in her career, 
vaguely intellectual, etc. etc. No wives. 

To make it complete, the waiter was a waiter, who also came from 
the Alpine yokes, perhaps a former carabiniere, with a still black 
mustache, and a forehead [ like a herbivorous animal |. 

Both Trentino and Sicilians felt perfectly at ease in that atmosphere 
of virile complicity; while Karl was forced to make a rather agonizing 
effort (he hadn't felt anything like it since before Karl's birth) to keep 
up with the situation. 

The presence of one or more women reassured him, not only 
because sex cements everything, makes everything recognizable and 
existentially easy: not only that, but through the infinite capacity that 
women have to lie or not to accuse reality, the plea agreement (which 
it's always underneath, in a man of action) has almost consecrated 
characters. 

In front of all those faces of men, between thirty-five and fifty years 
old, devoured by lives spent on interests, all in all disgusting, so that 
the bodies - from which those interests were concretely lived - had 
undergone a kind of degeneration V, Carlo he was like a child among 
the grown-ups. He had to play their game (which they knew so well), 
feigning their good humour, their optimism and their voracity - and - 
something unknown to all - their repulsive vulgarity (which was 
expressed by those noses, those fat, from those wrinkles, those scruffs, 
those mouths, those pallors, those sweats). 

V Thanks to Karl, Carlo had acquired a profound, disinterested, 
innocent complicity with his own sex. 

[ He was in continuous contact with it, and always followed it, like 
a thread that through life, led him (perhaps) to a dimension that life 
did not contemplate, etc. It was gratuitousness, freedom obtained 
through violence, without consensus or tolerance, etc. The guarantee 
of a protective secret, of an internalized "elsewhere", etc. Therefore, 
Carlo always felt that his own cock was a value that was always 
physically present and active. 


Towards the middle of that dinner (with braised meat and polenta) 
Carlo suddenly stopped feeling that his cock was meat. The physical 
vehicle} between him and his cock, i.e. the underpants and trousers, 
had suddenly lost their capacity as inanimate vias. They didn't pull or 
loosen on anything; and the always vaguely fiery drop of pleasure on 
the glans under the skin - the pleasure bubble, which makes a 
squeezing gesture, a healing squeeze, etc. necessary, even when it 
cannot be done. — seemed to have vanished, lost like the first crazy 
and guilty pleasures of adolescence, etc. 

Neither during dinner nor after dinner did Carlo, among all those 
cronies and those in power, have the courage to go to the lavatory to 
look at himself. And the reader should remember that Carlo was not a 
sensitive and complex intellectual, but he was a man of action and 
power. 


precise 


[95] Note 65 Prologue to the medieval garden (from 
the "Mystery") 


I feel a profound repugnance to stop with my imagination, to be 
able to write about the neighborhood where Carlo lived, Vigna Clara, 
the new part of Parioli, or even Olgiata that it is. Why? Thinking 
about it makes my heart ache. It's not moralism, it's not a social or 
classist sentiment. In fact, for many years now I have belonged to the 
world that lives in similar neighborhoods. For as many years (almost) 
I haven't frequented him, it's true. But I cannot economically 
distinguish myself from it. I haven't experienced it. I have lost it. 
Willingly, with joy, with liberating satisfaction, with unspeakable 
relief, but I have lost it. Maybe that's why I'm worried. And to this 
must be added a certain pity, but a pity one feels for something that is 
repugnant... 

Well, what pushes me back ruinously from that environment is the 
lack of a halo in which it fades and deforms, or of a free area from 
which it can contemplate and analyze itself. It is all there, before the 
eyes and feelings: without v idealism| V. Yes, I repeat, without 
idealism, without the notorious idealism. It is a totality, which is 
created by a few but which is however expressed by the majority: the 
fronts of the buildings, the (slightly poorer) embassy buildings, the 
gardens that are actually dumpy], but nonetheless a sign of luxury in 
that sea of concrete, the silences of "privacies" well sealed in houses 
that are respected, with marble and glass windows (all things 
considered |dumpy]| too), with long lists of shimmering bells lin the 
|brass, and the silence still deeper and almost wild than the garages: 
all of this is a "form" devoid of redundancies: its meaning is 
completely defined: and it essentially consists in the lack of margins 
and spaces for "something else". This something else could be class 
struggle, or a self-defeating concern about classist entropy, or religious 
mysticism, or even literature or love of culture. Instead, none of this, 
nothing. The mere idea of this reality takes my breath away; makes 
my imagination run away in terror from it. And instead I force myself 
to stay, and even [ to write a kind of poem whose environment is 
precisely this. It means that there is something which, even though it 
repels me, escapes me; and not only the fact of not having lived (with 
all my will) that world and therefore of having lost it; but perhaps the 
presence of a (perhaps aberrant) form of idealism, that is, of ascesis on 


that world, which escapes mel. Without this liberation, life would not 
be materially possible. And instead there, in Vigna Clara, in the Nuovi 
Parioli, or in Olgiata, one lives, as far as I know; entire existences are 
consumed, infinitely full of reality. [ I suppose that just as the hatred 
of power is idealistic, the desire for power is also idealistic. And it is 
perhaps superficial to condemn, by election and without discussion, 
the desire for power. The form of idealism that makes that city of the 
rich, or at least of the well-to-do bourgeois, live all the same, with 
their internal hierarchies, clientele of snobs, tolerated outcasts, etc. up 
to the truly powerful, bank directors, big company executives, 
immovable bureaucrats, ministers, it is a natural and — I have to write 
it — innocent will to power. 

Those who — as in my case — hate power, perhaps at one time or 
another in their lives, at an inaugural moment, loved it, because that 
is natural, and because it is what then causes justified hatred, as well 
as almost religious! 

Our hero, through all the metamorphoses - ambiguous and 
incomprehensible, and perhaps even as arbitrary as one likes - was a 
man whose life was determined by a "natural and innocent will to 
power". The origin of this will is lost in the origins of the species, and 
can remain as a vital element —- one of many — which, although it 
seems to me difficult and stupid to condemn moralistically or 
ideologically, nevertheless has in its eschatology, in its potential, 
something, not only obscure, but too determined. This is what is 
repugnant: as in certain beasts condemned by nature to be horrible, 
and their not realizing it appears inconceivable and gives rise to a 
kind of desperate anger against them. 

Of grass and plants, yes, I love to talk. Around eleven in the 
evening, a strange warmth had settled in the air, after a fairly cold 
and even a little rainy day — like all of that April and May of 1972. 


[96] 


Carlo arrives home as if in a hallucination (due to the wine?), and it 
seems to him that behind the city there are gardens, vegetable 
gardens, etc. Citing Aljosa's journey "behind the city" almost literally, 
instead of meeting his brother Dmitrijin, he meets an Angel who 
makes him get on the "chariot", and takes him in front of his garden. 
Even this garden must be split in two: the double is a courtyard or 
threshing floor, the description of which is taken in part from 
Dostoevsky (again Karamazov) in part from Gogol' (Dead Souls); while 
for the description of the deities or idols, resort to descriptions of 
sacred figures made by Longhi from fourteenth-century painting 
(Cimabue, Stefano Fiorentino, Giotto "spacious") in the "Fratelli 
Karamazov": 

(May 12, 1974) 


Dmitry = Demeter (confused in drunkenness) 


[97] 


V |The herbs of the gardens Vv were Vv already thick; and even the 
half-wild plants, such as the acacias, which in Rome can overflow, 
among the garbage, along certain peeling walls or certain rotten 
fences, even in the heart of the richest residential districts, were in full 
bloom. The rain that had fallen during the day had nestled inside that 


poor vegetation, and the sudden warmth made it perfume. 

But who was looking at that weed, or those rows of fragrant acacias with enormous white, 
decaying flowers full of an almost indecent smell? Who was looking at that sky scattered with 
clouds, warm and grandiose as in the fifties, as in the forties? Who was looking at those stars, 
sad_and absent even with their heavy and almost fat light? 


In front of Carlo's house, there was a large garden; certainly, a city 
garden, with well-shaven grass, well-trimmed boxwood bushes, large 
pines; however, upon entering, you could hardly see the houses of the 
residential district around you (the buildings built in the last ten 
years), and it seemed you were plunged into the heart of the 
countryside. 

That countryside, of course, had nothing to do with the countryside 
that Carlo had known as a child and boy (and which had become THE 
countryside); however, precisely because of this extraneousness, he 
gave a more acute and almost painful sensation of being outside the 
city, lost in a country world where nature reappeared in all lits 
mystery |. 

Returning from dinner, which I mentioned in the previous notes, 
and on his way home, Carlo (perhaps a little drunk because of that 
cursed wine from who knows what cursed hills with a German name), 
witnessed a prodigious spectacle; or rather he had a vision, V whose 
protagonist was him father of him. 


[98] Note 65 bis Medieval garden 


In the middle of the garden the father was sitting, on a [realistic| 
wicker chair, indeed, for a garden. The light was not electric, modest 
and sad due to its elegant discretion, almost obligatory in a world 
governed by intransgressible| laws: the proper light of a sunken 
garden in a wealthy neighborhood defenseless against the nocturnal 
silence of an ancient spring night. It was rather a universal light, 
which came directly from the stars. 

The old man was silent, as if everything had been said, or as if 
speaking were superfluous. V As author and inventor of this Vision, I 
must say that Anachronism can rediscover reality and topicality, but 
this does not happen by chance. | It is the need for the persistence of 
the Past in the [ arrogant | modern time, which makes it eloquent. It is 
true that it is a return and an ephemeral reset, yet the moment it is, it 
is. Next to her father, sitting on the grass of the Garden regressed to 
remote times — also ephemeral, yet endowed with the quality of a 
stabilization that is no longer possible or even thinkable — |was 
Providence. To top it off on oneiric |cheekiness|, she wasn't even 
dressed like her in the last years of the Era that is ending, [that is, the 
Thirties, or the Twenties — but dare I say the Forties, or Fifties too! No: 
she was dressed in a V Romanesque tunic. 

In line in front of her were four little Gods — whose presence, 
certainly not to Carlo, who lived them in the vision — but to me who 
am referring to them, bring tears to my eyes. 

Oh Gods of humble Italy, which the peasants, after having seen 
them, used to reproduce by sculpting wood, stiffening them, clumsy 
and childish, yet delightfully precious, as no cultured poet has ever 
been able to do!| 

There was not in them the light of Intelligence and Reason, no, it is 
true: and my emotion is not an emotion on the Intelligence and 
Reason of man. There was only its Reality, and its innocent way of 
managing to see and express it, up to its perfection, which no 
language can define except by saying what is lost, and what is left 
unsaid and uninherited. in the fathers, poor creatures, who lived with 
such alacrity, such good will, such innocence. The first had a sickle, 
the second a pannier full of grapes, the third an axe, the fourth, 
smiling, a branch with large gems. 

Standing behind the father was Grace, with her three little girls. 


Though, of course, pretty, and kindly smiling, there was nothing 
'stuffy' about them. V [They believed| really in the goodness of others 
and in the objectivity of good; they really believed in the rules that 
governed life; but their belief was slow, later, filial, inherited: but, 
precisely for this reason - although it seems absurd - more perfect and 
enchanting. Good education had an ancient ideal source that made it 
natural today. Confidentiality, discretion, obedience, cheerfulness, 
respect, |resignation and heroism}, were like second nature. They 
totally lacked the aggressiveness of those who, in a moment of history, 
instituted this source of norms: they accepted it, and applied it 
diligently to life, precisely obtaining grace from it; in the mother the 
same as in the daughters, all equally ready to accept the sacrifices 
imposed by nature and by power, confused with each other, but not 
by ideological error, but by realism: a realism not thought of, but 
lived in the bodies, in the sweet eyes, in the smiles of poor people, in 
their marvelous but humble hair like vegetation or animal fur, in their 
slightly rough features, a little snub-nosed, but the same as those of all 
those who resemble beautiful and flawless fathers and mothers. 

Next to Grace stood her sister Parsimony, who resembled her | like a 
drop of water |. She had two sons, who played [with each other}. They 
played balls: and the balls were the ones that cannot be bought, but 
that the children [make up| in some way, for example, once, from 
bottles of fizzy drinks (|someone will certainly] remember it): they 
were two innocent boys and normal, with their slightly dusty tuft, 
wide and funny smile, well-shaven nape, gentle bodies. 

In a circle, a little further back, all facing each other, stood 
Obedience, Patience, Resignation, Piety, Joy, Good Will, Health, but 
also Disobedience, Bravado, Ribaldry, Cruelty , Anger, Violence, 
Illness: they were all sisters, they had the same wild and [giggle| eyes, 
the same [plebelan and kind| gestures, the same feeling, light and 
almost gay, of shame for one's presence. 

All these were Deities: the Deities, evidently, V of the father. 
However their relationship with him was not one of authority; indeed, 
they seemed to be there not to lead or dominate or patronize the life 
of their father, seated and silent, but to place themselves at his 
service. Miraculous sacredness and humble reality were in them one 
and the same nature. 

[Next to them| there was a Horse, also a God, I can't say whether it 
was a Stallion, a draft horse or a saddle horse; nervous, skittish and 
glistening, he persisted in grazing, now wagging his great tail, now his 
long mane: every now and then he raised his head and sniffed the 
wind. It too, a wonderful non-pedigree animal, was there ready to 
watch over his father, [ serving him |. 

Next to him was April, who held in her hand an acacia flower, with 


the sharp, almost indecent scent of human seed. On her tuft she had a 
defiant little hat and woolen trousers; she was whistling a song that 
boys usually sing in chorus. 

There was also the God of Primroses, with hoary hair, old [like 
Methuselah|, with his shoulder blades protruding on his back almost 
like a child's; he held a glass in his hand, and with the ironic eyes 
(certainly not of an old bourgeois but of a slightly mad peasant) he 
said a poem, whose words were not perceived, only the accents. 

There were other Gods too, but the list would be long and boring: 
Heroism and Resignation, all these were friendly Gods, looking at 
once majestic and subordinate, happy to be patrons. But at the end of 
the garden, at two opposite corners - in almost perfect symmetry of 
course - there were two other groups of deities. 

To the left, in the dim light, neglected, with their heads bowed, and 
some even tied to their wrists, were the Devil, the Adolescent, 
Tarchet, the Son, the Hermaphrodite, the Anarchist, Eros: all naked 
and beautiful, but without sex. Perhaps their services were useless, 
their protection unsolicited: yet they too were part of that humble 
Celestial Circle. 

On the right, [ instead | there were Gods of a completely different 
type and nature. V They were the First Father, the State, Order, 
Madness: these divinities did not at all appear to be helpful: on the 
contrary, they seemed to demand silence and prayer. Their chance to 
concede was unpredictable. It was necessary that something - also 
unpredictable - could distract them from the occupation in which they 
were engaged. Father Primo held a breast of Madness tightly in his 
hand, like an apple, and this had made him erect: he looked into space 
with his eyes lit and his hair blowing in the wind. Not Romanesque, 
but Art Nouveau, V [ in the | expert eyes of Carlo and the author. The 
Order was intent on reading a book from the early twentieth century. 
The State | pompously| consulted Greek texts: but not classical ones. 
Madness with her bestial toenails, was intent on scratching the head 
of a Deity so short in stature that at first she was not seen: her head 
was very large V and with a protruding forehead, on the snub nose. It 
was the Power. 

The father did not look towards this group of Gods, perhaps he did 
not dare; or if by chance he turned his gaze towards them, it was a 
gaze of complete and utter subordination, and, ultimately, of love. 

Over this Vision le like a musical accompaniment —| hovered a song: 
a song that was between a national anthem, a liturgical melody, and a 
choir of pilgrims. Singing were, in three regular rows — the lowest in 
front, the middle in the middle, the highest in the back —- the 


Institutions. 
At the foot of the Institutions, with a harp in hand, stood Cudillo, Occorsio, Falco, De 
Peppo, who was scratching his ear with the long nail of his little finger, and D'Ambrosio: not 


really their bodies, but their double: symbols, evidently taken from the most backward areas 
of the modern world, in that Vision of the Past, almost as if to institutionalize its Anachronism 
(at least this is the author's intention). 


Here is almost completely described the vision. I did it with a 
diligence and simplicity of form bordering on coquetry, I am well 
aware of that. But there is a reason. All this description is purely 
marginal and preparatory; it simply has the function of bringing with 
the greatest economy of means possible - the bare minimum to make 
me understand, perhaps by winking or quoting or pulling away - to 
what has real importance for the unfolding of the story. 

Among all these divinities, which I - who are neither Pizzuto nor 
Tostao - have summarily represented, there was one that I would call 
eslege or anomalous. And it is here that I should, if anything, commit 
my will to style: on this divinity who does not have a precise place in 
the symmetry of the medieval garden, who perhaps is not even a 
divinity, but a simple man - of very young age - hired at the divine 
nature. Or maybe he is a fallen God, out of the fixity of the place 
entrusted to him by the Ananche - Erratic, wandering, wandering, 
unstable God; perhaps more at the service of the Gods than of men; or 
placed by the Gods at the direct service of men, and therefore servant 
of one first and then of the other. Servant of all, and therefore of no 
one. V Made to serve the Gods through men. [ At the service of 
considering men as second-rate masters, and pretending with the Gods 
to be at the real services of men (as it is in fact) and not of them, the 
Gods. Etc. etc. |direct, therefore, of men, and in the indirect service of 
the Gods — authorized in this case 

This God who wanders around with his hands in his pockets, and 
[hale| yawning, among those celestial Circles and Semicircles around 
his father, without finding a fixed place to place himself, out of 
boredom, impatience, contempt for everyone or unadaptation - 
perhaps due right to his inferiority - he is a dark young man, 
ordinary-looking and not very intelligent, nor particularly bad. 

With him the father does not have the reverent and repressed air he 
has towards the Gods who are on his right (and who nevertheless does 
not reveal too much, as a dignified professional, that he has nothing to 
fear from them, because his obedience and his loyalty to them is 
established ab aeterno and sine die), but he has the confidential and 
simple air that he has with the God-Servants. Even with him his 
eloquent silence presupposes and expresses mutual trust, security of 
relationships, the certainty of being able to count on the satisfaction of 
one's needs, both private and, above all, public, aimed at the public 
good. 

Yet there is something fundamentally different between that young 
man and the other Gods, both the Servant-Gods and the Master-Gods: 
and this difference is evidently social. In fact, the God-Masters visibly 


belong to the bourgeois race, perhaps with noble origins, etc. etc.; 
they have [hard| noses, [silly| chins, Teal dark circles, etc. etc. of 
bureaucrats, professionals, traders or industrialists; their wholly social 
aggressiveness (because physically, even if they are athletic, they are 
weak), mixes with the sense of guilt that originates it, etc. etc. And 
even where their weakness is poetic — and their uncertain and 
therefore ungenerous way of being there, arises from ancient family 
upbringings, for which it would be absurd and inhuman not to have 
understanding, and perhaps feel a certain |tenderness| — an incurable 
vulgarity deforms , consumes, obscures those features marked by a 
repugnant| senility. 

But even the Gods-Servants basically belong to their own race: in 
them the peasant origins are more recent and visible, it is true, and 
therefore their lack of responsibility, their summary and diligent 
education, their alacrity with limited interests, etc. . etc. they preserve 
the innocence, health and popular grace of their physicality. When 
Lenin said that peasants are all potentially petty bourgeois, he 
[alluded| to these Gods of ours, who, despite living a bourgeois life, 
have not completely lost the possibility of being human apparitions: 
with laughing eyes, colored cheeks, the features, as I said, slightly 
rough, but beautiful. 

Unlike both the Gods-Masters and the Gods-Servants, the 
"anomalous" young man present in that beautiful company, whose 
name of God is Salvatore Dulcimascolo, does not belong to the 
bourgeois race at all. 

His breed is clearly popular; and — given that she physically presents 
herself, to a barely expert gaze, as a southerner — underclass. This is 
the reason why he is so isolated in the middle, he cannot merge nor 
amalgamate with the other Gods: "marked" by an ineliminable 
diversity fete. |. 

He is simply accepted, both by the Gods - among whom he is hired - 
and by the human father: and he has been able to transform this 
acceptance into a privilege. He doesn't hide it. On the contrary, he 
manifests it visibly, in the look between threatening and bored, in the 
hooligan attitudes, which however always have the grace received as 
a gift (perhaps from other Gods?) being born in a poor house, in the 
heart of some old, dirty, desperate southern city . Probably, I add, 
Palermo, because if he were from some other large non-Mafia city, 
perhaps the petty bourgeois contagion would have transformed him 
more profoundly, giving him those characteristics of servility which 
he does not at all show he has. He does not lose his dignity for a single 
moment. If he is accepted into that world, he in turn has accepted 
being accepted into it. He is not a hit man (like a policeman, for 
example, convinced to serve the rich for a small salary, passively and 


without alternatives). No, the Savior God Dulcimascolo, he had but he 
gave; he has but gives: his is an exchange, it is a pact. As a man of 
honor, of course. He enhances himself, by ancient instinct, and with 
grace: the firstborn son of a Palermitan mother proud of him. In the 
face of the rich who corrupt him - as a picciotto practiced with 
corruption - he knows that he represents for them something they 
cannot do without. So take it or leave it. You give me so much and I 
give you so much: we are even. Among the circles of the Celestials he 
behaves with the same naturalness as in a district where poor boys go 
to work or give themselves up to the underworld, choosing their own 
destiny, or experiencing it as something unique: personal and at the 
same time common: |therefore tragic]. Furthermore, due to ancient 
experience of corruption he knows his corruptors very well: that is, he 
knows their main sin, consisting precisely in the act with which they 
put themselves in relationship with him: corruption (tacit, for the 
most part, but ancient and therefore also ‘it always equal to itself, 
fatal). 

In other words, the God Savior Dulcimascolo is economically in the 
hands of the Gods, who have hired him among them, but at the same 
time he too has the Gods in his hands: in fact, he could always, at any 
moment and for any reason, blackmail. 

He does not know the lofty reasons, the great original sins, but 
certainly the small crimes - however contemplated with the greatest 
severity in the penal code - are well known to him, because he himself 
committed them on their commission. 

Why did Carlo's father —- who was an old anti-fascist, a Degasperian 
Christian Democrat, who had aged fairly dignifiedly, that is, living 
bourgeois guilt in a general and innocent way only — seemed to find 
that young man's presence so natural? 

Her gaze, if it fell upon him, wandering around from the Center of 
that Vision, betrayed no special feelings of wonder, embarrassment, 
etc. It seemed that she had always seen, known, accepted him, as one 
of the many habitual and daily presences of his world of him. 

The lives of the fathers always emanate a V feeling of mystery: and 
that boy seemed at that moment one of the most enigmatic elements 
of this mystery. Because, as for Carlo, he hadn't been to the Middle 
East, to Iraq, to Iran, where in reality all those around him - except for 
a few dozen people - technicians, employees and two or three 
ministers - were of the race of the God Savior Dulcimascolo, even if 
milder or more ferocious at the same time. But Carlo's eyes had never 
really taken those human presences into consideration. |There must 
have been some good reason: something that prevented Carlo's eyes 
and perceptive capacity from realizing underproletarian human 
brothers (I say brothers, since he was a Catholic). | He knew they 


existed, yes. And he also knew their problem: seen from the left above 
all, since it had always presented itself to him throughout his life as a 
problem NEVER focused his attention on such a character. Perhaps 
this was how his natural bourgeois racism manifested itself. He hadn't 
felt hatred, contempt, disgust, pain, incomprehension, etc. for such a 
form of humanity: no, his eyes had simply never rested on it. And lit's 
strange|, because Carlo was a man of culture; a scientist, even if he 
had dedicated himself not so much to science as to applied science: he 
should therefore have felt at least once in his life a little curiosity, if 
only intellectual, or practical, for people like Salvatore Dulcimascolo, 
his fathers, his mothers, his brothers, and all those like him. And it's 
not that he didn't miss the opportunities — precisely because of his 
work; only recently abstracted, and never once had the power to 
which he belonged made any concrete effort to put this problem on 
the table and solve it. That's why it was a problem of the communists, 
and of the leftists; and therefore, the democrat, a Catholic of the left 
Carlo, could only posit him as such. Never once, I repeat, had he made 
the knowledge of this problem coincide with a person who lived it in 
his body. And it was in fact from that body that his eyes shunned. 


being 

follows reference to a note not inserted 
recently 

therefore 


[99] Note 66 Medieval garden (continued) 


And it was from that body that now his eyes were drawn. 

But while Carlo was about to make it - that is, he was about to make 
the body, the whole body, of the God Savior Dulcimascolo, there, 
now, present, alive, carnal, with his smell, perhaps with his stench, 
with his weight, with the its warmth, with its possibility of attacking 
or being attacked, to desire or to be desired, like a freshly ripe fruit 
ready to be picked, or denied, untouchable, reserved for actions that a 
bourgeois cannot imagine [ that mythically | — here Heroism and 
Resignation began to sing. Their singing, sharp and sweet, popularly 
mannered, even a little ridiculous for the [absolute| fidelity to the 
musical canons that [determined it|, and at the same time poignant, as 
it is when (still sometimes) it attacks | suddenly] in a street along the 
sea, or in an alley between old [dilapidated| houses, or in a cornfield, 
in the thick lof the trees| along the ditches absorbed in the peace of 
the sun — suddenly he |silenced| the small, boring, reiterated choir of 
the Institutions, which continued to sing in the void, undaunted, 
according to a cult canon, in many voices, perhaps an old popular 
tune reworked by some Hindemith imitator, V on behalf of some 
ministry (and perhaps [ candidate| to become a national anthem, I 
would add, if the Vision aspired to be exhaustive). 

That song took us elsewhere and to another eee He restored| a 
reality as deeply forgotten as it had been deeply experienced. Oh, 
nothing specific: perhaps the countryside around Turin, or perhaps 
some other place in the countryside of the Po valley - when the sun 
goes down, evening is what it is, eternal and with no alternative - a 
rite to which the entire cosmos, with those hundred, two hundred, a 
thousand men and women who inhabit that corner of the world - 
with farmhouses|, fences, ancient reddish churches - participate - 
with the light of the sun losing its colors, and the stars that re-emerge 
from the sea| , or behind a distant row of blue mountains bordered by 
a whiteness of snow which separates them from the blue of the sky. At 
that moment a bell rings, and a voice, melancholy or cheerful, of a 
mother or a friend, rises to speak, indistinct, beyond the domestic 
walls, or beyond the walls or fences of vegetable gardens, because 
there is always someone who lingers outside. open, in the air that 
begins to become hostile, and the grass that sadly begins to get wet. 

While Carlo, easy [ prey | of that song, felt his heart tighten - until 


he felt, not entirely sorry, a tear in his eyes - the young God Salvatore 
Dulcimascolo fell asleep. He had been yawning for a while, it was 
evident that he was tired, or bored, and that song, which had such 
value for Carlo, was for him nothing but a pleasant lullaby, and in 
short he fell asleep. 

He had stretched out on the sacred grass, had been there for a 
while, with his elbow pointing to the ground and the back of his head 
resting on the palm of his hand, chewing something between his teeth, 
perhaps the long, light stem of an ear of corn, then slowly he he was 
completely stretched out, with his forearm under his head, and he had 
let himself go into his youthful sleep, like boys do, who think they can 
go too far at work, or in making love, and then later, at the [first 
occasion|, they collapse miserably and innocently. 

The song of Heroism and Resignation — monodic and monostrophic 
song, the one that two friends sing together in unison, but in reality 
each singing on his own —- then ceased as suddenly as it had begun — 
and with it the vague visions of a world | buried in memory, and not 
even regretted, with its smell of hay, its alleys of earth or white dust, 
its vegetable gardens overflowing with peace, the rising or setting of 
its sun, the voices, the cries , the laughter or tears of its people}. 

He just stayed there, that sleeping body. 

In sleep it was still, so to speak, more corporeal. The defenses of the 
vigil had fallen — let's call them cultural — and only the flesh was left. 

So it was now easier for Carlo's eye to rest on it too. He had only to 
overcome modesty with himself, |} which | was not simple: however, 
albeit guilty, taking advantage of the fact that no one saw him, he, for 
the first time, not only looked at a human being like Salvatore 
Dulcimascolo , but he even paused to observe it and [even| to weigh it. 
He did it, without knowing the meaning, of course, although he felt a 
deep pain: which manifested itself with a tightness in the chest and a 
sense of emptiness in the belly, like when you feel dizzy. 

It was the oneiric force of vision, which gave abnormal values to 
things: terrifying meanings to |insignificant and] common particulars. 
It was not a political or ideological interest that Carlo felt, for the first 
time in corpore vili, on the body of that underclass. He certainly didn't 
think about how to resolve the southern question, or about how to 
change the relationship of ENI's plants with the Sicilian region, for 
example, or similar things: or, if he did think about them, he thought 
about them, so to speak, in a second column which it hummed and 
vibrated in his desperate and |strangely| heavy chest. 

The sleeping Salvatore Dulcimascolo had the possibility of attracting 
Carlo's attention to himself precisely as a body, and as a personal 
body. 

Carlo observed her black hair, with roots so thick as to recall the 


overflowing and overbearing grass that in that month of May was 
reborn everywhere, as if it were the first time in the history of the 
world; the narrow forehead, the irregular features, a little animal, 
almost unpleasant and at the same time full of the beauty of health 
and sexuality inherited as a good; the nose a little hooked, the mouth 
too fleshy, the cheeks drawn close to the cheekbones; his body was 
long enough for a southerner, but not long-limbed, his strength was 
that feline and square of a brown boy who will be devoured, when 
old, by thinness, or disfigured, more likely, by the fatness of the poor; 
and here is the belly, and the womb, that place of the body where 
Carlo's eyes were certainly more reluctant to rest, even when flying 
over, and where now, more guiltily, for the action performed in secret, 
they rested. In that womb there was the purity and inviolability that 
poor boys' trousers seal, as if their sex were closer to creative grace or 
in any case more equal and closer to the inaugural model [ than any 
other: the perfect repetition, of right, of a gift that is so painstakingly 
granted to the bourgeois (and, if granted, immediately suffered, 
suffered, considered as undeserved, corrupted, degraded). The perfect 
repetition of a mechanism without the possibility of error, entirely 
worthy of nature which so designates and wants it. Between the 
cultural sexuality of the trousers — closed by a simple zipper as if it 
were a V seal — and the natural sexuality of the body, whose 
conventionalized form could be glimpsed by the use of trousers, there 
was a harmonious relationship and perfect: where nothing was against 
shame or for shame|; shamelessness was chaste, and chastity 
shameless, the miracle was crude and crude, and crudeness and 
crudeness were miraculous. Now, in his sleep, on the hard earth 
covered with sacred grass, perhaps due to some dream, or due to 
intractable youthful sexuality, the member had erected: his eyes 
inexperienced in theory, expert in practice like those of a whore, of 
Carlo, if they noticed immediately, and the perception of the image 
was formulated in him without words and unconsciously, according to 
custom: as well as the consideration that it was a stronger and larger 
member than those that Carlo imagined to be the average, and 
therefore V faithful to the mythical image that the normal bourgeois 
has, without saying so, of the [proletarian sex. The trousers, slightly 
worn at that point, along the zip that closed them - a slightly cloudy, 
slightly livid wear, although barely perceptible - the position of the 
supine body being tense due to the position and at the same time 
relaxed due to sleep , they did not have the indefinable swelling of 
when the body stands erect, standing up - a swelling that is 
continually changing and mobile, which allows us to glimpse the 
power of sex ambiguously, keeping its true shape and true size 
uncertain; nor did they have the almost geometrical swelling that 


occurs when the body is seated, or bent over, in the shape of a triangle 
in the first case, of a cylinder extended horizontally in the second, and 
in both severely unintelligible: now it was a shapeless swelling and 
therefore defenseless: the form Vv that was hidden there was almost 
perfectly legible, in its disarming innocence. | All this Carlo analyzed 
and grasped in an instant, I repeat, without saying it. He only felt 
more acutely, and almost unbearable the weight that oppressed his 
chest, and the sense of emptiness, of contraction on nothingness, that 
he felt at the bottom of his belly. Unaware of all this, the God Savior 
Dulcimascolo, assassin of the God-Masters, was sleeping blissfully, 
with his head abandoned on the grass and his face a little pale, whose 
dark skin looked like ebony or ivory, framed by the open collar of the 
black shirt. 


immersed 
at the height 
transparent 


[100] Note 67 The fascination of fascism 


A demon pushes me to be clear, to repress the will to "manner" which is part of my style. 
He's the demon of old age, I know. 


But I can't help but supplement the previous notes on the "medieval 
garden" with some observations - meta-narratives, as a young 
specialist would say to my mortification - which reflect on the text the 
reasons I attribute to it. 

I said in the previous note that there is a mystery in the life of 
fathers. Not a great observation. But for this very reason I would like 
to add a few considerations. The mystery of the life of the fathers is in 
their existence. There are some things —- even the most abstract or 
spiritual ones — that are experienced only through the body. Lived 
through another body they are no longer the same. 

What was lived by the body of the fathers can no longer be lived by 
ours. We try to reconstruct it, to imagine it and to interpret it: that is, 
we write its history. But history fascinates us so much (certainly more 
than any other science) because what is most important in it eludes us 
irreparably. 

For the same reasons we cannot physically experience the problems 
of children: our body is different from theirs, and the reality 
experienced by their bodies is denied to us. We reconstruct it, we 
imagine it, we interpret it, but we don't live it. There is therefore a 
mystery also in the life of children: and consequently there is a 
continuity in the mystery (a body that lives reality): a continuity that 
is interrupted with us. 

We know how the phenomenon occurs - since we too experience 
reality in our bodies in all its infinite forms: but in us the awareness of 
the transience of this experience is so strong as to deform and degrade 
it. It therefore presents itself to us only as an experience to be used to 
understand the analogous experiences of others: they lyes| endowed 
with the quality denied to us, the absolute value. 

Of course, we know well that even the existential experiences of 
others are short-lived, miserable, confused — they haven't even begun 
they're already over. But this sense of transience becomes an element, 
one of many permanent and absolute elements of the value of the 
bodily experiences of fathers and children. 

The sense of transience, also internal to future experiences, causes 
such experiences to present themselves as already past (since they are 


ideally so, by their nature). | So that the mystery of existential 
experience is a mystery par excellence of the Past: not only of the Past 
as it appears to us in the Present (mystery of the fathers), but also of 
the Past as it appears to us in the Future (mystery of the children). 

The continuity of the element of transience is identified with the 
continuity of the Past, and of its bodily mystery. 

This continuity invades all of life, it is its continuous register. 

The stabilization of the Present, the Institutions and the Power that 
defends them, are based on this feeling of the Past, as a mystery to be 
relived: if we did not delude ourselves that we were repeating the 
same existential experiences as our fathers, we would be gripped by 
an intolerable anguish, we would lose the sense of us, the idea of us; 
and the disorientation would be absolute. Especially since the mystery 
of the history of the fathers "is identified" with the mystery of the 
history of the children. 

Fascism expresses all of this in a primitive and [elementary] way: 
therefore it gives first place to irrational philosophy and to action, 
which are the current and logical forms of the corporal Mystery. None 
of us are exempt, unscathed or free. Even when we don't want it, the 
Past determines the forms of life we imagine or plan for the future. 

Fascism is the ideology of the powerful, the communist revolution is 
the ideology of the powerless. Temporarily powerful and powerless, of 
course. In the historical moment in which |this took place]. The 
powerful are also executioners, the powerless are also victims. 

There is something absolute in the thought of the powerful who 
wants to |stabilize| the Past; while there is something precarious in the 
thought of the victim who wants to destroy the Past. 

In the powerful there is no ambiguity; and so in those who decide to 
obey the powerful and therefore to take advantage, in return, of 
power. Instead, the victims are deeply ambiguous: their decision to 
reject the power they have at hand, to create another one in an 
uncertain, improbable, often idealized and utopian tomorrow, cannot 
fail to raise suspicions. 

One can condemn the powerful (for his abuse of power, his 
violence, his aggressiveness, his vulgarity) and one can condemn 
young people who, having reached the moment of choice, decide to 
stay with the powerful, to serve them, with the aim of participating in 
power, and little by little, perhaps becoming truly powerful 
themselves: but in all of this there is nothing to make us suspicious: it 
is, I would say, natural. On the contrary, it is difficult to think how 
anyone could come up with the idea of making the opposite choice: 
that is, renounce following the course of life which, by placing him at 
the service of power, with his youthful [ boldness |, assures him for 
seniority and old age power and prestige; and choose instead a life of 


victim, excluded from the great paternal banquet of power: of the 
glorious repetition of life as the Past [ that perpetuates itself |. 


follows reference to a not inserted note 
variant; a reference to a not inserted note follows 
Thus 


[101] Note 58Second basic moment of the poem 


[Here is, in a nutshell, how it ended. | 

Carlo went into his room and undressed, half drunk (the 
drunkenness admitted by serious people). By now the Vision had 
remained behind, in the Garden sunk in the humidity, which now 
seemed almost frozen, of the night of that May. The Gods and the 
other Celestials, looking towards the street and the gate — motionless 
and frontal — now turned their backs to the house, inside which Carlo 
was undressing, his hands shaking. His heart, which drunkenness had 
plunged into a dark muddy bottom, was overwhelmed by an unknown 
feeling - and, although abject - and [perhaps| precisely for this reason - 
exhilarating, wonderful. In Fascism there is a charm that no one has 
ever had the courage to explain. 

As soon as Carlo was naked, his eyes fell on the mirror that reflected 
him: and here, suddenly, the reason for the weight that oppressed his 
chest and the emptiness that unpleasantly lightened his lower 
abdomen, under his trousers, became clear. 

In fact, two enormous breasts protruded from the chest; and 
between the legs, in place of the penis, there was a nothing covered by 
a patch of hair: a vulva. But it was with other words — words used Vv 
by the people, and which the bourgeoisie has never been able to 
replace - except by making them vulgar - that Carlo realized his [his 
own change of cal 


sucked into drunkenness 


[102] Note 59 Passage of time 


From May 1972 to October of that year, nothing happened that was 
even foreseen as an Event. The MSI had many votes in the elections: it 
was even very successful, as the reader knows better than I do. The 
socialists left the government, which moved to the right, with the 
liberals, and the head of the government was Andreotti. The old 
clerical-fascists raised their crest again, and a climate of restoration 
blew like a sirocco over Italy. But everything, at least for now, was 
limited to this. That was an old thing. Reality, going ahead on its own, 
as its real laws wanted, transformed the Italians through new 
phenomena of permissiveness V: certain V acquisitions, which, with 
the socialists in government, were called Reforms, had now become 
irreversible. Italy was heading towards Consumer Hedonism - lif the 
reader will allow me this hasty definition] - whose temple was 
certainly not the Church. A hedonistic fascist was a contradiction in 
terms. Power was caught lin the impasse| of this contradiction. What 
direction would his Mind have imposed, by descending, in the |case in 
point|, into the Head of the Government, Andreotti? A more decisive 
turn to the right - as demonstrated on the surface by the moralistic 
[revival| of the dying old clerical-fascists in the Judiciary, the Police, 
etc.? Or a more real turn to the right along the long roads of tolerant 
democracy? 

Power is eternally young, ductile, often doubtful and in crisis, [like 
everything human]. Now the lemmas of him were in question. 

The Opposition had rearranged itself, and had rediscovered a 
certain traditional unity based on that rhetorical idea of Power 
traditionally understood as "old, idiotic, obtuse, without dilemmas". 
Leftism had lost its masses, because a subculture of protest against a 
subculture of power is an antithesis that cannot fail to end with the 
defeat of the former. The masses of young people had enigmatically 
returned to order, while visibly retaining the |traumatic| signs of their 
revolt a few years earlier. But things had turned against them. The 
total and intransigent condemnation that they had pronounced 
without discrimination against all the fathers had prevented them 
from having a dialectical relationship with those fathers through 
which to overcome them and move forward. Pure waste is dry and 
evil. And so, through the refusal, the young people found themselves 
stuck in history. Which inevitably implied a regression. On them the 


psychological and corporal characteristics of an old unhappy 
bourgeoisie reappeared: signs that, at least minimally, had 
disappeared in their fathers: one saw the faces of old priests, guilty 
little lawyers, empty judges, corrupt sergeants, etc. etc.: this in the 
most defenseless of those young people, of course. In the "mass" there 
was nothing but discontent, neurosis, ignorance, aggression: 
integration did not pay for betrayal. 

The rapprochement of the periphery to the center, of the province 
to the capitals, had meanwhile also destroyed the various, particular 
popular cultures. The periphery of Rome or the poor lands of the 
South, the small traditional cities and the peasant regions of the 
North, no longer produced their own human models, born precisely 
from their old cultures; human models to oppose to those offered by 
the centre, as forms of resistance and freedom — even if old and poor. 
The model was now unique: it was the one that the centre, through 
the press and television, [softly imposed. And since it was a petty 
bourgeois model, the huge amount of poor young people who tried to 
adapt to it were humiliated by it. There was no more popular pride, Vv 
alternative V. Indeed, the extra thousand lire that well-being had 
slipped into the pockets of the young proletarians had made those 
young proletarians foolish, presumptuous, vain, wicked. It is only in 
poverty that the goodness of man manifests itself, albeit illusoryly. 
There wasn't a young man of the people who by now hadn't impressed 
a grin of self-sufficiency on his face, who no longer looked anyone in 
the eye, or who didn't walk with downcast eyes, like a schoolgirl, to 
demonstrate dignity, reserve and morality. There was no more 
curiosity about anything. Everything was already necessarily known. 
There was only the nervous anxiety — which made one ugly and pale - 
to consume one's slice of [cake]. Added to this was long hair, or rather 
hair styled like on ugly masks, with drafts, pigtails, fringes, rolled up 
tufts: an irrepressible deformation, which presented itself as a result 
achieved through ineffable efforts, and which even replaced the word. 
Old whores, strumpets of the Twenties, or Santoni without thought, 
the boys of the people imitated the students in this masquerade that 
made them spend the best years of their lives as [buffoons, ashamed 
of the beardless splendor of their skin, V lightened by the old tufts 
proud and innocent, with the virile and humble shorn napes of the 
times of Poverty. 

Of educated men there was not one who had the courage to raise 
his voice in protest against all this. The risk of unpopularity was 
scarier than the old risk of truth. After all, even specialized culture 
was worthy of its time: by now its internal organization was 
definitively pragmatic: intellectual products were products like any 
other: they were defined by success or failure, and their heuristic was 


in their being there, as things or facts: lost or won bets. Bad faith was 
ideologized as an element of the way of being educated or even poets. 
Some "Groups" - also psychologically and bodily similar to a 
bourgeoisie that seemed to be gone forever - made their declared and 
direct aim of "literary power", not only without shame, but even 
simultaneously managing a moralistic, terrorist and blackmailing 
function , inferred, with unheard-of brazenness, from pathetically 
defeated leftism. 

The only reality that throbbed with the rhythm and eagerness of the 
truth was that — ruthless — of the production, of the defense of the 
currency, of the maintenance of the old institutions still essential to 
the new power and they were certainly not the schools, nor the 
hospitals, nor the churches. 


frustrated 


[103] Memo 60 The incarnation of Salvatore 
Dulcimascolo 


Carlo, as a man of power of course, as a public man, lived for all 
those months just as enigmatically as the Government to which he had 
given his technical support, in an unspoken, much less written 
exchange. His was a state of suspension. Prudence had succeeded 
Fascist violence — like the Great News — which advised waiting: not so 
much to do something as to not do something: for example, not to 
make the mistake of overestimating fascism and readmitting it into 
the area of decisions [ of the power|. On the other hand, Carlo kept his 
breasts and his female genital organs, well kept inside the old grisaille 
or tweed suits, which, after some disorder in the previous years, 
tended to resume their classic line, even if the hair was not they were 
really still shorn with the nuance... After the attempt to change or 
increase power, as a "pure proposal", which took place in that May full 
of anxieties, and by now, as a fact, irreversible, Carlo had_ remained 
firm in his rank: that which he had reached with his trip to [Syria and 
other Arab countries| (where ENI had always preceded the State). In 
reality, nothing had happened: if not precisely the irreversible fact of 
that tacit proposal. 

Precisely as a consequence of the suspension (which did not mean 
renunciation) and of the possibility (always open) of that First fact, a 
Second fact happened - as if by pure chance, with a cordial, light, 
disengaged, camaraderie air. A second dinner. This time the Trentino 
deputy was joined by a southern (Neapolitan) deputy with the white 
name of Tortora, as host. While the remaining "small company" 
remained unchanged. The thing was born gaily, by chance, in a 
meeting xxx xxx xxx. Thrown away, the unimportant proposal, it was 
realized, by unanimous, stubborn will of all. Who knows what was 
going through the minds of the four Sicilians, the two deputies and 
the two unidentified men of power. The fact is that they were invited 
from Tortora to Toula, for one October evening: tepid, with trepid 
stars on the alert, yet resigned to the worst. 

Tortora had practically always booked a table at Toula; and so the 
company sat down around the white tablecloth, placing their heavy 
asses wrapped V in dark fabrics on the chairs reserved for the great of 
the earth, capable however of very modest earthly dinners. There was 
much talk: but certainly not about Restivo, for example. Later on 


everyone was happy, and the Sicilians began to caress their table 
mates, patting their cheeks affectionately. In Tortora, while taking 
those pats, the | sacristan | expression was accentuated in the round 
face behind the clever glasses. They did not dare to pat or caress the 
Honorable Trentino, even as servants to masters; nor, in truth, to 
Carlo, with his icy northern hair, blondish around his gloomy 
forehead, with his deep, no less gloomy eye sockets, and his mouth 
with large protruding teeth from which came a dry conversation 
conditioned by the habit of technical terminology. Neither Buscetta, 
nor Vassallo, nor Buttitta, nor Gallina, could ever have imagined that, 
behind that aridly pale Northern face, and under those manly 
impeccable clothes, the body of a woman, a female, was hidden! 

This Toula, so pompously official and consecrated exclusively to 
political power, was not after all such a divine place]: the old- 
fashioned air was rather sad, and everything was a bit crammed in: 
the waiters carefully dressed in black with bow ties, the bar in a small 
narrow room to the right of the entrance, carefully set tables, 
naturally giving a sense of luxury and high privilege; but, as if to say, 
in that low little room, where one went down, entering through a door 
almost like a bureaucratic building, through two or three steps, 
surrounded by other small higher "séparés", the squalor of everything 
that is state-owned, and therefore where power par excellence dwells. 
Therefore, even the wardrobe was narrow and narrow: the coats were 
hung in a closet that opened right next to a small desk, in a corridor 
where two or three people would have been cramped. Going out, 
Carlo with the others queued in front of that small cloakroom, where 
the attendants pompously paid their respects to them in parsimonious 
silence and almost recollection (while a funny air of ironic complicity 
wandered in their too expressive pupils). When it was Carlo's turn to 
put on his coat - amidst the exuberant chatter of the |mafiosil, already 
tucked into their enormous ones, glittering with fur and leather — he 
noticed the young servant in charge of that job. 

The gaze of that servant, first of all, V, was already focused on 
Carlo, when Carlo noticed him: it was the gaze of someone who 
"already knew": not exactly an accomplice, but willing, immediately, 
or always, to become one. It was a declaration of readiness for 
complicity. But it wasn't servile. It was simply the gaze of one who - 
despite knowing his own social inferiority - proposes himself to a pact 
as equal to equal, in which, however, he would not have transgressed 
his subordinate condition, consisting for example in taking care of the 
person of his superior - who would become in a certain way, thus, his 
protégé. Like a son is protected by his mother: perhaps by a mother 
who, despite having other equivocal, ambiguous thoughts on her mind 
V, is nonetheless willing to sacrifice V for the love of her creature, to 


be cared for even in the humblest needs, the poop, the panties... Yes, 
the gaze of that servant — who, from the comradely relations of the 
others, who were already familiar with him, appeared to be called 
Carmelo — was a maternal gaze: and so were his gestures: the moment 
he slipped Carlo's coat on, he seemed even enveloping him in an 
embrace — a light but overbearingly possessive embrace: the protective 
tenderness was also that which the perpetrator can have, as usual, 
with the victim. He was not very young, certainly he had already been 
a soldier for some years: his body which would one day become fat, 
however still had the flourishing character of early youth, in which 
everything is soft and powerful: his face, already a little marked, was 
that of a young man, exclusively such, and nothing else: and his 
youth, presenting itself as a force, had the same function as his 
maternal attitude, which imposed, with silent violence, its own 
protective affection. Thus the youth seemed to want to place 
themselves under the orders of those who needed them, almost by 
arrogance; silent, of course. The only physical defect consisted in the 
fact that this maternal young man had already begun to lose hair on 
his forehead, which already appeared almost uncovered up to the 
middle of the skull: the hair, however, was still beautiful, flowing and 
wavy, as it is in virile men. mother's children who come from the 
people [ more people | from the depths of underclass misery, which 
joins, in an involuntary and yearning feeling of tragedy, V sexual 
destiny and death, military service and delinquency V. With an almost 
cloying smile, Carmelo therefore helped Carlo to put on his coat, 
looking at him as if he knew him, or as if he knew something about 
him: in short, as if between them there must be - if there wasn't 
already - a certain friendly and [ sweet | complicity. 

Carlo in those moments had completely lost his mind. His northern 
blond became, if possible, even more harsh and gloomy, and, almost 
with bad mood and uncontained anger (due to reasons of a different 
and superior character) he let slip a large tip into Carmelo's hand: 
which he felt was large, swollen , warm, tough and helpful. 


[104] Note 61 Visiting Toula 


Although until then he had not been a client, Carlo began 
frequenting Toula, and his situation immediately became 
embarrassing. You don't go to Toula alone, and only to eat. It's very 
difficult to find the table. The Hon. Tortora is at home, and meeting 
him - without having calculated it - is embarrassing: how do you show 
him that you are - you can be alone - lost in a big city - outside the 
iron circle of political maneuvers, which require ease, good humour, 
aggression, and above all company - over any international dish, 
chicken or boiled beef? The Hon. Tortora is there, with his noisy 
company of Christian Democrat politicians who have come from the 
provinces, who, at the table, demonstrate a noisy sense of security, 
which is the other side of prudent tastings, V power relations, etc. V 
in official places: that if they end in defeats, around the laden table of 
the Toula they are gloriously minimized and laughed at; if it is a 
question of victories, they are hooliganously enjoyed, [ and if the 
phrase «we fucked him up» is not always pronounced, that is the 
meaning of the speeches|. The Hon. Tortora can also, having lost all 
restraint, due to the excess of that security, pull out the yellow 
envelope that comes from the Vatican, perhaps directly from a person 
close to the Pope, in the (unspoken) name of the Pope himself, in 
which he congratulates the top Christian Democrat leaders for their 
courageous struggle in defense of morality, say, and for the repression 
of rampant sexual freedom, etc. 

Being alone there is like saying: "Slaughter me." But of course the 
hon. Tortora and the others filtered everything through the 
aggressiveness of their triumphalistic good humour, and accused 
nothing, [ seized by | an intoxicating [ blindness |. 

Naturally the complicity between Carlo and Carmelo had become 
more intense, and above all, more justified: by now the gesture with 
which Carmelo put Carlo's coat on was a ritual, and the thanks with 
which Carmelo took Carlo's substantial tip in his big hand [ more than 
an “Amen” it was an “Introibo” |: but nothing [cracked| the obliging 
virility of the young man of honor, who, if he bowed and crawled 
before the powerful, did so because — I repeat it once again — he had 
an equal dignity to put on that scale, which sooner or later would 
have weighed their giving and their having. 


[105] Note 62 Carmel: his availability and his 
dissolution 


One evening Carmelo, after having stretched out a hand to silently 
take the tip, extended his other hand with a quick furtive move, to 
which Carlo was not accustomed. Mechanically Carlo grabbed what 
Carmelo handed him. It was a piece of paper. He didn't understand; he 
put it in his pocket; he too with the quick and furtive gesture that he 
had learned at that very moment, like a lesson that can be applied 
immediately. His eye, while escaping like that of a businessman who 
can only quickly put on his coat, in order to hurry away - naturally 
ignoring the wardrobe man - managed to catch something unexpected 
in Carmelo's face: a slight blush. But, perhaps due to Carmelo's ability, 
innocently due to his very ancient philosophy of being poor of him, 
that blush, which was perhaps one of shame, presented itself as a 
blush of satisfaction, or, better, of joy. 

As he left, Carlo with his coat still fluttering, he couldn't help 
himself from glancing back once more. Carmelo was already occupied 
with something else, in a distraction that suddenly revealed all of his 
substantial mystery, the mystery of a profoundly foreign person: but 
as he became aware of that gaze of the Lord, he immediately resumed 
his shining childish and subproletarian smile which had made him 
turn slightly red, against the brown of his Sicilian skin, [ which, in his 
early days, had | immediately melted away | from the gloom of the 
assassin or from the dazzling joy of the little boy, who laughs without 
knowing why: and he had immediately adopted that manly kindness 
towards the rich, as if wealth by its nature could only feminize: a 
kindness, it is evident, polite and hypocritical, and with an allusion to 
a {maternal tenderness which, as soon as it was requested|, would be 
granted. 

As soon as he was out, Carlo gave a quick, furious look at the note. 
There was only one number written on it: a telephone number. 

It was not easy for a man who has been a man for about forty years 
to suddenly behave like a woman. So the days that followed were 
|tremendous| for Carlo. The telephone became a monstrous 
mechanism, a window into a hellish, cosmic darkness. A thousand 
times he was about to call, and a thousand times he gave up, just like 
in love stories. While - and this must be absolutely clear - love had 
nothing to do with that matter. [ It's not true that sex and love are one 


thing: actually, they're almost always two completely dissociated 
things. Even if it is true that a drop of love tends towards fertilization 
(while ignoring this end - due to youthful recklessness and 
selfishness), it is always. Even in the two minutes it takes to fuck a 
whore standing up in a meadow full of crap and rubbish. | It wasn't 
love that kept Carlo from making the phone, with his calculations and 
his anxieties. It was, simply, sexual shame, the terror of admitting that 
in her lower abdomen there was a terrible, breath-taking contraction, 
of wanting to run any risk — even death — just to find peace, for a 
single instant: to receive in the yearning void the full healer, the <? 
>, the charisma; Carmelo's cock, certainly swollen with virility, 
obtusely 

It is incredible that against such a desire, so poignant as to make 
one wish for death, a cold reasoning such as that which safeguards 
one's dignity could have strength: such as that which wants at all costs 
to make others believe that, for certain things , one does not suffer, 
one does not even dream of suffering. 

These are things that seem to happen at the time when Forster 
wrote "Maurice", in England in 1914, rather than in Italy at the end of 
'72. But for Carlo (if the reader really needed [these justifications]) 
everything started afresh, and he knew nothing, absolutely nothing 
about this type of relationship: like when, a plump boy and vaguely 
eunuch — he had left his native Alexandria , to go to Turin: where he 
would learn nothing more. Calling Carmelo meant not only revealing 
to him and to himself one's indecorous desire, but also placing oneself 
in the hands of a stranger: perhaps a murderer, perhaps a blackmailer, 
or in any case a racially different custodian of one's secret, who it was 
a bourgeois tragedy. 

Enough.} Of course Carlo ended up phoning Carmelo, at the time 
when he supposed he was at home, breakfast time. Carmelo's voice 
rang in Carlo's ears for the first time: it was a much more Sicilian 
voice than he had imagined, and also much more popular. To express 
himself in Italian he could only pronounce Sicilian more distinctly and 
slowly: for example instead of saying "ci" he said a "gni" pronounced 
almost gallantly, or to say "divertire" he said, a little quickly, because 
perhaps he felt that there was something wrong, “divértere”. Carlo - as 
in naturalistic novels - had a kind of dizziness, and "felt sinking"; while 
the other, |sedativel, he kept talking, making exact arrangements for 
the appointment, without any baseness, any vulgarity. 

They found themselves at a "corner" which for Carmelo is the most 
open, natural and innocent place in the world: the corner was a wall, 
along a former avenue now incorporated by the city and which, 
according to Carmelo's indications, led to a place known as Casal 
Bertone.| Behind that wall lit was not clear| what there was, a 


warehouse, an abandoned factory, who knows. The night dominated 
there. At the corner there was a traffic light: and that former avenue 
crossed there; precisely with a street called Via Prenestina. The traffic 
on this road at the time was indescribable. An endless line of cars 
stood still in front of that traffic light, like a drainage ditch that had 
its source in the center of the city (a center that seemed cosmically 
distant to Carlo). Beyond the traffic light, on one side there were small 
black lawns, with the remains of some barracks on them, and, behind 
them, the tarred walls of large buildings that disappeared into the sky 
filled with a clear, cold and bluish vapour. In the middle of an open 
space in front of [those buildings], in a vague ground on which a 
circus had pitched its tents (yes, a circus), there was a small isolated 
pink building: it was a glittering bar, which , since it corresponded to 
a tram stop, was full of passing crowds, old and elderly, as well as a 
[small gathering of “abbitue” |, young people, with their filthy long 
hair on the small shoulders of rickets, or on those [ lardose| of fat 
people. Further back there was a terminus full of buses, a cinema, the 
"Diamond", and, in short, hell. 

Carlo was stationary with his car next to the sidewalk where 
parking was evidently forbidden, given the proximity of the traffic 
light. But what to do? Next door there was a urinal, a florist and a 
newsagent, not to mention another less important bus stop under an 
old tree that had survived who knows what times: so there was a lot 
of comings and goings around Carlo's car. Just the right place for 
someone who would have liked to be alone, to sink into the center of 
the earth. The desire to be possessed by Carmelo was a matter of life 
and death in Carlo; yet although the probability that this would 
happen in a little while was great, Carlo was as if stiff and frozen: v 
the gestures of possession, which his imagination envisaged for him, 
were extremely poor. And yet, when Carmelo appeared, or rather, 
manifested himself through his body that appeared at the street 
corner, everything became so mysterious and complicated again, so 
frighteningly rich, that Carlo was about to faint. Carmelo, on the 
contrary, seemed to take the matter very naturally. Who knows how 
many times he had slipped into cars waiting for him at some corner. 
He who knows how many times he had performed those erotic 
gestures, unbuttoning his trousers, taking it out, etc. which V seemed 
so supreme to Carlo. 

"Hello," she said as she got into the car. She called him you. "Unni 
let's go?" he then said, chanting his pathetic Sicilian, which however, 
corrected by her physical presence and by his vaguely oily smile, had 
lost some of his purity. Where to go? But Carlo thought he knew 
Carmelo. That Carmelo was willing to go to any place on earth, to any 
house that occurred to the Lord, was another reason for wonder for 


Carlo, whom he did not know, and would never have suspected the 
existence of such availability. No matter how | protected and settled 
down| the little boy was, presumably], it was incredible that he had 
kept the freshness of the poor available to everything so intact. That 
he didn't have any organizational difficulties to oppose; no 
psychological resistance. He came with Carlo like an animal, a young 
beast so disinterested in the human world, that even being taken to 
the slaughterhouse is something that does not seem to concern him: 
and therefore it pours all over the conscience of man. So to speak. 
Carlo, as a woman, imagined that Carmelo would take the initiative. 
That he knew where he would take him; maybe to assassinate him, or 
blackmail him, and do who knows what to him. 

[ Instead Carmelo put himself in his hands like this. Apart from the 
fact that Carlo didn't have the slightest idea where to go (and the 
reader, excuse me for this new insertion of lived speech). In a hotel? 
His hair stood on end just thinking about it: the entrance in front of 
the eyes of the porter, the cashier, the porter... The identity card! A 
dubious little hotel? Carlo did not know of any, and besides he had a 
terror of them which simply prevented him from considering the 
possibility. Then going to his house meant for him automatically, and 
without the possibility of consolations, making Carmelo a murderer or 
a blackmailer (without taking into account the neighbors). | He tried to 
say these things to Carmelo, in a cracked voice that it was suddenly 
made more northerly than she remembered having: certain words 
were pronounced with the Piedmontese pronunciation of the specks, 
of the comical [myth] of the region. 

Carmelo immediately adapted to these difficulties too. He was really 
ofa |tremendous| innocence. He said, “I know a place. A good place. I 
love 'né!». 

[v The air had descended like a haze. Vv It coagulated around the 
lights of the traffic lights, in the center, and in the endless row of 
street lamps that intersected there. But even each of the innumerable 
red or white lights of the rows crammed with cars had around it, like 
a halo, some mustache of that haze. The lights from the windows of 
the houses, arrayed against the skies, without perspectives, massed 
row upon row, now very high, now very low, on still dark and muddy 
corners, were all veiled in black. Nobody noticed. It was a November 
evening at Acqua Bullicante: and everyone carried this wisdom with 
them — locked up in their heads like an unknown treasure in a buried 
and lockless casket. Heads cut out behind the misted windows of their 
sacred carriages, heads carried as if on the top of a rod or a stick, 
along the sidewalks, against peeling walls, or dazzling lights - on mud 
and cement crusts — of shops. The haze united them, plunged them 
into the same world, where they floundered insolently and 


confidently. The virgin Carlo was as if terrified of it. But the 
"naturalistic" heartbeat that pounded in her brain, flooding it with 
blood, was even stronger than that terror that rose around her like a 
wall of mist. | Her eye fell on Carmelo's body. Carmelo, taking a 
cigarette out of his pocket, had rearranged the order of his clothing a 
little, a splendid new raincoat, white and rigid, short to above the 
knee and with a large sports collar that framed his Sicilian neck: a flap 
of this coat she had elegantly stood up and left one thigh uncovered 
(wrapped by a pair of tartan pattern trousers) while the other flap 
remained covering the leg up to the knee, but taut. Thus, under the 
rigid raincoat opened in that way, one could glimpse the point where 
Carmelo's thighs met: [but everything was immersed in a deep, 
impenetrable darkness. The raincoat shone white over the thighs 
wrapped in a virile fabric that was actually too colorful to be truly 
Scottish: but the light only managed to shave, weakly, one of these 
two thighs, the most exposed, while the womb was in the dark, 
protected from an infernal darkness of which Carmelo, innocently, 
was unaware. But, as soon as the car moved, detaching itself from the 
sidewalk with its sad urinal, the light impalpably penetrated that 
darkness, and a certain swelling in the buttoning of the trousers — of 
which Carmelo also innocently had not the slightest awareness — was 
illuminated for a few moments by a small strip of light, who knows 
how it penetrated that cave, where Carmelo guarded the innocent 
naturalness of his virility - with his legs spread, and the hand that 
every now and then rested between them, big, hard , heavy, with the 
cigarette between his fingers. | 

They made a long road neither ancient nor new, which was covered 
by an infinite series of festoons of small light bulbs, in the form of 
frontispieces, with the silhouettes of crosses or other religious symbols 
in the center. They came to another traffic light similar to the previous 
one, but the road, which came from the centre, was narrower, and 
downhill, and, lif possible|, even more |crammed| with cars. They 
walked along this street, towards the opposite side of the centre, 
among old houses mixed with some new buildings, overhanging with 
its lights as if lit on empty interiors; and old narrow streets, to the 
right and to the left, which lost themselves in the dark, as if among 
the remains of a countryside reduced to a muddy pulp. Further up, the 
road widened, and the streets that ran perpendicularly into the dark 
were wider, with low walls and metal fences. The plasters of the 
houses were the ancient ones, brown or blue. |And, over all this was 
black| the haze. 

"Come on, come on," Carmelo said calmly, making a gesture with 
his hand that no bourgeois would ever know how to make; and which 
could not be obeyed. The road, under the haze, had become a wide 


road; to the left, scattered in the dark, there were large buildings, 
boarding schools or flower nurseries, to the right, the immense void of 
a dark prairie opened up, on which the haze cleared, revealing in the 
background the perspective, dense with buildings, of a other part of 
town. And there, on that backdrop like a wall of light concrete and 
reddish windows along the horizon, the moon had been born, in an 
oblong gash of the haze. The lips of that gash were as if bleached; and 
the light of the rising moon cast a pale violet, a cadaverous whiteness. 
At the end of the deserted boulevard along the prairie, dark, studded 
with the faintly luminous holes of the windows, rose the forms of yet 
another, older neighborhood, from which a streetcar advanced, 
rattling, which, in an unreassuring contrast, was |new mint}. In front 
of the concrete shelter of that tram, also new, suspended as if in the 
void, between the old disused road, covered with crusts V, and the 
newly built avenue, Carmelo, with a displeased look, motioned for 
them to stop the car. 

On the escarpment, in front of the huge meadow, dark and dripping 
in the infernal mist, there was a long line of small pine trees; even on 
the ground, on the asphalt of the main road, there were a dozen. 
Among these derelict trees, full of the sadness of their mountains, and 
of that, even more depressing, of the poor apartments of those 
neighborhoods - where they would have been covered with festoons 
and colored balls - a small fire was lit: it flashed weakly, like those of 
whores, [on similar edges| of roads. Around this fire there were some 
children, dirty [ ragged | and black as charcoal burners. They stood 
still, looking towards the road. One was already almost a teenager, 
and, perhaps precisely for this reason, because he already knew life 
with its humiliations, and the place that everyone must take, he stood 
to the side, with the alien air of someone doing his job . The other 
two, however, were smaller, still children. And for this reason their 
eyes were turned towards the road, shining with ill-concealed 
curiosity, with expectation. They were covered in rags, worn out, 
light, summery trousers, and woolen shirts from whose high, loose 
collars, dirty necks peeking out, tender like those of the weakest 
animals. The faces were transparent, due to congenital weakness, and 
while one had in his eyes the virile and mischievous flash that would 
have made him a thief or a criminal, the other had two bewildered 
eyes, like the son of a bourgeois trying to save his life. dignity. They 
were staring at Carlo's car, immobile in the position they were in 
when they turned around. The flashing fire lit up their smoke-black 
faces, in which eyes gleamed, slanted, motionless, expressionless. 
There was also a fourth, which was not noticeable at first. In fact, he 
was lying on sacks piled up near the fire, on the damp weeds, and was 

wrapped up | in a blanket. From that kennel, only his face peeped 


out, pale, almost yellow and round. His eyes also looked towards 
Carlo's car: but sleep overcame him, and his eyelids drooped over his 
pupils, which clouded as if blinded. 

"Turn around," said Carmelo thoughtfully, with the certainty of a 
guide who, after carefully observing, realizes that the trail isn't good 
and must take another. Carlo, obedient as a tourist, obeyed him. He 
started the car again and, out of blind obedience, made a U-turn on 
vialone V, then retracing it in the opposite direction. A few hundred 
meters ahead, Carmelo ordered again: "Stocca on the left." And Carlo, 
as if suffocated by the pleasure of obeying him blindly, submissively, 
turned into a small road which, behind an identical group of 
buildings, turned towards the dark, probably along another side of the 
immense lawn bordered by the avenue. In fact it was like this: after 
two or three sharp bends the road passed over a bridge, along a pile of 
shacks, and then went straight towards the indented district, with the 
great dome, and the long wound of the clouds above the horizon - 
which had appeared earlier, on the right, at the bottom of that 
[meadow as big as an airfield]. 

Along the edge of this meadow, once again, fires were shining, 
above the humps bristling with winter grass, with heaps of waste, 
with earth. Very far from each other, like sentry signals. Next to the 
first one could see, in a halo of colorless light and streams of black 
smoke — because tires were burning — the whore, with her short red 
skirt reaching above her thighs, and her black purse. Next to him was 
a customer, from the back, with poor old man's clothes that fell 
loosely on his bent body. Even next to the other distant fires, if you 
looked carefully, you could see a few dark figures. 

"Stop here," Carmelo said calmly. They were in the space that 
divided the first two fires, along a [dark| and high stretch of the edge, 
behind which stretched the soaked humps of the V meadow. Carlo 
stopped the car near the half-open gate of a long fence. V Behind it 
was the void of a sports field. Behind this was a gaping hedge, 
devoured by winter, but still full of leaves: and, beyond that, another 
quarter. Of low buildings, this one, of barracks, with [some| houses of 
three or four floors, built by some master builder, bare, gray without 
plaster. But that quarter too was immense, and, with its windows 
sadly lit, it [rose| against a part of the sky where the sun, which had 
already set for many hours, had left a mysterious, incurable trace of 
light. 

Carmelo got out of the car, adjusting his elegant white trench coat, 
with the collar turned up, with the air of a rogue male. His eyes 
almost laughed at her. Carlo followed him, and found himself as if 
naked in the middle of the - strangely warm - air of that 
neighborhood which reminded him of the cities of the Middle East, 


Damascus or the suburbs of Cairo, where precisely, as a foreigner, he 
had been condemned to feel around sees everything as exotic, separate 
from history. He followed Carmelo, beyond the short edge, into the 
meadow, which stretched as far as the eye could see towards other 
distant lights. The blind pleasure of obeying took away all the 
restlessness of a bourgeois, who of all that world, only knows that it 
exists: but he is careful not to deepen his knowledge, in any way 
whatsoever. On the other hand, the mystery of greater virility and 
fullness [ of life |, which he attributed — as a racist — to the quality of 
life in those poor neighborhoods, was the same one he attributed to 
Carmelo: and in the face of which, therefore, one he felt inferior (and, 
at the time, glad that he was). V Carmelo turned towards him, and he 
gallantly held out his hand to help him climb and descend on those 
muddy hills, bristling with stones and tufts of filthy grass. At that 
sudden gallant - and somewhat ostentatious - gesture of help and 
protection, Carlo went into a trance: he said nothing, he demonstrated 
nothing: obedience had to be blind, total. Carmelo's kindness was only 
proof of his strength. His will to possess made use of that chivalrous 
and ceremonious gesture — which concealed a real popular grace - to 
subject the consenting victim even more: whom he protected in that 
way as if to reassure and tame her. All this gave Carlo such strong 
emotions that he began to tremble, and almost to cry, in an 
exhilarating form as if of strange gratitude. Diligently followed his 
guide, who gently led him - with the big hand that he gripped tightly 
without realizing it - in that rugged place that was familiar to him and 
[ that Carlo lived for the first time |. 

Beyond the line of the whores' fires, which scattered infrequently 
towards the distant new quarter, gleaming against the haze, like the 
crenellated wall of an ancient city, the humps of the lawn ceased, and 
the ground became flatter. Carmelo let go of Carlo's hand and led the 
way at a quicker pace. After a few hundred yards, they came to a 
large metal fence, torn here and there. Here, hollows opened in the 
ground, with the grass thicker and cleaner. It was about the center of 
that great expanse of land, and all around, far away, against their 
different skies, shone the lights of the various quarters. (The 
mountains of the Castles had also appeared, slightly more [dense 
shadows in the blue-black sky, because the moon, along the very long 
and thin tear in the clouds, now shone more lucidly, almost victorious 
over the haze| that covered the earth .) 

"Here," Carmelo said. And he lay down on his side on the grass, 
leaning on his elbow. He looked at Carlo with a sort of irony, which 
however was affectionate, and intended in part also for himself. 

Carlo, solicitous and silent, lay down next to him, with his head 
bowed. His heartbeat was inside him like the thunder of a waterfall: 


and the emptiness at the bottom of his belly was a contraction that 
almost gave a V spasm, V that Carlo would have wanted, however, to 
last forever. Carmelo didn't mean it that way, though. And this gave 
Carlo another leap of joy to his heart. The joy was almost unbearable; 
and it was not to be shown. Silence was to be strictly observed. 
Carmelo therefore had another claim, than that of leaving Carlo there, 
agonizing in anticipation. In fact, with an accentuation of his ironic 
smile - which perhaps this time was hiding a little embarrassment - he 
took Carlo's hand, almost fearing to lack respect for him, with the 
delicacy that one has for the victim, and slowly drawing her towards 
him, so as not to was evident the strength or arrogance with which he 
was doing it, he brought it under the white flap of the trench coat that 
still covered his lap, taut, between his spread legs as when one is lying 
down on the grass. First he put her down lightly, still holding her tight 
in hers, always as if he feared doing something unseemly — he too 
weak| in the face of her need. Then he released the grip of his fist, 
however continuing to press the back of Carlo's hand with the 
calloused palm of his. [At first| the pressure was [very light], and as if 
uncertain, |however| insistent. Carlo's whole body was infected by that 
contact [ that didn't| have any intention of ceasing, on the contrary, 
little by little it became stronger, forcing then brutally, almost 
suddenly, Carlo's hand to press on that [ heap | of flesh that the tight 
trousers compressed on the lap. The pressure now so strong that Carlo 
felt on the back of his hand, and which spread v all over his body, 
had brought his [unbearable anxiety to the limit of endurance}: a 
[raptus| of happiness and gratitude shook him all (in his prostrate 
silence) almost like the symptom of an epileptic fit. His eyes were 
clouded with it, and almost blinded; and he didn't dare raise them on 
Carmelo, who certainly, with his ironic smile — now a little less calm 
and less able to mask his different emotions as a man — was staring at 
him. The pressure on the back of his hand was almost more 
exhilarating than the pressure that his hand in turn was forced to 
apply on Carmelo's lap. It was the first time that his hand pressed a 
virile sex, but the violence that forced him to do it was even more 
exhilarating than that discovery: once again Carlo wished that 
moment would never end. But once again - according to a kind of 
calculation that Carmelo must have been familiar with - the boy 
manifested his new claim. He forced Carlo to spread out his hand, 
which he kept pressed on his lap, and shriveled: he spread his fingers, 
so as to make him [grasp| that flesh that his trousers tightly wrapped. 
He still couldn't identify its simple shape, with that casual squeeze: 
perhaps Carlo's hand was grabbing the bottom of the member, 
between the testicles V. Then, patient, now sure of himself, Carmelo 
helped him, maneuvering Carlo's hand, against that secret that was 


well known only to him. First he pushed the prey's hand down 
towards the bottom, over the testicles, soft but las if slightly hardened] 
by the tight bandage of his trousers, then, slowly, he pulled it on him, 
making him squeeze the [hard part with his fingers |. It seemed to 
Carlo that he was sinking into the earth in astonishment: what his 
fingers were gripping was not what he expected. [He was expecting V 
a member like his, or like that of some of his schoolmates, that he had 
just glimpsed, in the toilets, or in the changing rooms of sports fields. 
This one, on the other hand, was much bigger, V and as if made of 
another material: it was another sex, just what the myth of the people 
made Carlo imagine, but abstractly, however, not concretely. 

And, moreover, from that massive proboscis, soft and hard at the 
same time as a stone, emanated a | profound| warmth, which, through 
Carlo's fingers pressing on it, once again invaded the whole body, 
flooding it with a joy thirsty for [death]. And it wasn't over yet. 
Carmelo, still victorious maneuvering Carlo's hand, now pulled it up, 
so that his member was measured along its entire length, according to 
his virile need, as well as according to the carnal pleasure that the 
grip of that obedient hand gave him . It evidently took a few moments 
for this length to be covered; but to Carlo it seemed an eternity, 
because once again the measure exceeded his imagination. If common 
boys had to have a member larger and more powerful than that of 
their unnatural masters, now that member was there, confirming a 
normal and current opinion: yet this confirmation was more 
astonishing than if it had been a discovery unexpected: because 
reality, as we know, is always bigger than our heads. In the meantime, 
the edge of the trench coat had slipped down, past the knee of 
Carmelo's raised left leg: and his womb came out of the dense 
darkness in which he had been wrapped up to now. The moonlight 
that flooded the lawn reached there: the two long-thighed legs 
separated elegantly, and, at their junction, Carlo could see his own 
hand, pressed by Carmelo's, which touched the untouchable, however 
leaving him as strangely untouched and immaculate. Suddenly — now 
completely in control of himself - Carmelo took his hand away from 
Carlo's, leaving it alone on his lap. He aimed her at the grass, and sat 
down better, spreading his legs even more. The embarrassment had 
disappeared from the affectionate and accomplice ironic smile with 
which she looked at Carlo: and his will was now brutally evident. 
Carlo had to do it alone. Once again submissive, obedient, manifestly 
lacking in his own will, moved almost to tears, with his head bowed, 
Carlo satisfied him. He began to move his hand up and down by 
himself along that tepid member tightened by his trousers. He 
mechanically continued to do what Carmelo had prompted him to do 
the first time, that is, to measure it, from the bottom to the top. And 


every time he felt the initial emotion: the sense of his immensity. On 
the contrary, by repeating the gesture - that is, he was aware of what 
he was doing with that gesture: measuring something that would have 
seemed enormous to him - his pleasure increased further: by now his 
bowels were undone and he was caught in the painful whirlpool. 

But a sudden outburst from Carmelo scared him: in fact the boy had 
suddenly pulled back, almost in anger. Carlo was terrified that 
someone would come and see them; or that Carmelo had suddenly, for 
who knows what mysterious reason, decided to give up that game; or 
even that he wanted to hurt him, throw him to the ground, steal his 
money, kill him. Instead Carmelo had drawn back so eagerly, so 
impatiently, just to unbutton his trousers. He carefully unbuttoned 
them all, finally undid the belt, and pulled down the white briefs with 
an effort, completely exposing his belly. Carlo was just in time to see 
the apparition: the member which erected proudly, madly striving to 
reach who knows where, emerging from the parched tuft of hair that 
was lost inside his trousers. It was perhaps a little less enormous than 
it had seemed to the touch, under the fabric of the trousers: but 
enormous all the same, and above all perfect, as if worked by a 
wonderful| craftsman: white, in the moonlight, yet gilded by a lurid 
allspice brown, the glans completely uncovered, almost of the same 
color as the rest, only more pink, of a brownish pink, and the skin - 
which covers it when the member is not erect — was all taut, revealing 
its shape perfectly: it seemed not just freshly washed — which would 
have already been humiliating and prosaic — but as clean and 
immaculate as ever. Carlo did, I repeat, just in time to see the 
apparition, that Carmelo's hand rested on the back of his neck. 

It was, again, a pressure. That is, the presence of the force of 
another body on a part of Carlo's body. This pressure meant command 
and possession. It meant Carmelo's will not to have the intention of 
letting the prey escape, now that he had it in his hands, and that even 
with respect and delicacy - almost with gallantry - he would not admit 
contradictions. 

If the pressure on the hand had been shocking, almost paralyzing — 
like that of a master on a tame beast - the pressure on the back of the 
neck almost made Carlo lose his senses. What did that hand, large and 
massive, want, resting on the delicate neck of a bourgeois who had 
always been weak and made ridiculous in front of himself by his 
complexes and by his duties? His whole story seemed to no longer 
exist: the force of a body exercised with such overbearing delicacy on 
him through that palm of a callused hand, reduced him too to a body: 
a body re-evaluated by the fact that it could be a source, albeit , of 
pleasure. Furthermore, the nape proved to be an infinitely more 
sensitive point than the hand, and it reacted to the pressure by giving 


Carlo such a shocking kind of prostration that Carlo already felt 
despair at the idea that it would soon end, and he now regretted it as 
a lost thing. forever... 

It should be noted that Carlo continually resisted the poignant 
naturalistic feelings of which he was inevitably prey, objectively. More 
than a late-romantic character, described in the “1880 writing”, he 
was a character of De Sade - of a presumed De Sade - in which a 
subtle but persistent vein of ironic fatuity desecrates the most 
atrocious sexual act, being nothing else , this, that the rationally 
predictable realization of a plan: a realization so predictable as to 
give, in the act, almost a certain boredom, arouse a certain ironic 
temptation to yawn, to dissociate oneself, in other words, from the 
prosaic and banal that characterize the realization with respect to the 
reason that plans it. 

Now, in reality, none of what happened to Carlo that evening, in 
that hollow in the ground, above the grass and dirt, next to that torn 
metal fence, under that moon that shone all the brighter the more 
cadaverous his body was. pallor — it was predictable for him. Indeed it 
was above all something infinitely superior to his imagination. 

Yet a thread of irony, almost a sense of comedy, never completely 
abandoned Carlo to the supreme and dramatic things he was 
experiencing. 

A kind of comic satisfaction coexisted in him with the marvelous 
vertigo and the shocking contrition of an obedient slave to which 
Carmelo's pressure on the back of his neck forced him. 

So Carmelo's hand pressed the back of Carlo's neck, throwing him 
into a state of confusion which, if continued, could have bordered on 
hypnosis or delirium. Carlo thought he had to interpret that sign as 
Carmelo's desire for him to touch his sex, now alive and naked. He 
reached out and grabbed it. With clumsiness, that is, mystifying with 
unconscious cunning the inability of the woman who, not possessing 
it, does not know the sensations of the male member: furthermore, of 
the woman, certainly unconsciously, Carlo mimicked the will to do 
what the male asks her, not to enjoy herself, but to please him. 

However the fist, clenching out of pure obedience, that is 
conventionally, Carmelo's member could not help but feel its reality v. 
And it was a new sinking into wonderful martyrdom. Now he had the 
naked sex in his hand: the miracle was therefore completely 
accomplished. There was no longer anything that divided Carlo from 
his desire up to now always considered unattainable. Carmelo's sacred 
trousers were unbuttoned, his briefs, albeit laboriously pulled down 
under his testicles, and his cock was out, uncovered, in the cold air, 
but at the same time strangely warm in the evening, under the grim 
light of the moon: naked more of the same nudity. 


The warmth of that meat proved to be even stronger: it was almost 
burning. Even her tenderness turned out to be even more tender; and 
its hardest hardness. But above all what he exalted until he trembled 
was her absolute nakedness. 

Carlo repeated on that bare member the gesture he had made 
before, when he was covered by his trousers: that is, he caressed it 
from bottom to top, measuring its length every time, as if it were a 
fact that one couldn't get over. The insatiability of the rest was made 
even more exasperated by the pressure on the back of the neck, with 
which Carmelo pulled him towards her. 

Carmelo's hand persisted in that pressure of his which forced Carlo 
to keep his head bowed, as if continuing to express a will that he 
hesitated to express openly. 

Carlo's head resisted that pressure, which drew him towards 
Carmelo's belly: but it drew him delicately, as if it were nothing but 
force exerted with unconscious obstinacy, a sign of possession which 
admits no resistance. There was now something mechanical in that 
pressure of the warm hand, which remained heavy and inert on the 
nape of Carlo's neck. And it was perhaps mechanically - as if to 
replace something else that a certain wonderful consideration on 
Carmelo's part prevented him from doing - that he began to move his 
hand up and down the nape of his neck, caressing. At first it was a 
normal, almost instinctive caress, a lightening and heaviness of the 
usual pressure; a gentle variation of pressure. But then it was a dense 
succession of real caresses, which passed evenly and heavily over the 
poor nape of Carlo's neck. They were mechanical, inert, iterative, 
hasty: sure, they kept replacing something else. 

Carlo was overwhelmed, this time truly on the verge of losing 
consciousness and falling to the ground like the lovers in the "Arabian 
Nights": but the most exhilarating, most intolerably miraculous thing 
was yet to come. In fact Carlo, despite the trembling that seemed to 
destroy the roots of his being, continued to analyze the situation, 
almost with a deep inner smile. And he wondered what was the real 
character of those caresses, and which for the moment escaped him, 
like a well-known name that one cannot remember, although it urges 
on the threshold of his memory. The revelation - as happens in this 
case - was sudden and dazzling. 

Behold, Carmelo stroked Carlo's head as one strokes a dog's head; 
indeed, of a bitch. 

For a few moments Carlo contemplated, so to speak, this situation: 
Carmelo caressing him as one would caress a bitch. Then suddenly he 
couldn't hold back any longer, he let his feelings overflow, as if 
enraptured by a sudden current that | carried him away | in its 
whirlpool: two tears appeared as big as raindrops in his eyes, streamed 


down his cheeks, and were immediately followed copiously by other 
tears, which flowed down uncontrollably and abundantly, wetting [ 
damned, even washing | his face. But he wept silently, head bowed. It 
was like wax hardened for centuries that he melted. He hoped that 
Carmelo wouldn't notice; but at a certain point he was forced to sniff 
at him (again miming, certainly without meaning to, a woman), and 
Carmelo, understanding and fatherly, perceived it. But he didn't 
console him at all; indeed, right at that moment he found the strength 
to do what up to that point he had evidently demanded without 
manifesting it. With a violent jerk, he pulled Carlo towards him 
brutally, with his hand on the nape of his neck, and pressed his face 
against his sex, pressing it against him, so hard that Carlo couldn't 
breathe, and was about to suffocate. But the boy didn't seem to notice 
it at all: it must have seemed to him, of course, that nothing was 
impossible when it came to doing to him what he had the right to do 
to him, for pleasure. 

And while Carlo was half suffocated, and all wet with tears that 
were drying up, Carmelo ordered him, |imperative|, but still, out of 
the usual respectful fear, barely whispering: «Succate» («suck»). He 
called him voi. 

Carlo hastened to obey: with the haste, always feminine, of 
someone who thinks that if he doesn't obey, it's worse for him. He 
opened his mouth and inserted the enormous glans into it: it was 
perfumed, with a childish taste, and not only the glans but also the 
skin underneath, lividly brown, it seemed like silk. 

With his usual awkwardness - certainly natural, but which was 
always, at the same time, a calculated mystification of inexperienced 
femininity —- Carlo stood still, his mouth open, full of that sex. But 
Carmelo, again, was certainly not satisfied with this. With a thrust on 
the head, he forced Carlo to swallow all that was possible of that 
ardent sex and as if mad with hardness: that he entered Carlo's throat 
so much that [that he| drew back suffocated, with a retch. But 
Carmelo took it back, and with a new shove, forced him to swallow it 
almost completely. New tears, this time of suffocation, appeared in 
Carlo's eyes, wide open, and soaked him all over. Not yet satisfied, 
Carmelo, this time grabbed Carlo's head with both hands, and began 
to make it go up and down with such violence that Carlo was 
frightened, shaken by continuous efforts of vomiting. He was like a 
twig in the grip of a hurricane, determined however not to break the 
rule of obedience. But that wasn't enough: still using both hands, 
Carmelo slipped Carlo's head out of his sex and threw him on the 
ground, supine, then knelt above him at his chest, put his hands on 
the ground, and inserted the his sex again in Carlo's mouth, starting to 
give violent strokes with his kidneys, going up and down, and 


slapping | his sex all the way down Carlo's throat, who writhed and 
suffocated. It was a new storm that overwhelmed Carlo. Carmelo 
possessing him like that, furiously — but where did he want to get to? 
It was already beyond the possible - but of course he didn't realize it, 
he had to consider that satisfaction of his pleasure as an absolute 
natural possibility - suddenly, with almost rude anger he ordered him: 
"Don't hurt my teeth." Amazed, but immediately obedient, Carlo, as he 
could, opened his mouth even wider, letting that fury that went up 
and down penetrate even further into his throat, although it was not 
humanly possible to bear it; and certainly Carlo would have 
suffocated, or would have had to Vv break the rule of the most absolute 
passivity, if Carmelo, even more impatient and rude, hadn't repeated 
to him: "Don't hurt me with your teeth!", and then, hadn't grabbed him 
by the shoulders, lifting him from the ground, and dragging him with 
him, had he not gone to lean his back against the metal mesh. 

Carlo just had time to glimpse him like this, standing, in the 
moonlight that illuminated his belly under the white undershirt, 
making the tuft of hair even more dark, and in the middle, [ coming 
out of] open trousers, the member, even more huge and perfect, like a 
small monument: because Carmelo had taken his head again, and had 
stuffed it into his mouth again, starting to choke him again for the 
pretense of making it all enter him, as in a female sex or anus, and 
going up and down furiously, if possible even more than before. But 
then, again suddenly, she grabbed Carlo under the armpits, and pulled 
him towards her, as if he were a child, and looked at him for a 
moment, with a blurred smile in his eyes. A moment: then he hugged 
him against his chest, squeezing him with open hands: you could both 
feel the palms of those big hands well extended, grabbing as much 
part of the back as they could, squeezing Carlo almost until, again, to 
suffocate him, forcefully, but at the same time with immense and 
studied delicacy: a protective and affectionate delicacy, like a mother's 


embrace. 
At this point I should interrupt my description of Carmelo's sexual behavior and its effect 
on Carlo. Art would require suspension here. 


Abandon those two huddled together in the middle of that clear 
and immense meadow (now that the lips of the wound of the clouds 
along the whole horizon had separated, leaving uncovered a long strip 
of serene, blue like the sea) of an archipelago, and in the middle the 
moon shone with a very strong light —- it was immersed in a milky 
whiteness where things stood out in a hallucinatory clarity — it would 
certainly be the most poetic solution. 

But the function of my story is different, V and requires that it 
remain on the material. 

After holding it close to her chest for a while, with the palms of her 
hands gathering her entire back, as if to delicately measure, as one 


does with a sacred thing entrusted to one's own protection, the whole 
entire [extension of flesh| that arouses tenderness - after that long 
maternal embrace - Carmelo put a hand on Carlo's shoulder, and in his 
usual overbearing way but as if restrained out of delicacy, he began to 
push Carlo back. And since Carlo still did not understand - like a child 
who needs to be guided - he gave him a hasty and repeated pat on the 
shoulder, to make him understand that something new was beginning, 
and that he had to assume another position, other things. It was the 
same tap that the masseurs gave in the Turkish baths of Damascus or 
Cairo (where Carlo once wanted to go with some friends) when, 
having finished the massage to the chest muscles, they warn the 
client, just so hurried and mechanical , that it's time to rub his back, 
and he has to turn around. In Carmelo's hasty and respectful pat there 
was a kind of yearning, a manifest orgasm that he was unable to hold 
back: to obey was urgent, it was definitely urgent. And since Carlo 
didn't understand (or, again in his unconscious mimesis of the woman, 
pretended not to understand), Carmelo bent over him, and fiddling 
frantically, undid the waistband of his trousers, unbuttoned them and 
carefully pulled them down to his knees. . Then, with a gesture that he 
believed to be gentle, but which in reality was violent, almost like that 
of an animal that does not know its own strength, he pushed Carlo to 
the ground, lying on his back, climbed on top of him, and with blind 
fury sought with his member the vulva of he. As he did this he bared 
her breasts, and began desperately to bite them. 

Possession was rapid: Carlo didn't even have time to perceive the 
terrible pain of the member frantically entering his flesh - and to think 
that he could never resist - that Carmelo had already fallen motionless 
on him, almost without having given any blow of kidneys, and as if 
only the squeeze of the vulva was enough to dissolve his member in 
seed, [like a stick| of wax. He pulled it out still dripping - even more 
enormous precisely because it was no longer fully erect and a bit 
dangling — he forgot about Carlo and began to clean himself. 

So it was all over. Carlo found himself faced with this accomplished 
and somewhat tragic fact, absolutely unprepared. Fortunately, the rule 
of silence and obedience in contrition still seemed valid. Then, like a 
poor woman who has succumbed to guilt, unable to contradict the 
bullying male, he buttoned up his trousers and tidied himself up. 

Made almost extraneous, distant, [re-sealed| in his enigma, Carmelo 
lit a cigarette with a gesture and a grimace full of elegance, threw the 
match away with equal elegance, and taking the first puff, wrapped in 
his immaculate white trench coat, set about to recross the meadow 
towards the road. And Carlo followed him like a dog. Indeed, like a 
bitch. 

The fires of the whores continued to shine melancholy and alive: all 


the more so as the moonlight had dimmed again, and the black vapor 
on the earth had thickened again. [Disappeared], those fires, one after 
the other, at almost regular intervals, with their streams of black 
smoke, along the curve of the road, towards the neighborhood that 
loomed far away with its dome that looked like metal. They looked 
like fires lit by sentinels V, quiet and ancient signals announcing the 
daily and normal events of the late evening, unaware of their tragedy: 


(verses from the beginning of the Orestiade) 


Carlo, defeated, with new tears in his throat, wondered if, now, 
Carmelo would turn around, to gallantly offer him his hand as before, 
to overcome those muddy humps and those piles of rubbish that 
separated them from the road. V Instead - contrary to his bitter 
prediction - Carmelo turned around, and stretched out his hand to 
help him, with the same real, if a little ostentatious kindness as before. 
Only this time the gesture was a little less delicate and [ trepidating | 
and had acquired the characteristics of normality: almost as if 
Carmelo, now master - boyfriend, or husband, or in any case official 
lover - wanted to stabilize the rite of his dutiful gallantry . 

They got back into the car, Carlo, silent and sullen, made the usual 
U-turn retracing the road taken a little earlier in reverse, and here on 
the right is the whore in the whirlpool of her spiral fire, red fringed 
with bituminous black; here are the crumbling huts, here is the 
avenue divided by a new traffic island, which led back towards the 
center of that suburb teeming with human lives, buried in a black 
vapor. We had to talk, say something. In a voice that was weak due to 
the long silence, and also cracked, and moreover full of that 
caricatured Piedmontese pronunciation of his, Carlo asked Carmelo a 
few casual questions about his life. How long was he that he lived in 
Rome, where and with whom he lived, etc. It seemed that Carmelo 
asked for nothing better. With that Sicilian of his which, diligently 
spelled, he tried to pass off as Italian, he told his story as painted in 


panels, with colors and outlines of a hallucinating realism. 

The valley where he was born appeared, with mountains without a single tree, and in front 
of a sugarloaf rock, against which the enormous town, gray and white, was piled in regular 
and sloping rows. Up to thirteen years Carmelo had believed that the world ended where that 
valley ended. Then the family had entrusted him to a blind man, who lived on alms going to 
the villages. So Carmelo began to travel the long roads of the world, from the Belice valley to 
the Madonie, from Erice to Bagheria, until he arrived in Palermo. The blind man let himself 
be led by him, but he gave him almost nothing to eat. He starved him to death. But he was 
cunning as hell, and Carmelo couldn't secretly steal even a crust of bread from him. Only 
when he managed to get a little smarter too did he manage one evening, with a straw to drink 
some of the wine from his flask. But the blind man noticed it from the stank breath, and 
smashed the canteen on his head. You could still see the scar. So, fed up, one evening when 
the blind man had picked up quite a few small things, he took him to a point where a 
drainage ditch ran, and in the middle of which an abandoned house was left standing, used by 
passers-by as a toilet, which in the middle at the stench of the drain, he could smell even 


stronger. The blind man was suspicious, but by now Carmelo had become a shrewd caruso, 
and he knew how to give it to him to drink. He told him that there was only a one-metre leap 
to climb over a trickle, and he led him right in front of a xxx of the ruined house. The blind 
man took a run, and crashed with all his body weight against the stone wall. He stood there, 
still, with his legs on the black water of the drain and his face on the shit and weeds of the 
ruin. Now Carmelo was alone, and if he wanted to eat he had to rely on his own strength. The 
long story of Carmelo's struggle for meals began. He got by, begging, stealing, and sometimes 
even working. Until he found a new master. This time it was a priest. A young priest who 
thought only of eating; he gave Carmelo the leftovers, which were so few that he was never 
able to sleep at night due to the torments of an empty stomach. The priest kept his stuff in a 
cupboard in the kitchen, and the keys were tied to his stomach under his tunic. The cupboard 
was always full of bread and cheese, and Carmelo fainted just smelling it from the sacristy. 
Until one day, contemplating the sideboard, he saw that there was a little hole, and that the 
wood was all old and worm-eaten: he enlarged the hole a little and with a wire and a small 
knife he managed to extract the bread one piece at a time and some cheese. What a treat that 
day! He went on like this for a few days, until the priest noticed the inexplicable decrease in 
bread and cheese. He assumed it was the rats; and he had the holes plugged with pieces of 
wood. But Carmelo didn't lose courage: he nailed the pieces of wood, with the wire and the 
small knife he took his bread and cheese crumbs, and then nailed the pieces of wood again, 
going to sleep consoled. Then the priest with great heart pain, seeing that the mice were so 
cunning, exchanged the old cupboard for a big new one. Carmelo managed to get a key made 
by his friend's blacksmith's boy. So at night he opened the new chest, took his bread and 
cheese crumbs and slept. In case the priest suspected something and came to rummage in his 
closet while he slept, Carmelo stuck the key in his mouth. One night when the priest was 
walking around the house restless to discover the mystery of the disappearance of the bread 
and cheese, he heard a whistle, lightly, like that of crickets in the middle of the countryside. It 
was like a concert, with notes now long and now short, with some pauses and some cheerful 
accelerations, which looked like a tarantella. Following that sound with his ears pricked up 
like a dog, he arrived in Carmelo's little room where he was asleep. The whistle came from his 
mouth: the priest looked a little better and saw the key inside, which whistled like an ocarina 
when Carmelo breathed. There, near a corner, there was a crucifix: the priest took it and 
smashed it on Carmelo's head. You could still see the scar. The third master of that period of 
his life found him in Palermo. He was sitting on a bench in Piazza xxx. He was a lean man, 
tall, black as a Saracen, with a good bearing, with a flat cap on his head like the old ones. 
Carmelo was lying on a flower bed and sighed from hunger. The gentleman struck up a 
conversation with him, and, in short, engaged him as his servant. He wasn't from Palermo, he 
was there on important business, which he alluded to with an air of reserve. He was a man of 
few words, who commanded respect. He lived in a small house on the road towards Monreale, 
where they had built a row of new high-rise buildings, but in the middle there was just a pile 
of old houses, with a well and a fig tree on the collapsed wall. And even there people took the 
opportunity to do his needs. On one side there was a whole expanse full of waste paper, jars, 
thorns full of waste. But the little house where Carmelo's master lived was quite well kept, 
even if inside there were only a table, two chairs and two planks for sleeping. Not even the 
shadow of stuff to eat. The landlord asked Carmelo if he had eaten, Carmelo answered no, the 
landlord told him that for the moment he had no change, but that the next day he would 
arrange his business. So they went to sleep. The next day the man of honor, all clean-shaven, 
elegant, with his cap and his air that instilled respect and reverence, left. He returned only in 
the evening. But he didn't talk about eating. So the next day, more dead than alive from 
hunger, after sweeping the house and scrubbing the windows, Carmelo went out to get 
something to eat, went to the churches, as he did with the blind man, and found a few pieces 
of stale bread , a few crusts of cheese, and a piece of dried fish that smelled like a latrine. He 
returned home and sat down at the table with a good appetite. At that moment the master 
came in, saw him eating and said nothing. He went and sat down in his chair, and every now 
and then he cast a few distracted and disinterested glances at Carmelo as he ate. Then, as if to 
strike up some conversation, he asked what cheese Carmelo was eating, and if those bread 
crusts were homemade bread or xxx. He spoke bitterly, and as if slightly disgusted, very 
kindly. Then Carmelo asked him if he wanted to help, and after a little hesitation, with a tired 
air and almost yawning, he agreed to taste something. In conclusion, in no time at all, he ate 
it all. 


While Carmelo was talking like this, increasingly blurring his 
Italianized Sicilian into his old Sicilian of the places he was talking 
about, and saying more and more often, cheerfully «Minchia», 
suddenly the festoons of the Christmas parties appeared, hung at 
regular intervals on a road that went straight into the neighborhood of 
old houses and miserable new buildings, all lost in the dry dust, in the 
mud. The immobility was what happens to la bombardment| or an 
earthquake|. The disorder had settled forever, in layers: ragged 
sidewalks, peeling asphalt, edges of mud against the wreckage of cars, 
collapsing cornices, small walls with window frames encrusted with 
dust as old as a whole life, hut roofs, banners, gates dilapidated and 
rusty, rows of gleaming shops, overhangs of flaming new walls with 
rows of old clothes hanging on the balconies. And in that scenario of 
an upheaval that had become fossil and daily, thousands and 
thousands of human beings of all ages walked, ran, passed each other, 
called each other, went alone or in crowds, stopped, crossed the road, 
gathered together, left each other, dressed as poor chicks, frantic and 
noisy. 

The festoons of the parish feast shone above them, with their rows 
of small bulbs, with pale green, pink, yellowish colors, and their 
geometric doodles, which enclosed in their center the symbols of the 
Church, one behind the other, in a endless perspective, all the way 
down the long road. 

Carmelo had moved on to other topics| V. With a little hesitation, 
despite her confident and affable tone, she asked Carlo if he could 
sometimes take a girl with him, that he would satisfy her first and 
then him. But, at Carlo's scandalized reaction to this proposal, 
Carmelo immediately backed down, as if he hadn't said anything. He 
then asked if Carlo by chance knew of any lotion or any treatment to 
regrow hair. V 

They had thus arrived at the meeting place, but at the opposite 
corner of the intersection. Carmelo asked Carlo to stop, telling him 
that he could reach the center by going straight ahead, down the 
Prenestina, as far as Porta Maggiore. He went down and took a few 
steps on foot to that "Casal Bertone" where he lived. He visibly 
extended his hand to Carlo as if to greet him, but also as if there was 
something left between the two of them that was unsaid or 
incomplete. Even in Carmelo's eyes, which sparkled with a somewhat 
stereotyped and too happy smile, there was this vaguely questioning 
sense, the awareness of something suspended and, at the same time, of 
a complicity between him and Carlo regarding something easily 
understandable and cheerful. Carl didn't understand. Carmelo then 
made a decisive gesture to get out of the car, but he had just put his 
hand on the handle to push the door when instead he settled back on 


the seat, looking at Carlo with laughing eyes. "Don't you leave me 
anything?" he asked him. Carlo knew that there was this detail to 
resolve, if he expected it, he expected even worse, but he didn't know 
how to do it alone. He was grateful to Carmelo for this, and seized by 
confusion and almost by an anxiety of repentance or fear, he hurriedly 
took out his wallet and gave Carmelo everything it contained, perhaps 
about a hundred thousand lire. Carmelo looked at that fairy-tale figure 
and took it in his hand, full of amazement: but then his smile turned 
paternal again. "No, it's too much - he said - I need some money to pay 
the rent, I'm slaughtered". A little hesitantly he took twenty thousand 
lire, and, with a smile now sweeter and more friendly, he got out of 
the car, after having shaken Carlo's hand with the warmth of a friend. 

Carlo saw him go away from behind, down the road, which had on 
the right a pile of shacks on some wet lawns strewn with rubbish, on 
the left a long wall that looked out onto the silent night, and at the 
end a flyover with a few lights in a row . Soon he was far away, at the 
end of that road that took him who knows where, with the determined 
step of his arched legs and that white raincoat that he had perhaps put 
on for the first time that evening, to go to his appointment. 

Carmelo soon arrived at the overpass at the end of the wide street. 
Anyone following him would have seen him lighting a cigarette, 
pausing for a moment - under the shadow of the overpass - cupping 
his hands against his face, then throwing away the match from behind 
with his gesture of elegant impatience. In his eyes there was an 
absorbed expression: every mask had fallen; and his face was the usual 
one, true; what he had with himself. And, as if he were no longer 
joking, or knew, through ancient wisdom, how to be alone, he had 
immersed himself in something far away - a stream of thoughts that, 
following him from the origins - was now what formed the source of 
his life of him. 

Thus he went away from behind, towards his immediate destiny; 
and whoever followed him would have seen him go down the long 
avenue, with in the middle a [stunted| row of pines, great walls of 
warehouses, and the indented mass of Casal Bertone opaque and 
scattered with dull lights against the window of the building. sky: a 
little further up, to the left, there was a lane that ran alongside the 
high edge of the railway, covered by mountains of rubbish and scrap 
cars, piled up in the courtyards of small dilapidated workshops. For 
there he would have turned towards the house where he had V a room 
to live in V. As he walked home step by step, the mist thickened, 
illuminated behind him by the moon now high and swollen in the sky. 
Casal Bertone disappeared from view, and so did the high dry walls of 
the warehouses and the empty expanses of the meadows. In the 
shadow of a tall concrete building that cut across the road along the 


railway, a voice was heard Vv: «Uéh, Cammelo!», and another 
laughing. V They were two mushrooms of haze suspended against the 
shadow. The moon drew them objectively like the other few objects 
emerging from the milky darkness. Those [two Spirits| were right at 
the point where Carmelo should have turned, and disappeared in the 
places known only to him, where his case had placed v the stairs he 
had to climb, the small room where he lived, his bed , his suitcase, 
the things of his body]; in short, where his existence took place. 

Whoever followed him - violating that secret which would reveal 
itself, in all its humble misery, around that corner — would have seen 
him stop, look at those two Shadows, and, at their nod from old 
acquaintances, V follow them, precisely, down towards the muddy 
road, along the walls of the workshops and machine depots. He in the 
middle with his immaculate white raincoat, and here and there, like 
two guards or two old relatives, those two indistinct companions from 
the fumigant and black haze: dark backs and white collars, and, 
above, the napes, with the stiff necks and narrow ears of the charging 
animals, buffaloes or bulls: for they were not adolescents, like 
Carmelo, immaculate on the mud, but two old Spirits, hardened by 
life; that is V from the knowledge of who must be obeyed and who 
must be commanded. Carmelo was young: and therefore he was 
bound to do what, according to some design of theirs, they wanted. 
The picciotto knows the rules and above all the silence of Fate. 

They went forward, as driven by a common will, which united 
them in life and in death. 

This is what Carmelo's disappearance would have looked like - 
before the eyes that had violated it! That simple disappearance of one 
who turns a corner and goes towards the neighborhood where his 
house is located, lost among thousands of other houses, to leave, like 
every night, to sleep the sleep of his body. v| 

Seen like this, from behind, it was impossible to understand if there 
was an understanding, an agreement between them; or if Carmelo 
accepted that situation as a new, sudden situation - but certainly not 
unexpected. They were silent, as indeed happens, either when an 
appointment is agreed for accomplices, or when there is an 
irremediably pre-established relationship between victim and 
persecutors belonging to the same world, and _ therefore 
interchangeable with each other; aware of each other's reasons. 
Perhaps those two, with massive plebeian shoulders, were two 
colleagues from Toula, porters, scullions, or gorillas; or maybe they 
came straight from Sicily. There seemed to be no other alternative. 
They got into a car sadly parked between two endless rows at the 
corner of a street called xxx xxx. A little later the car, with an ominous 
scraping in the silence of that place lost like an islet in the cosmos, set 


off without haste; he reached the end of that street, turned into 
another street whose name sounded, mute in the silence, xxx xxx; and 
he came to a wide avenue (the same one that Carmelo had left 
immediately after the overpass, to go into his township). There were 
large lumber yards here and there; gutted hedges with voids of 
deserted earthworks behind them; hovels with roofs of bandone, 
barred and empty sheds, vegetable gardens full of loose and fragrant 
earth, with disorderly rows of fat cabbages or broad beans, and wild 
figs: and, behind it, an immense barrier of distant skyscrapers, with 
their lights lit on nothing . With a long detour, that road, now in the 
countryside or in the extreme suburbs, led Ito the Tiburtinal, still in 
the heart of the city V, with the traffic lights whose breathless yellow 
lights went on and off; V and hysterical cars returning from the 
cinemas passed; and even a group of Bersaglieri, returning from leave, 
who were hurrying with their parcels towards the barracks of the 
Pietralata Fort. 

Shortly before the Tiburtina, the mist had suddenly dissolved: and 
the world had re-emerged as clear as from a bath. The tower blocks 
rose sharply on the peeling asphalt. The closed aedicules, the rows of 
lowered shutters, the trestles and piles of wood from the work in 
progress, all had the excessive evidence of the apparitions. The car 
had taken the Tiburtina and was going straight ahead, leaving the city 
behind. 

From the rear window, the figure of Carmelo could be seen, seated 
almost rigidly on the seat, in his white raincoat; while the silhouettes 
of the other two could be glimpsed in the front seat; they were silent; 
their motionless backs were filled with an impenetrable sense. 

At the height of a sort of bald little mound, on the sides of which 
were dug sorts of dens for small workshops, and beyond whose profile 
other barriers of gloomy glittering high-rise buildings could be 
glimpsed, the car left the Tiburtina, and entered a road here and 
beyond which large tracts of land stretched with the remains of 
recently destroyed houses, whose shapes were all the same. A few low 
walls remained standing; and among the rubble there were 
whitewashed pieces of lime, and a few cups of toilet. A little later the 
houses started again, also all the same, still standing; the road had a 
small uphill and a small downhill, it turned left between those 
miserable houses that had survived the destroyed township, and 
slipped into a new country road, V between immense meadows 
cultivated with alfalfa, with old trees abandoned to their fate ; stood 
up, hallucinated by excess of cleanliness, a gas depot, surrounded by 
large pylons. Far away (with their minute lights flickering in other 
silences) the first offshoots of the Apennines rose limpidly dark against 
the limpid darkness of the sky. The car turned right along that country 


road, then, after a narrow bridge over a railway built between banks 
filled with intense and fragrant wild vegetation, left again (pointing 
towards those distant hills). And here was the city again: a completely 
deserted hamlet, with its poor buildings huddled together, with streets 
that opened at the end onto the disorder of construction sites lost in 
the dark countryside. 

On leaving that village - back on a small consular road that headed 
towards the hills - a dog rushed at the car: a small dog that roamed 
only in those parts, perhaps to represent life. He thought he 
recognized an enemy presence in that car, and attacked it, barking 
severely. Even when she was far away, he still continued to bark for a 
while, with the little breath he had in his lungs, weak from fasting; 
given the last reproaches, he calmed down, and soon resigned himself. 
In the clear night there was much more for V his wandering as a night 
owl, who had lost the regular rhythm of life, but had recognized its 
ancient mysterious warmth. 

With a small junction, the consular road that pointed towards the 
unfortunate hills of the Ciociaria, entered a large road, set between 
deep banks, with a new dual carriageway. |Along that| the car began 
to go at a more sustained | speed. A short ascent brought that section 
of the highway up to the height of the great plain that climbs towards 
the hills, with its reddish lights in groups here and there, under the 
moon - suddenly reappearing - setting. With the moon, to the right, 
under the embankment, illuminated by the blinding white light of a 
village festival, a large warehouse of used cars appeared: in the 
middle there was a shed from which an even whiter and stronger light 
shone ( in the void and in silence), and all around in the asphalted 
clearing fenced off with high metal mesh, FIATs, Alfa Romeos, 
Volkswagens, Citroéns, BMWs stretched out in long, glittering lines. It 
was hard to spot it in all that light and orderly chaos of cars, but right 
next to it was a small Shell petrol station, contributing its yellow light 
to all that illumination between the highway lost in the piedmont 
plain and an immense village with dense little gray limeless houses 
crowded together on the moonless side of the sky. 

The car slowed down, tediously reversed where it could not, and 
descended down another narrow consular road, perhaps the Casilina, 
along the ramp for which direction was prohibited, serving to ascend 
the motorway, not to descend it. . 

But the will of the three, enclosed inside that machine, in the 
inexpressive and hard shell of their backs and necks, had decided this, 
as it was presumably in their nature. The car thus went to a stop in 
front of the gas pump. He was closed in his glass cage. He went out. 
No expression was painted on his face. He had certainly found the 
irregular maneuvering of his nocturnal clients, the only living beings 


awake with him in those parts, natural. He went silently to the pump, 
and served them, with his clear blind eyes turned towards the xxx 
where the small numbers clicked: he questioned them intently with 
the gaze of a beggar. Then he humbly approached the window, and 
pocketed the money that an impatient and overbearing hand extended 
to him, big and hairy. He saluted, putting his hand to his cap, and 
watched the car leave, then lingering with his lean peasant body, in 
the midst of all that light in the cold and humidity of the night. That 
was not the hour that mattered to him: and the indecipherable 
intensity with which he stared at the car going up the highway, 
meticulously stuffing the three stinking thousand bills into his greasy 
wallet, seemed to pronounce a judgment neither negative nor positive 
on the sense of that night shift. His dull blue eyes and long blond 
beard indicated that the day had already been hard. 

Carmelo always stood erect with his white back in the back seat; he 
let himself be carried away by that moving car towards a goal that 
revealed nothing whether he knew it or didn't know it; if it was an 
expected nocturnal journey, of common administration in the life of a 
little boy, or if it was a question of the almost solemn, although 
unknown to all, fulfillment of his destiny. From some of his slow 
gestures, and flashing because of the whiteness of his raincoat, one 
could infer that now he was smoking, thoughtfully, with the cigarette 
made smaller and lighter by the thickness of his fingers. 

At the end of that long highway on the plateau along the hills, 
another junction appeared, this time with quite scenic curves (under 
the moon nearing its death). There were in the countryside, thick with 
grass, large clumps of gaggies and elder trees, and also large oaks, 
almost petrified in the too still light, with leaves that could be 
distinguished one by one, as if carved - large ruins, towers and 
aqueducts. The new consular road that the car took when descending 
from that junction was more important and wider than the others. All 
around you felt the majesty of a long decline, which the plants, with 
their smells, survived with an almost sexual shameless freshness: for 
example, the almost obscene one of the linden trees (although it was 
winter!). The threatening warmth brooded over that no longer 
abandoned and proletarian countryside, and made one feel that even 
there - where it seemed to dominate the mind of man and his ancient 
civilization with its slow task of devouring itself - it was the true 
reality: a spring Christmas , an absurdly early May. And the blind 
sleep of the men, of the workers, in those villages, in those 
farmhouses. 

A smaller road, after about twelve kilometres, turned to the right 
and lost itself among the swollen hedges still full of leaves. With long 
and continuous twists and turns, that little street came out into 


another street, similar, but wider and straighter: until it became a 
straight line, and at the end of it appeared a cluster, arranged 
horizontally, of low white houses, with a few buildings taller almost 
all under construction. The air was, if possible, still calmer, and the 
silence deeper. Even the warmth was stronger: by now it even seemed 
like a midsummer night. 

That town, up close, looked like a large construction site; even the 
finished houses, they were almost all unplastered, and were lined up 
haphazardly one after the other, with miserable low walls or 
pretentious but equally miserable gates in front of them. Everywhere 
there was work in progress, the gardens inside the houses were 
uncultivated, or with only a few small [pines| stunted; thousands of 
terraces and balconies in a row showed their blind shutters. There 
were no laundry. [There were| a few cars in front of the houses, and as 
if abandoned. All hermetically sealed, followed by restaurants and 
bars, and every now and then, some messy canopies of reeds. The 
sidewalks were either dirt, or just [marked and already peeling. No 
light filtered from the houses. Only the street lighting, very strong, 
showed all the meanness of that district, which was not of poor 
people, like a sort of abandoned camp, with polished wooden fixtures 
and whitewashed walls. 

After a while a roundabout appeared, and behind it the sea. It was 
dull, gray, muddy and still as a lake. But an infinite sky with its 
darkness opened up above it. The extraordinary clarity of the air had 
disappeared again; and, if not the haze, a tepid haze had descended on 
everything. 

In front of the roundabout, where the car had stopped — with no one 
getting out — you could see the three buildings in their places — a night 
watchman passed, with his lambretta. He stopped at the corner, in 
front of a bar, leaving the Lambretta with the engine running by the 
sidewalk, and fumbled [around the shutter|: in silence, turning |back 
to the world|. He paused for a long time; then he went to another 
portcullis (there were wide arcades in front of the shops, on both sides 
of the rotunda). His footsteps resounded in the still, veiled, boundless 
warmth of the night. Then silence fell. He [ fumbled| again, bent over 
and patient, in front of the Vv portcullis, then, with sudden decision, 
but always very slowly, he turned towards his lambretta which was 
faithfully waiting for him, and coming out of the shadow of the 
arcades, he showed a face thick, of a father of a family, with hair with 
a high shade like it used to be and a rather long beard, still all black. 
He didn't look around, didn't look at the car. He took the lambretta by 
the handles and rode it, lifting his father's heavy leg, settled himself in 
it as in a small armchair, and, absent, without any interest in 
anything, resumed his way with his crackling engine whose noise soon 


vanished. 

The car resumed its run on the opposite side lof the octopus]. The 
houses in the village became more sparse and, if possible, even more 
mean and disorderly. Fences and reed shacks for car parks were more 
frequent. More and more frequently, through the gaps between one 
group of houses and another, one could see the sea; until, after a small 
bridge over a filthy canal, the houses ceased, and only the beach 
remained, like an enormous rubbish heap of dried up rubbish. 

The car came to a stop in front of a bush of xxx; and, V as if they 
had to go do a need, the three went downstairs, lazily slamming the 
doors. So they disappeared behind the bush: the two men, one on 
either side, and Carmelo in the middle. 

Only apparently the sea was motionless. In reality, on the beach, 
among the blackish rubbish, it moved as always, rolling with incessant 
stubbornness, wave after wave, drooping, inert waves, whose edge of 
foam, of a "supreme" elegance, was an apparition each time too short, 
about that human filth and that sadness of the world. The continuous 
splash of the sea had ended up raising above the breaker a sort of 
white column of slight humidity, which remained suspended like the 
shadow of a ghost in the mist that covered the whole beach as long as 
it was. 

Perhaps it was no longer night, and it was beginning to dawn: and 
hence that unnatural whiteness. 


And I apologize to the reader for the non-fiction “ron ron” | - 
perhaps vaguely Proustian — of these descriptions of mine: it is that 
“comic” detachment that imposes it on me. Carlo is not a character 
who lives life totally: and his sexual encounter with Carmelo can only 
be a succession of data, with their rhythm certainly not realistic. But 
the reader will have already understood this. 


See "Lazzarillo de Tormes". 
Consider this an anomalous case of free indirect. 
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follows the annotation: <?> «Eh, how many have died!» 
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[106] Note 63a 


[Now], at the bottom of the sea, as on an island, or on a peninsula 
joined by a thin and invisible isthmus to the land (was it Ostia? or 
Fiumicino? or Anzio? or even further away, some of the first seaside 
towns of the Campania or Tuscany?) you could see rows of lights. But 
the distance was such that they seemed a single light, made of an 
infinite flickering, at the bottom of the sea or at the bottom of the sky. 
And strange, although the air was all whitish with humidity, that little 
clot of light was of a reddish or pinkish colour. As if filtered by a 
twilight atmosphere. Now, although there was a very distant, and 
perhaps only dreamed of, presage of dawn, the night was still deep, 
right in its middle, lost in itself and in its silence. That remote 
flickering of lights was the only sign of life in the whole world: people 
lived down there, there were houses, streets, sleepy silences and 
passing cars, perhaps music, love affairs: all without relief, all grey, all 
melancholy , all already happened, of course. Yet those clotted and 
reddish lights in the depths of the darkness testified that in any case 
all this was existence. And then why, if that was the case, did they 
have nothing that cheered them up, that gave a minimum of 
[comfort|, that drew them towards them; and indeed, they seemed to 
want to say: "Don't come here", [ albeit with the acute voluptuousness 
of the deeds now sadly | accomplished, like the candles in cemeteries? 

Their duty done, their task accomplished, the two who had 
accompanied Carmelo's body up there vanished. And it was right 
there, in the small, heartfelt brazier [ that was that town at the bottom 
of the sea | that they repaired. Each of the two spirits began to 
palpitate barely perceptibly, like the other brothers, in one of those 
little lights which miserably made their trembling into a language 
with a monotonous and terrible meaning, although barely whispered, 
and from such extreme distances. 


[= motorboat — boarding 
— Charon 
— disappearance on the horizon inside the lights| 


ta troppo breve, su quella sporcizia umana e su quella tristezza del mondo. Il tonfo continuo 

del mare aveva finito con l'alzare sopra il frangente una specie di mkmm colonna bianca di 
i198 - a 

lieve umidita, che restava sospesa come tum'ombra ay" fantasma nella foschia che copriva tutta 


la spiaggia sxemnfimatax quant'era lunga, da-un-opigzonte ait‘attro. 


e 
Forse non era pit notte, e cominciava ad albeggiare; da cid quell'innaturale biancore. 


Ora, in fondo al mare, come su umxkgk un'isola, o su una penisola unita da un sottile e invi= 

i sibile istmo alle terra, (era Ostia? o Fiumicino? o Anzio? appure ancora pit lontani, qualcu= 
no dei primi paesi sul mare della Campania o della Toscana?) si intravedevano delle file di= 
luci. Ma la lontanaza era tale ch'essa sembravano un'xem unica luce, fatta di un infinito tre= 
molare, in mgzzm fondo al mare 0 in fondo al cielo. E strano, benche l'aria fosse tutta bian= 
castra di umidita, quel piccolo grumo di luce era di color pnossiccio, o rosato. Come filtrato 
da un'atmosfera di crepuscolo. Ora, benché ci fosse un lontanissimo, e forse solo sognato, 
presagio dell'alba, la notte era ancora fonda, proprio nel suo mezzo, perduta in se stessa 
e nel suo silenzio. Quel tremolio di luci remoto era l'unico segno di vita in tutto il mondo: 
laggit si viveva, c'erano case, strade, silenzi di sonni e passaggi di macchine, forse musi= 
che, amori: tutto senza rilievo, tutto gales vo wligaonligs;van8 accaduto, certo. Eppure quei 

eZee Taek yur er on slene 

lumi raggrumati e rossicci in fondo all'oscurita testimoniavano kaxvika comunque M4 vita. B 
allora perché syannyxcuxyasyweosymaviuaviyxexvivariaxexdexkexduminivieiveimirkeri tv Rexeks 
eee ne Beene ERNST ANANERE SENT EE TEENIE LG ES SES ERNST TRIES TERRA LER EERE 
riupayxeiunbawalxenexvarnina, Sse era cosi, essi non avevano Sa5is che rallegrasse, che desse 
a minimo ai conforto, che richiamasse verso di loro; e anzi, parevano voler dire:"Non veni= 
fe qui", sia pure con l'acuta volutta dwwinxemwzienzz dei fatti ormai malinconicamente compiu= 
ti, come i lumini dei cimiteri? 
Compiuto il loro dovere, assolto il loro compito, i due che avevano accompagnato il corpo di 
Carmelo fin li, si volatilizzarono. § fu proprio laggit, ge ags sivas accorato bracere 
chlera quella cittadina in fondo al mare, eh@vcivaratonos Ognuno dei due \spiriti and® a pal= 
pitare appens percettibilmente, come gli altri confratelli, in me di quelle piccole luci 
che miseramente facevano del loro tremolio una lingua dal senso monotono e tremendo, benché 

) sussurrato appena, e devectvana ikenkamaay lontananzet RIOR e quetia loro 
lingua—sitenziosa fatta-di—un-tremolare di-tuce-ere-dunque-comprensibile a tutti,y—anche se 

' in Auelltora perduta della notte nessuno-al-mondo-l'ascoltava. 


[107] 


Following paragraph (or the same): 


boarding on a small motorboat 

I Tre Vecchi 

the crew — Sicilian nicknames 

trip one day and one night — light ship on the sea. 


Arrival in a port, towards evening — (Palermo) 
passage through a city - cemetery (Palermo cemetery) 


[quote Dante — Charon's boat] 


Previously: 

in front of the chthonic divinities (Andri and o The Mothers —- the 
characters — the gas station attendant, the night watchman etc. — have 
a shiver in their back, they feel their blood freeze, etc. (greater 
mortuary suspense and "whodunit" during the journey) 


(August 1974) 


[108] Note 63b Boarding, journey, new lights in the 
evening 


Beyond the bushes of xxx xxx flattened on the sand, inside the tall 
column of foam suspended over the break, there was a small port, 
which you couldn't see from the road. In front stood two or three 
barracks, and perhaps also a row of half-ruined cabins; and also a 
concrete construction which was to contain toilets. V In the middle 
ran a canal, with very dark water, like that of drains or sewers, under 
two high concrete docks, also duly devoured and chipped. In this 
canal, there were some boats, under the xxx and the long capstans of 
the fishing rods. They were very small boats, battered boats, barges, 
some motorboats, probably out of use since the previous summer: only 
at the end of the canal, against the open sea, was there a large white 
motorboat that seemed empty. It rocked very lightly. It was towards it 
that Carmelo, descending from the road, had been accompanied by 
Andri and xxx, V There, moreover, others no less trusted than them 
were waiting for him: four, five boys Carmelo's age, and three Old 
men. Carmelo entered the motorboat, jumping directly from the quay 
to which it was alongside, and disappeared with the others inside the 
bulwarks. Very slowly, without making any noise, and without any 
haste, the sailors began to release their moorings: they exchanged a 
few words almost in whispers, and after all their presence was 
testified only by those brief words in dialect. Their bodies were not 
visible: one climbed for a moment on the small foredeck, but then 
immediately disappeared again. As always, the maneuvers to set sail 
were long and complicated, and were carried out calmly and 
meticulously: someone started whistling; someone began to scold 
severely: perhaps he was one of the three Old Ones. It seemed that 
there, inside that motorboat, Vv they tossed and turned as if to waste 
time, for who knows what calculation. It seemed a miracle that at a 
certain moment the engines started, and their dull noise mixed with 
that of the surf. Despite this, it still took some time for the motorboat 
to finally detach itself from the small concrete dock, and, gliding 
slowly, with extreme caution, begin to head out to sea. Its little 
lighthouse, at the top of the mast, swayed for a long time, in that xxx 
xxx, before disappearing beyond the v barrier of white vapor 
suspended all along the coast. 

But just a few hundred meters away from land, the air was crisp and 


clean. There was no moon, but the stars were bright, thus clearly 
distinguishing the darkness of the sky from that of the sea. After all, 
the sea was smooth, and mysterious light, oily patches swelled on its 
surface, which seemed to reflect the luminosity of the starry sky. The 
motorboat went slowly, it is true; and whoever had observed that light 
of hers at the top of the tree, out of curiosity to see her go away, 
would have had the exasperating impression that she was almost still. 
Instead, after a few minutes the motorboat had already slipped away, 
had reached the open sea, and was already getting lost towards the 
point on the horizon to which its route [destined it|. 

For some time it had been felt that the night was drawing to a close, 
and precisely at the moment in which it was deepest. Now on the 
mainland - to the east, that is, behind the motorboat as it was leaving 
- the sky changed colour. A [ terrible | V gray V that reached up to the 
height of the stars, replaced the deep blue or indigo of the night. With 
the same slowness, but also with the same rapidity, with which the 
boat was lost further and further out into the open sea, that gray 
began to turn pink. 

Inside the motorboat, everyone seemed to be asleep. Only one of the 
three Old Men, being at the helm, naturally gave any sign of life. But 
he was dreamy too, barely touching the bar with his black, gnarled 
hand. Who knows what he was thinking. Sunken into the bones of his 
face, between the white fur of his beard, only his eyes burned black as 
coals, looking at the distant horizon that was beginning to lighten. 

Soon dawn came, and then the sun rose. 

It was a clear day, almost warm. Around noon, the sky and the sea 
were so blue that it seemed to be a day in the middle of summer, or at 
least in spring. And if the blue was just a little bleached or faded, it 
seemed to be due to the heat, and not to the weak strength of the 
winter sun. 

In the immense desert expanse of the sea, only the engine could be 
heard, strong, safe, full: and this increased the peace and silence. On 
board everyone was on his own, finding a way, albeit in such a 
confined space, to withdraw into his own solitude. Maybe someone 
was sleeping. Two were playing cards, and, arguing in low voices 
every now and then, they called each other, curiously, by their last 
names: one was called Aneli, the other Scafili. The youngest of all, a 
boy as black as a Moroccan who must have been no more than 
eighteen years of age, was sitting by himself on the deck, hunched 
over, contemplating something: what he was carefully observing was 
his card. identity, namely his photograph, next to which was written 
the name: Sapienza Saro. The name of another of the crew was 
shouted, with the usual authoritative irritation, by one of the three 
Old Men: "Agatino!" exclamation or a threat. And in fact his name was 


followed by an equally irritated and sententious exclamation: «Shit! 
XXX XXX XXX". 

Around one o'clock they ate, and for this occasion they all gathered 
together on deck (except for the three Old Men, Vv who ate on their 
own in the cabin, served by that Saro Sapienza, who was the youngest 
of the crew). As they ate with great hunger the loaves that contained 
oily vegetables, which greased their mouths, everyone was a little 
happy, and they had some discussions in their naive, sinister and 
incomprehensible language. "Shit, xxx xxx xxx". 

The afternoon and then the first shadows fell with the same illusory 
slowness with which the sun had risen and the light had spread. It was 
with the first shadows — which cast their ice into the sea — that the 
earth appeared. It was a hazy outline of sugar-loaf mountains, darker 
loomed over the islets and the coast with its rugged plains and stubby 
knolls. Then the V city was distinguished, immense, in a semicircle, 
but with long offshoots around the streets that moved away along the 
coast and towards the interior. It was an [ inextricable | V mass of 
white houses all kneaded by the vapor of dusk. Just getting a little 
closer, he distinguished himself in that xxx xxx some shape. The Vv 
lights of the sunset were reddened to the right of the motorboat: but 
just at the last moment, just before disappearing behind the sea, the 
sun came out of the vapors, hitting the city with its grazing light: just 
then the forms of buildings appeared V tortora, from the barbaric xxx, 
with pointed but rounded windows, as in an exotic, oriental and 
dilapidated world; there were also large domes and suspended loggias, 
heavily seventeenth-century, among the palm trees; and, in the middle 
of the greenery of a garden, which must have been orange trees, the 
sun illuminated a small Romanesque church, whose domes were of a 
bright red xxx. Soon, however, the sun was erased by the heavy 
winter mists, and instead of its grazing rays, an icy penumbra fell on 
the city and on the sea in front of it. 

When the motorboat reached the port, all the lights were already 
on. And also the light suspended at the top of her tree. Close up, the 
houses that huddled around the small round port revealed all their 
dilapidated| misery; not only the new ones, but also the old ones, in 
ruins after all, and reduced to rubbish heaps and toilets, where in the 
warm evening, in the midst of the stench, little boys played. The old 
port smelled of stale fish and rotten vegetables as well as shit; but also 
of orange blossoms, and perhaps of jasmine. The maneuver of the 
motorboat to enter the port was, as usual, interminable. When he 
docked it was well into the evening; and that meant, for that city, 
deep night. 

The three old men, followed by the crew and by Carmelo, 
disembarked and headed towards the centre, along the alleys that 


passed between the ancient empty houses, reduced to rubbish heaps 
and shitholes. But immediately behind it was a beautiful road, paved 
with large xxx of xxx, on the sides of which, together with the old 
houses, churches or palaces rose from time to time, with stupendous 
portals of xxx; further on there was a small square, where there must 
have been a fish market: but at that moment everything was tidy and 
clean; large buckets of water, not yet dry, had swept the pavement, 
which shone with all its distinct irregular xxx. At the end of this little 
square, the alley that the three Old Men and their company took 
consisted of a narrow stairway, also entirely clean, under a Baroque 
Tabernacle which remained without a statue — which led to an upper 
layer of the street level of the city. 


[109] Note 63 Was it a deviation? 


The next day Carlo woke up early. The light from the slits in the 
shutters was still grey. Like a Flaubert hero he thought about the night 
before, about what had happened to him. It was certainly a miracle. 
Like a feeling of glory it animated everything. He felt like raising his 
face and eyes to heaven, but without thanking God: the joy he 
believed he had had was stronger than whoever had granted it to him. 
It existed for itself, as for atheists, who have no other horizon than 
their life. 

He trembled with impatience to see Carmelo again in the evening at 
Toula. A new chapter in his life was born. We had to live it day by 
day. And to do it, all you needed was that telephone number (still 
written on the crumpled piece of paper), a now simple and |almost 
ordinary| phone call, an appointment in that infernal place, which had 
become the |symbol of a strange benignity| of destiny. 

Everything that separated him from the moment he would see 
Carmelo again — young, almost a boy, despite that balding forehead, 
through which someone or something had mysteriously decided to 
make him vulnerable, and to hurt him in an early revelation of his 
inevitable future - perhaps a punishment for his innocence - because 
in that future nothing but misery certainly awaited her, since the only 
thing he possessed was youth, and nothing else he could ever possess 
in the world - all that separated him from the moment of seeing again 
Carmelo was for Carlo [emptiness]. The gestures and words with 
which he was supposed to fill that void repelled him. They repelled 
him so much that he could not face them. Had he perhaps entered into 
that taedium vitae that leads slowly, or sometimes suddenly, to a 
change in life? Career, ambitions, power (the reader knows 
everything) everything seemed to him perfectly [stupid and worthless| 
of any value. 

The epoché, perhaps, the epoché was being fulfilled. 

And it wasn't even love that called into question and suddenly 
frustrated everything in life, up to that aiamnedl , as for the Unnamed, 
had been reality, value. Or maybe yes, there was also a drop of love 
(in Carmelo's poem - which the bourgeois Carlo did not understand -) 
but in essence it was pure V [sex]. However, sex alone could fill a life 
and give it meaning: the acts and words of sex could be infinite, 
always new, always full of anxiety and terror: Carmelo's member 


could harden ("La minchia é tisa", he would have said, as if to say: 
Jait's raining, sir», or «It's hot, sir») and this would have been a 
shocking miracle every time, to be experienced — first in thought and 
then in memory — with one's heart pounding. Because the wound that 
that taut member had to inflict on Carlo's flesh with such naturalness 
on Carlo's flesh was definitive every time: and while for Carmelo it 
would have been a momentary desire to kill, suddenly calmed down 
with the ejaculation of his white and perfumed Sicilian seed of that 
day, for Carlo it would have been the fulfillment of something 
contrary, [the staging| of his death wish. He remembered well when 
he was a man, and when he too had a member like Carmelo's. He 
remembered well the rapid mechanism, preceded by an immense, 
story-telling mythology of the female sex. But all of this was nothing 
compared to the enormity of her expectation as a female, because 
possessing is nothing compared to being possessed, doing violence is 
nothing compared to being subjected to violence. Thus, conceived and 
organized in this way, sex could well fill life. But, to do this, it needed 
solitude, the most absolute solitude. Such a solitude that even 
Carmelo, in some way, was something superfluous and cumbersome, 
at least when his body wasn't simply an instrument. A solitude that 
gave Carlo, already old from the experience that he had just begun, as 
a passive apprentice, all the time [ to exult | Vv. 

But he had to get up soon and go to EUR to the ENI building! It was 
a distant world, white, cold, motionless like the Pole: it made him 
laugh to think about it. Yet, still, he would. In fact, he got up right 
away. She looked with a shiver at her breasts and her an in the 
mirror, feeling herself dying of yearning at the idea that this would 
again be Carmelo's meal, blindly anxious to fertilize, believing — the 
innocent — to fulfill only a desire of his taut member. He took a bath, 
got dressed, and found himself in front of the statue of Salvatore 
Dulcimascolo. "But Carmelo - he asked himself - is he really the 
incarnation of Salvatore Dulcimascolo?" 


reference to a not inserted note follows 


[110] Note 64 Concurrent causes of the clinical picture 


A bourgeois does not really know how to appreciate an innocence 
other than that taught in school books and in the unwritten code of 
society. Indeed, he feels, for innocence, a certain repugnance, of a 
racist nature. The duties he invented them to be able to condemn the 
innocence that he does not know them. Especially since innocence is 
often linked to delinquency: and if, therefore, it is outside the culture 
it is also outside the law. The bourgeois always feels a sense of fear 
before innocence, and, at best, judges it as an inferior product of his 
own way of life, not knowing or unwilling to imagine the terms of the 
other way of life, to which it belongs. . Thus, by annexing it to his 
own history, he can free himself from it, wash his hands of it, escape 
it, [cut the rope| from places where it is relegated. 

Now, since in a life, even when it is not symbolic, everything is 
organized according to the design of our dark will, all of this had to be 
revealed to Carlo. 

For example, it was evidently part of the design of Carlo's obscure 
will that near his home - in Parioli, Vigna Clara or Olgiata, this is ad 
libitum of the reader — there should be a school, a high school . 

This school, this lyceum, had for some years been the scene of a 
series of assaults, occupations, scuffles, etc. Also in those days there 
was a punitive action by fascists against the democratic students who 
demonstrated for I don't know what, certainly for some good reason. 

Leaving the house, Carlo, as he opened the door of his car, saw, in 
fact, a group of these fascists. Or rather, he glimpsed them. They 
appeared at the end of a street, and immediately turned their backs, 
taking a parallel street to the previous one, almost running, seized by 
an agitation, which, however upsetting it may be, always appears to 
the excluded spectator, as exhilarating, blessed. 

He saw those faces for a few moments. It so happened that the ugly 
ones — the vulgar long-haired ones, dressed and coiffed like their 
enemies on the left, with [round| or oblong Italian faces, in which 
hunger and an unhappy conscience mingled hideously - passed by 
more quickly than the others, or remained in the shadows : because 
that November day shone with a tropical sun. For a few moments, 
almost isolated, only the beautiful ones remained (the rapidity of the 
action allows this lightning-fast schematization, which is the truth 
after all). They too were Italian: young Italians of seventeen, eighteen, 


nineteen, and they were so in an almost exaggerated, calculated, 
laboratory way. They weren't very tall, of course, but they weren't 
short-legged or low-butted either: their height was just past average, 
but just above it just enough to make them look like young athletes. 
They had square, spartan shoulders. And the trousers they wore, very 
tight at the pelvis, but wide at the leg, especially at the bottom, with a 
large massive turn-up on the shoe, accentuated their square air of 
slender young men. They too had rather long hair, but as an ancient 
restraint prevented it from falling hideously on the shoulders, like that 
of whores, and, by now, of young suburban subproletarians: it stopped 
on the neck, black, wavy, abundant, like herbs bursting out in spring, 
with thick and solid roots, ineradicable; the imaginative and tasteful 
sweaters (for the most part they were young people belonging to the 
rich bourgeoisie, and their sweaters, of solid taste even in bright 
colors, framed cruel faces, with tense cheekbones, or slightly swollen 
upper lip, or thin cheeks , and, above all, by the burning eyes of an 
infernal and innocent black man, even if the fire of anger or fear of 
that moment was undoubtedly that of wickedness and _ historical 
wrong. 

They ran, their fists clutching bars, or stakes, around which black 
canvases were wrapped: it was not clear whether they were banners 
or weapons, this was part of the mysteries, albeit elementary, of urban 
warfare. In the race their manhood forgotten as sex, and exalted in 
their undoubtedly monstrous, civic passion, was revealed almost 
immodestly. The trousers were so adherent to the pelvis, that all of 
their sex could be seen, the member and the testicles, but everything 
was crushed into a single soft block, with a mysterious shape, which 
swelled both on both sides of the trousers zipper, like if that sex 
should not present itself in its animal form, but were a pure weight, a 
quality, an attribute, infinitely more functional than its function, 
ultimately very humble. They ignored all of this. Not only were they 
far away, at that moment, from such a thought; but maybe they didn't 
have and never would have thought about it. They carried that 
massive weight of their virility, crushed by the tightness of their 
trousers, like a dark threat, something that at that moment was extra, 
but that was everything, it was at the center of their body, and 
therefore of the world they wanted to be masters of. 

For a moment Carlo's breasts were turgid like those of a cow that 
hadn't been milked for days: he needed to feed, a craving, nagging, 
uncontainable need: a need to feed until he got rid of himself and died 
malnourished, there on the ground, on that abject asphalt. They, those 
young masters - who came down from who knows where on earth, 
and already so determined to live there, so familiar with it - had to 
suck it - because they had the right - to the point of taking his life. But 


this delirious craving of the breasts was nothing compared to that of 
the lower abdomen, equal and opposite. Here was another need of 
those young masters that had to be satisfied: the need they had in 
turn, to give and to die, even if they weren't aware of it at all, and 
what they wanted to do was nothing more than to find a certain 
pleasure that only they knew. Moreover, the fact that wanting to 
realize this pleasure was a transient as well as ferocious arrogance, 
and the awareness of everything was no more consistent than a breath 
of wind, this did not diminish, but rather increased, the need to place 
oneself at their service, to please them, to leave them do, with all the 
affectionless brutality they wanted. It was their careless naturalness, 
their haste, that most fascinated them: even if they were young 
bourgeois. After all, even their political choice was careless, hasty, 
natural and overbearing. 

Carlo looked at them as hierophanies. Where did they come from? 
What had led those young Italians to be fascists? What series of 
circumstances — and concatenated in what places — had so punctually 
led them to appear on that road (and in countless others)? 

From which heuristics were their actions born, which seemed so 
perfectly organised? 

However this was certain: that they presented themselves as 
masters, and they had taken the rights of masters. They would possess 
and fertilize only if they wanted. But their will was as unstoppable as 
their rush: it could not be paid. 


assume the usual 


[111] Note 64 The last evening at Toula 


Carlo enters Toula as usual, very early, when there is still nobody 
there, and the state squalor of the restaurant appears in all its 
evidence, illuminated by dim nauseated lights. At the cloakroom 
counter, he doesn't see Carmelo's face with its short balding forehead, 
his swollen lips, the gray eyes that have always known everything, his 
complicit smile no less than his. He will be inside, taking care of the 
coats of the only two customers, foreigners, seated at the table. He sits 
and eats, looked after by a bevy of northern waiters, who have for him 
the ironic distrust that one has for someone who is alone and 
defenceless, outside the rules, but at the same time a certain kindness 
due to their common regional origin. Here is the room slowly filling 
up, and here, inevitable, fatal as an Erinyes, the hon. Tortora, with 
one of his usual companies in full parliamentary fair play. Carlo has 
finished eating, pays, gets up, goes towards the cloakroom closet. 
Carmel isn't there. Instead of him there is a new waitress, 
expressionless, yellowish, with a Venetian pronunciation. Carlo feels 
faint. At that moment, he mechanically turns towards the interior of 
the Toula, to hide his opposition, his tragedy: and here his eyes meet 
for an instant with the eyes of Tortora. It is true that Tortora is talking 
to a distant diner, at the other head of the table, and therefore her 
lawyerly quip is almost shouted, and therefore her attention is on the 
table: however, as if detached from her face and from reality where in 
that moment he is, his two eyes, which should be cheerful or at least 
excited, rest as if they were two other eyes, opaque and without any 
expression, on Carlo and on the wardrobe window. It is, of course, 
what is being said for a moment: and the Hon. Tortora is there again 
talking to her brothers who have come down from the North or come 
up from the South. Exactly like certain girls, who while walking 
around and talking frequently with their friend, know how to look a 
bystander who interests them straight in the face, as if he were made 
of air, continuing to speak with the most absolute and _ total 
detachment from the person distractedly watched. Carlo realizes it, 
and takes in that look. But, in that same instant, he realizes that 
Carmelo's absence is not a pain, no, it's a liberation. The solitude in 
which he suddenly finds himself is the new state necessary for the 
world to belong to him. 


lo 


[112] Note 65 Confidences with the reader 


What kept Carlo from feeling the deep pain that was logically 
foreseeable for the loss of Carmelo? What dissuaded him from 
despairing and crying over such a "cosmic" deprivation? 

The analysis of his interiority goes beyond the task that I have 
undertaken (which, in truth, does not even foresee the objective 
existence of this interiority). All I can do is resort to a registry change. 
Promote a moralistic analysis instead of a psychological one: I, 
omniscient manager of this story. Never, no one can say everything, 
that is, be totally pure: there is also a mystification of the structure, 
universally accepted by tacit consent. The said is governed by the 
unsaid; testimony from reticence; civic sentiment from silence. Only 
by basing itself on what is not form, the form is such. And the 
exclusion of form is always a project, a calculation. Unfortunately, I 
oppose the verbalization of my guilt to the "tacit consent": I can't 
pretend to create an object, a mystery. But it | will recreate itself, I 
hope|, in the head of the reader, who I beg just now to accept these 
confidences of mine. 

Carlo had always learned the sense of possession: V his Piedmontese 
grandparents, previously landowners, had founded a textile industry 
around 1850, hiring boys under twelve as workers, possibly orphans 
and already sick, so that the low wages were naturally | stabilized| ¥, 
[But this "infamy'| of Charles's great-grandfather (right-thinking 
Catholic) is an episode, if one thinks, that previously, before the 
Napoleonic invasion, before the French revolution, }in the mists of 
bourgeois times|, the long line of ancestors , already rich, or still poor, 
had always founded the meaning of_existence on nothing else than 
possession. This sense of possession [ (both of a small field, a large 
estate or a textile industry) | was materially depicted in Carlo's 
physical appearance. His swollen and childish face, under the pale 
blond of his already thinning hair, as if "obtuse" from the shrewd 
decision not to do anything imprudent, to formally abide by the 
education that had been imparted to him in childhood - that awkward 
look, in the body, like someone who, while still pissing himself, almost 
like a handicapped child, corrected however by the skill and 
information of a boy scout, who, on difficult occasions, knows how to 
get by — better than a virile and innocent proletarian - in short , the 
physical appearance that made Carlo a [“fool”|, that is, an inelegant 


sucker [dressed| in a too-large gray suit and a branded but absolutely 
anonymous shirt — all of this was nothing more than a barrier of 
ingenuity, of honesty and stupidity raised around Carlo to defend and 
mask his reality as master. Master who directs and possesses for a 
privilege so embodied in him that he is not aware of it. This duty to 
defend himself and to silence his sense of guilt had, as it were, 
potato| all of Carlo's feelings. His sentimental world was focomelic, 
crippled. 

The other Carlo, his meek brother, was the contradiction. He v 
would not have needed the gradualness, the passage, constituted by 
Carmelo, to reach the extremes. The extremes: this area forbidden to 
those who, having reduced or atrophied feelings, become theorists 
first, then the practicing blackmailers, of the "average feelings", of the 
philosophy of the "golden mean", and, consequently, of the 
"graduality" . 

I know well that in a "Mystery", in an "Auto sacramental" 
gradualness is inconceivable, as a twilight and petty bourgeois 
element; that there cannot be deviated experiences, and therefore to 
be left suspended. In this context, a cause corresponds to an effect: the 
logical and consequent effect. It is in this that the sublimity of fate 
consists. Mistakes due to a shrunken soul are not tragic. And so his 
hesitations and his inability to interpret in their fatality, tragic 
because mathematics, the accumulation of cases that happen to him. 

Carlo had encountered a body, and had experienced its corporeality. 
Well. But the fact is that this body - Carmelo's body - lived a different 
"quality of life", a different social universe. Therefore, knowing such a 
body it was obvious that he should know - in its historical 
concreteness - also his life. Loving this body, it was obvious that he 
must also love the world of him. 

This would in fact have happened (that is, had happened) to the 
other Carlo, who did not even consider the problem of the extreme 
consequences, and did not hesitate to draw from a cause the 
awareness of its inevitable effect. 

Now for the bourgeois Charles - who was not even the most 
contemptible of the bourgeois - being, as we know, a progressive 
Catholic, of essentially lay formation, open| V by the empirical 
experiences of advanced and unscrupulous work, not totally devoid, 
like the his colleagues of cultural interests, or, at least, of the 
sociological aspect of his work - this problem was posed: was it the 
incapacity to love Carmelo that prevented him from being able to love 
his world, or, conversely, was it the impossibility of loving the popular 
world, which deprived him of the possibility of loving Carmelo? 

If, for example, Carmelo had been one of those Fascists whom Carlo, 
as in a vision, had seen running in front of his house, in a small armed 


horde, emerging from a dark background of the country which 
suddenly, he seemed to foresee, historically , as it was, mature and 
complete in its renewed actuality - would it have had a better chance 
of being loved by Carlo? Wouldn't the nature of his social world - 
being the same as that of Carlo — have hindered the expression of the 
violence of the young male against the man who became female? 

In this regard it would have been perfectly useless to question the 
dull, negative, hostile body of the engineer Carlo, his bourgeois 
puppet forehead without physical strength, his cowardly eye with the 
light of fear, hypocrisy and the decision not to lose inside. one of his 
privileges as master, that sticky hair of his, of a miserable blond, 
without health, always combed in the same sporty way as when he 
went to high school in Piedmont, that unacceptable body of his, but 
unaware of it, given that all that mattered it worked, and all the rest 
was dream and idealism, to be left to the narcissistic proletarians or 
the inefficient bourgeois. Since Carlo's intelligence in understanding 
the psychology of others, although regulated by the insurmountable 
racist and classist prejudice, was quite acute and he immediately got 
to the point empirically - presumably he had understood everything 
about Carmelo: but this does not mean that this understanding had 
become rational and verbal. Carlo's was more cunning than 
intelligence, and with it the censorship had a good game. 

Furthermore, there is another matter to be made. Carlo remembered 
very well — even if by now only conceptually — the time when he had 
a penis. The sense of possession of him was what is called a "bass 
continuo", or, better still, "ostinato": he had no solution of continuity. 
It was precisely this continuity that allowed him interruptions and 
even long detours; it was this security that gave him the opportunity 
to devote himself to something else. His life was therefore normal. The 
sexual act was a form of quick possession, sometimes artificially 
protracted. It was an episode, however, with a beginning and an end. 
This end, it is true, as similar to death, "opened" the episode towards 
the whole, let's say towards a cosmic dimension]. But that wasn't 
what characterized the act: it was just a background to it. The act 
remained, in fact, episodic; it was a violent experience, inexpressibly 
necessary and therefore immense, but partial. 

The possession of a body implies the limitation of that body. And 
also an almost economic evaluation of it: it appears as "a certain 
amount" (wonderful, of course, even if it is a question of any woman, 
of little price, of little quality). Of course, love as a need for protection 
masked by the will to protect tends to broaden the "limited" sense of 
the sexual act as the penetration of the penis into the possessed body 
for the short time necessary for ejaculation. But the limit, in essence, 
cannot be exceeded. The possessed body is an entity that is in the 


arms; it is measured by the gaze. It's a tool that once you finish using 
it, you put it aside for next time. 

It is true that alongside the "bass ostinato" of the presence of the 
penis, there was also another "bass ostinato" in Carlo's life as a normal 
man, namely his obsession with women. But this was something else 
than actual coitus. After all, even the male has the right to [his 
tangent| which drags him out of the circle and projects him into 
infinity! And this tangent was precisely the obsession with the female 
genital organ, understood as a place where one gets lost and dies and 
for which one lives. 

But, I repeat, actual coitus — that is, the most significant moment a 
parte subiecti of love — as possession was possession of something 
fatally limited. In fact, by definition, one cannot possess everything. 

On the other hand, being possessed is an experience cosmically 
opposite to that of possessing. 

There is no relationship between the two. They are not simply the 
opposite of each other. Whoever possesses communicates only in an 
illusory way with whoever is possessed, because whoever is possessed 
has an experience incomparable with her: it is of an entirely different 
species, it is, I repeat, cosmically distant from it. 

On the other hand, not even the possessed person communicates 
with the owner: because the latter does not present itself to him as a 
limited entity, an individual. V And you can't communicate with 
everything! Because it is precisely all that he possesses, through the 
penis and its violence. Whoever is possessed loses awareness of the 
shape of the penis, of its limited completeness, and feels it as an 
infinite and formless means, through which Something or Someone 
takes possession of him, reduces him to possession, to a nothingness 
that has no other will than that of getting lost in that different Will 
which [cancels it]. 

By those who are possessed, the one who possesses is therefore felt 
as a Good, even if it implies sacrifice, pain, humiliation, death. The 
shock that violates the flesh extends over the entire infinite front of 
the flesh, not just in one point. The entire body, whose conscience 
from the inside is unlimited because it coincides with that of the 
universe, is involved in the violence with which the owner manifests 
himself, and who knows no pity, half terms, respect, extensions: his 
desire to possessing does not grant limits to those possessed, who must 
be blindly passive, obedient, and to whom at most, even in suffering 
and degradation, they can only be allowed to express their gratitude. 

On the other hand, there is no question that Possession is Evil, 
indeed, by definition, it is THE Evil: therefore being possessed is what 
is furthest from Evil, or rather, it is the only possible experience of the 
Good, as Grace, pure, cosmic life. However, it comes when he wants 


and goes when he wants. But even this whim of his is marvelous, 
innocent, and leaves the one who is possessed in a state of expectation 
which, again, fills him with gratitude, drives him to purifying tears. 


honest 

mafia 

nothing 

reference to a note not inserted follows 


[113] Note 70 Night talk at the Colosseum 


Carlo arrives at the Colosseum on foot . He took him close to a tram 
that comes up from Prenestino. On a winter night (in 1973 or 1974) 
he left the streets in the freezing north wind. 

The large streets of the suburbs with the llarge| messy buildings 
look like empty corridors; only a few dirty papers move here and 
there by the wind. 

The small and old streets between San Giovanni and the Colosseum 
have already been cleaned by the wind; and in them not even the 
dirty paper moves anymore. 

If by chance a human being, bundled up in an old coat, moves, it 
seems he does it secretly, obeying an obscure [destiny]. 

Around the Colosseum cars run incessantly; but almost without 
noise, and with distant goals, to be reached quickly. 

On the great expanses of asphalt the wind slithers sideways, milling; 
and just shakes the scaffolding attached to the old arches. 

The shadow descends from the sides of Oppio and Celio, and falls 
on those expanses of illuminated asphalt. A small fire shines on a 
hump of the Caelian, lit by a [whore , who stands motionless next to 
her, thinking about who knows what, and doesn't even look at two 
customers, perhaps two soldiers, who continue on their way and 
disappear for a small avenue towards Caracalla, [like the shadows of 
two deserters]. 

While the little fire of the whore writhes crookedly, like inside a 
whirlpool, because the north wind blows from all sides and doesn't 
give him a moment's peace. 

The Colosseum is enclosed by iron scaffolding and insurmountable 
nets. Despite this, a small group of visitors is there, under a sort of 
metal cage, next to the low wall of Via xxx which goes uphill like a 
circular track. 

One or two of the patrons keep to themselves. One is [completely 
bald], and has a face with an aquiline profile, which he proudly holds 
leaning against the north wind. 

The cold has made him almost white, bringing out the hard black 
beard although perhaps recently shaved. He keeps his coat unbuttoned 
and his arms folded; one shoulder of his is slightly raised, fifth, and it 
is from behind that shoulder of his that his impassive face is looming, 
casting around proud, cold, arrogant looks. 


The other block is shorter in stature and round; he is much younger; 
he has all his hair, wavy, which falls down to his shoulders, and 
visibly forms his pride in him. 

He stands, composed and diligent, he too with his arms folded, 
which gives him a cold air, of a poor woman who has left the house, 
who looks with hostility at the world around her, in which she is 
forced by some duty to venture, beaten by the north wind, deserted. 

And if someone passes by, his eye blackened and as if badly stained, 
he looks at him with an enemy air, weighing him up absently and 
suspiciously, almost as if he were thinking to himself: "Who is this 
stranger passing by here?" 

The other visitors, on the other hand, stood gathered in groups, five 
or six, and laughed. Yes, they laughed, their wide mouths scarlet from 
the cold under their jaws black with beard, their big cheekbones, their 
balding foreheads. 

They were long or cracked or too loud laughs, of those who are 
calm and [ self-sufficient |. So much so that if by chance some shadow 
passed by in the distance or some car slowed down a bit, they didn't 
stop laughing and talking, limiting themselves to turning an empty 
gaze towards those intruders, who casually stuck to it, V | while | the 
his face was full of that gaiety that flaunted a good-natured but total 
contempt for life, already too savored, enjoyed, [ gutted | to still 


represent anything relevant. 

Everything had already been ascertained, the negative judgment of normal men had 
already been formulated, and all that was left was to gather in a lucky group to make long 
intelligent laughs about it. 


In the midst of these, shamelessly laughing, [however, someone 
was| lost, although, as in a social evening, they tried to keep up, at the 
level of social levity. 

On his face there was the mask of someone who once and for all has 
decided to give in to blackmail: "Whoever doesn't joke is not one of 
us". And a grin twisted even those poor features; a blissful happiness 
lay at the bottom of the glitter of the desperate eye. 


foreigner 


[114] Memo 70 Talk at the Colosseum (continued) 


Who knows from which corner a bit of dirty paper had come out, 
and even some straw: and the north wind dragged it hysterically along 
the surface of the asphalt crudely illuminated by festoons of useless 
lights. 

Following the crazy flight, full of long pauses, of that garbage, Carlo 
timidly arrived next to that small group - where he was known by 
sight - and stood with them, to one side. 

He too soon laughed: on his big face of a Po Valley farmer - a sick 
grandson who resembles his healthy grandfather or his father who 
died of a heart attack - the brownish pupils, set in the thick wrinkles 
of mature age, had a sparkle that was almost of tears: instead it was 
laughter, a crafty laugh, which feigned absolute security, an invincible 
optimism, which knows how to see the good everywhere. The tan 
brim of the hat, a little flaccid, protected him, although held a little 
high on the forehead like the brokers in the market: and the knobs, 
around the somewhat hooked nose, were red, almost artificial red, 
which faded to violet. And it was in them that manifested above all, in 
their "splendour", the eternally renewed gratitude for that little - very 
little, even - that always knows how to give life, even in moments of 
"famine", of emptiness. 

His acquaintances told each other stories they had lived, as if the 
plague had broken out in the city, and only in that circus circle 
around the Colosseum, in the deserted night struck by the north wind, 
was there any hope left of surviving, reduced perhaps to just knowing 
and remember. 

Listening to the words of those poor creatures, Carlo had a vision. 


[115] Note 71 The Shit (Vision: first paragraph) 


I would like to conquer all, 
all the favors of the Gods 


Marx, Youthful Verses (1836) 


[ I first used the expression «the material of which the scene is 
made»: it would have been better to say “remade”. In reality the scene 
reproduces, through the style - the material and the light that I said - a 
real scene: and exactly the intersection of Via Casilina with Via 
Torpignattara and Via Torpignattara itself with the first twenty 
transversal ones, to the right and left , starting from the crossroads 
and going back in the direction of Via Tuscolana. 

In this first paragraph of the Vision we see the whole of the scene. 
This is all made of light metal and other transparent and unbreakable 
materials, at least as regards the essential structures: but there are also 
other materials, presumably crystal, alabaster and xxx xxx xxx, 
perhaps even plastic. But however hard and rigid, all these matters are 
transparent. In fact, there is no light in the Vision Scene. The light is 
behind, and shines through the material of which the scene is made, 
thus assuming different colors according to the hues of this material. 
The scene is consequently bright, with a regular, diffuse luminosity, 
without shadows or penumbras, but rather with nuances, due to the 
greater or lesser intensity of the tint of the materials through which it 
shines; and is, of course, polychrome. To be exact, the Vision Scene is 
regularly divided into an ordered series of sub-scenes or Circles, each 
of which has a different tint. 


[116] Note 71a The Shit (Vision: second paragraph) 


In this second paragraph of the Vision we see the characters whose 
movement is the leitmotif of the Vision itself. It is a young man, 
Merda, and his fiancée named, apparently, Cinzia. At the beginning of 
the Vision, these two young men are crossing the traffic light, 
precisely at the intersection of Via Casilina with Via di Torpignattara: 
and they are proceeding precisely towards Torpignattara. Carlo, the 
one who sees, contemplates them coming [ towards | him: in fact he is 
in the middle of Via di Torpignattara, on a cart with cork wheels, 
exactly like a director on a cart. And since the two Protagonists of the 
Vision come, as I said, towards him, so that the distance from the 
point of view is always the same, the cart is dragged backwards, along 
Via di Torpignattara, at the same pace - which is very slow - with 
which the two advance. To resort once again to cinematic jargon, 
therefore, we have a long and slow tracking backwards. The cart - 
also made of light and luminous metal - in which Carlo is sitting on 
the rear edge, with his back to the rudder, is dragging three Gods, 
whom Carlo does not see, however. 

Merda is a young man of about twenty-five, therefore no longer a 
first-haired man; he is small in stature and with a very wide pelvis. On 
the other hand, his shoulders are tight. He's not fat but has, as they 
say in the suburbs, a bit of a stomach. His face is full of freckles, or, as 
his cronies express themselves, lentils or squeaks; and it is reddish in 
flesh and fur: the bottom of the face is rosy, the color of the squeaks 
and hair is a little brownish. This hair is rather sparse, stiff and a little 
greasy: however it is long. Behind, they reach up to the shoulders: v 
cloves stick out from behind the ears, which are however covered by 
other cloves no less greasy and spinach-shaped than those that fall 
behind the back; in front of the ears they form two kinds of sideburns. 
The Merda's head is triangular in shape: large above (once his friends 
would have said to him: «Let's go for a walk around, a louse would 
take a year»: but now similar expressions are no longer used), and 
very narrow underneath, that is to say to the chin: which, on the other 
hand, is a bit pointed, under the wide mouth. In this mouth a smile is 
"fixed", which reveals the little yellow teeth: this smile expresses 
security and satiety, and therefore a certain contempt for everything. 
At the same time it alludes to certain reassuring and respectable facts 
of his life which, out there, out for a walk, you obviously don't see, 


and which, it is clear, has nothing to do with his nickname: il Merda. 
His eyes are yellow too, but more in a [metaphorical | sense than real: 
they are yellow with satiety and contempt: but the smile that 
stagnates in them, watery and forced, gives that color an invincible 
nuance of envy, bitterness, pain and [ beggary|. All things that Merda 
V does not admit: and therefore every now and then a slight yawn 
arises in his mouth, closing his eyes, which is followed by a sort of 
"pciac pciac" of the tongue against the palate. This is an expressive 
fossil of past times, which now however has other values and other 
references. 

His girlfriend, Cinzia, is an ordinary girl, with blue jeans, a big 
bottom and a blouse bought at the Standa. 

Of all this Apparition the most important and significant fact is that 
the two walk embracing. That is, Shit slipped an arm under Cinzia's 
side, until he squeezed her opposite shoulder with her hand. Now, 
since Merda is a little shorter than Cinzia, he is forced to keep her 
folded over him, and therefore to give the idea, to anyone who looks 
at him, of walking holding her up, as if she were ill or handicapped. 

The two come forward in silence, hiding in the most nonchalant and 
xxx way, the discomfort of their position: in silence, because between 
them - in their previous lives, presently only alluded to - everything 
has been said, and as for the others, their presence is enough to say it 
all. 


[117] Note 71b The Shit (Vision: third paragraph) 


In this third paragraph, attention should be drawn to the Real Scene 
reproduced by the Vision Scene: the first remains inside the second, 
like a "double", completely covered by its reproduction, it is true, but 
not without a slight mismatch, which allows to be able to recognize it 
and always keep it in mind. This "double", or Real Scene, is not 
contemporary, chronologically, with the present aspect, or Vision 
Scene. 

In other words, the intersection of Via Casilina with Via di 
Torpignattara della Realta — which is “behind” the intersection of Via 
Casilina with Via di Torpignattara della Visione - is “what it used to 
be”, i.e. from six or seven years ago. 

This comes to "establish" the possibility of a continuous 
confrontation. Without this comparison it would be impossible to 
interpret everything that takes place in the Vision Scene: gestures, 
looks, attitudes, facts, places and people. 

The scene of the crossing of the Vision is |made| entirely of large 
blocks of transparent metal and alabaster through which |expands], 
violent and regular a garnet-red light, which is clear, almost white as 
if by incandescence, in the center of the objects (the walls of the 
houses, the sidewalks, the shutters of the shops, the trees, the light 
poles, etc.) while it darkens, until it becomes almost bloody, at the 
edges. This monochromatic light makes things and lights of different 
colors stand out in an anomalous optical way: for example the green 
or orange light of the traffic light, or people's clothes, all brightly 
colored - blouses, tunics, helmets, waistcoats made of jeans, tennis 
shoes etc. 

The scene of the crossing of Reality, on the other hand - which, 
through a slight lag, shines through in the background of the crossing 
of the Vision — albeit in a very uncertain way, almost due to a casual 
and hallucinatory concentration on it of the gaze — is shown in all its 
lost, discolored, ancient [ confusion |: the houses are whitish and 
peeling, or yellowish (only a few groups of new high-rise buildings are 
in the background), the (eee doors open onto small dark and 
dusty halls, the sidewalks are chipped, the saplings alternate hardship 
and filth with the light poles. People walk along it confusedly, dressed 
in gray, almost in rags; only the youngsters have white or brightly 
colored rascally striped T-shirts. There is a light warm wind that raises 


whirlwinds of heavy and dirty dust (| full | however of those ancient 
and forgotten laws that have always animated history and the cosmos 
since the world began). 


[118] Note 71c Merda (Vision: fourth paragraph) 


In this fourth paragraph of the Vision, Merda and Cinzia are seen, 
still closely linked, and she supported by her man, as if she were "sick 
or prevented from ”, that is, practically like a sack of potatoes — get to 
Via xxx xxx, which is the first perpendicular to the right of Via di 
Torpignattara. 

The tint which, as if from the depths of the Euresis —- which there 
has the name of Periferia, and is part of the Theater of the City - 
explodes clear and violently monochromatic — although always clear 
and incandescent more in the center than at the edges and at the 
joints of the large blocks of transparent material — it is, this time, a 
vermilion-red. However, at the end of the small and narrow Via xxx 
xxx, made up entirely of miserable council houses of fifty or sixty 
years ago, this vermilion red fades and becomes more faded and more 
uniform: it almost becomes a strawberry pink dust, which fades into 
the sky. Over there, in that pink, mammoth new and apparently 
empty high-rise buildings line up. 

The “double” has the usual color of the old life, dull, grey, 
miserable, confused: a narrow gut in perspective with rickety window 
frames, faded doors, rusty shutters, signs of old taverns and poor 
delicatessen and butcher shops, a few steam ovens; and over there, 
precisely, in the mist of the heat, the new buildings. 

In this miserable perspective, however — along the sidewalks that 
are ragged or even consist of nothing else than a base of beaten earth 
with a long and uneven stone border — walk some beautiful people: 
fat, disheveled women in black dressing gowns and shopping bags, old 
with greedy faces, or because of the brutality of old drunken 
delinquents or, which is the same, because of the V meekness of 
people who have never hurt anyone; and then the piping of half-naked 
kids, with their bellies out, all snotty, but equally full of a strange sex 
appeal — as they used to say at the time - warm and tender as loaves 
of bread - and already rogues; and, above all, cliques of youngsters, 
who laugh, joke, throw jokes at each other, some racing on a rickety 
bicycle with parannanza, some sitting like a beggar on the doorstep of 
the house, with dusty trousers and a striped T-shirt which, according 
to how they are, they leave uncovered either the bones of the back or 
the bellicose; who ran wild on the chairs of the street Bar, known as 
della Coltellata or dei xxx, with their hands on their cocks and sleepy 


eyes, ready to dart like knives in the sun. 

The most beautiful thing about those bodies are the heads. V The 
one who rides a bicycle has a head as black as pitch, with hair clipped 
high on the nape, long and with a long groove, but abundant on the 
forehead, a tuft full of waves or irregular and capricious curls - like 
grass sprouting messy on a low wall in spring: a tuft that after having 
completed a circle, wide and [ solemn | like the wing of a bird of prey, 
on the forehead, goes to | extinguish | behind the ears in a perfect 
disorder, regulated by a| grace capricious}. 

Those who sit on the doorsteps, on the other hand, have short, 
blond hair, with dark roots and light tips, which form a kind of 
sunburst, which becomes smooth and orderly in the nape, which is 
also long, and well drawn on the shoulder arch. 

Those who hang loose on the chairs in the bars have a series of little 
heads that are a whole sample of |ancient, almost| Neapolitan 
elegance: the [gift and blazon| of sons, the handsome ones at home. 
Who has thick black waves that stick to his skull like that of a statue, 
uncovering the beautiful nape of a soldier behind him; who, on the 
other hand, has abundant, straight and blond hair, which falls 
everywhere as he moves, but always with elegance and lightness, 
sliding as if it were silk (and always well clipped behind the ears, on 
the bare nape, where it shines V manhood); who, again, has razor cut 
hair, cut short, but just washed, black as pitch but, above, almost 
light, so fluffy and shiny: behind the nape the razor has worked it to 
perfection, that is, without nuance, in so that they circle tightly 
behind the ears and on the neck, with an almost cruel and xxx 
perfection. V 

But in the Vision Scene this is not exactly the case. Following, in the 
long tracking backwards, the progress of Merda and his girlfriend, 
Carlo takes a long contemplative look at Via xxx xxx, in the blaze of 
its vermilion light: and he practically observes a | museum of horrors 


Everyone stands still, and turned towards him, like wax statues: the 
gestures, the acts, the smiles, the actions, the words, are insignificant 
or irrelevant. What is showcased in this Girone is pure and simple 
physical presence. 

The women - still massive and disheveled, even if the black aprons 
are partly replaced by dresses with printed flowers — are lost in a kind 
of mist, in which v |are} indistinct; and so the old men — both the bad 
drunkards and the already half-dead Vv pensioners; even the elderly 
men are immersed in that kind of vermilion mist, which makes them 
insignificant silhouettes, painfully trying to show off, to rise to the 
occasion. Someone succeeds: for example, he is a "big fat" with olive 
skin, two big mustaches that hang down like a Tartar, with a flowered 


shirt untucked. Or a tall one, with watery eyes and the face of an old 
pimp who passes himself off as a clerk: he has hair like a saint, which 
waves behind his back, already half-gray, while in front of him he's all 
balding, shiny as a stove in a manhole. Instead, those who are all, 
perfectly illuminated by the metallic red-vermilion light of the Pool, 
are the young people. 


immersed 


[119] Note 71d The Shit (Vision: fourth paragraph, II) 


They all look like brothers and fleshly cousins of the Shit, who 
passes by at the start of their street throwing them a knowing and 
sleepy look (while in reality he has to demonstrate that his gaze is 
drawn far ahead of him - in a no less sleepy distraction — mixed with 
the slight and fixed smile of satiety - towards other horizons... the 
Tuscolano). But however ugly and repulsive the Shit is, with those 
hairs on the back of the neck and on the sideburns, those little yellow 
she-dog teeth, that greasy face full of little squeaks that look like fly 
droppings, and that expression whose self-sufficiency is full of hatred 
against everything and everyone although not |separate| from an 
| (well hidden) | anxiety with which he goes begging for attention — his 
“peers” and “peers” who are “exposed” in the vermilion light of Via 
XXX XXX are even more ugly and repulsive. 

Because they don't smile, they don't squeeze a girl by the shoulder, 
they don't behave, they don't look ahead, they don't keep their eyes 
fixed on the ground like boarders, they don't talk to each other, they 
don't move, they aren't intent on any action : they are there only to 
show their ugliness and their repugnance. 


[120] Memo 71e Il Merda (Vision: fourth paragraph, 
IIT) 


Since at this point the real and proper contemplation begins - and it 
is an intellectual contemplation - the three Gods who drag Carlo's cart 
behind him begin to give him explanations: which, however, are inner 
suggestions, which pass from thought to thought, as in a dream. It's 
actually just two of those Gods talking. The third is silent. But Carlo 
cannot see them. Only he "comes to know" from them - invaded by 
their inner communication as by a light - what is necessary for him to 
understand [ what | his eyes see. 

The first thing |that "knows' | is that each Group represents a 
Category, and that therefore each of those Apparitions is partial: it 
favors an isolated Element of the new Euresis of Via V V. The second 
[thing he "knows" | is that all the Elements that from time to time will 
be privileged by the Representation - as immobile and almost 
crystallized - live and are articulated when they are mixed with all the 
others, or with a good part of the others. And that in any case (this is 
the third thing that lis communicated | to Carlo) all those isolated 
Representative Elements actually coexist in the people who from time 
to time reveal them about themselves, about their own bodies. 
However, finally - and this is the fourth great preliminary notion - 
there is some of those Representatives in which the privileged and 
isolated Element is found in its pure state. In the present case of Via 
XXX Xxx, precisely, it is the Element of ugliness and repugnance. 

This individual in whom there is no other Element of life than 
ugliness and repugnance is a Model. 

But this Model is invisible, because no one could sustain its sight. 

He is buried in the heart of the Girone, inside a small marble tomb 
which is his Tabernacle, and above which is placed a statuette (of 
various colors according to the Gironi: in this case vermilion) which 
reproduces his features: also however it is covered with a cloth, 
because even the sight of it would be, logically, unsustainable. 

This "Tomb" or "Tabernacle" of the Model is located at the end of 
the road, over there where the vermilion color fades into a strawberry- 
colored dust, but faded and almost whitish due to the distance. 

That the sight of both the Model and his Statuette is intolerable is 
llargely| demonstrated by those who, scattered along the street, and 
facing Carlo who contemplates them, try to imitate him. Imitation (as 


the Gods say) is the "formal" foundation of their code of life. These, 
therefore, in the Circle of ugliness and repugnance, imitate the Model 
of ugliness and repugnance: which however - it should be kept in 
mind - is one of the many Models that they imitate, as in a Cult. And 
they imitate them, exactly, at the same time. The Model of Models is 
found in a Tabernacle placed in a place still unknown to all, Vv. Much 
more precise is the information of the two Gods regarding the specific 
and actualist meaning of the Model represented in the Group of Via 
xxx xxx. The information is as follows: since the first Model, at least in 
the physical sense of the approach, is that of ugliness and repugnance, 
it follows that those who are by nature endowed with some ugliness 
and repugnance take the place in life that once it was held by the 
"beautiful", by the "endowed with grace": that is, they are the living 
and registered "models", which in some way approximate the Prime 
and Invisible Model, the object of cultic anxiety. If one is a little 
rickety, or obese, if one shoulder is a little lower than the other, if one 
has skeletal or crooked legs, if one is short or lanky, if one has a long 
bony nose, or crushed and deformed, if his eyes are expressionless, or 
full of an idiotic, frightened, mean expression, without personality, 
that is erased by anxiety or self-assertion xxx, if he has a deformed 
mouth, with a grim, slippery smile , livid, or a large mouth with teeth 
bared by an unjustified and intrusive cheerfulness, etc. etc., here he is, 
in his circle, in his street, in his bar, as a possible model, close to the 
Prime Model enclosed in his Tabernacle. 

To underline, to correct, to increase, to enhance and above all to 
make "significant", all these physical defects of the lucky ones who 
have had a certain amount of ugliness and repugnance as a dowry 
from nature, the Hair, in the form of a mustache, has enormous 
importance , of beards, of sideburns, of fringes, of curls, of tails, of 
other forms to which the previous civilization has not given a name. V 
Who has a full, swollen head, with hair rooted tightly on the forehead 
and temples and ending at the back of the neck with a long xxx that 
gives the last touch to the thick wavy that shakes it all up as in a 
perfect styling or in the "permanent" of the ladies of the Forties: 
generally under such a hairstyle the face is not particularly ugly and 
repugnant, on the contrary, it is rather regular: but it is grey, 
anonymous, and so humiliated by that hairstyle "mentioned" by a 
period that he does not know, to be monstrous, to the point of 
squeezing the heart. Another, on the other hand, makes an 
involuntary citation from even more distant eras: the Twenties or 
early Thirties: he is generally very dark, his hair falls straight on both 
sides of his forehead, but, along his forehead, it flows a long neat 
fringe. Even in this case it is generally a dark-haired man, perhaps 
with southern features, not ugly, but also made monstrous by that 


quotation full of coquetry |“fanée” , of which he, like a horse, knows 
nothing. In some cases the bangs are replaced by kissers. Someone 
else, having hair without resources, has let it grow wildly: but it's in 
clumps, black black, disheveled: the perfect head of a neo-realistic 
whore from the Fifties. All the more so as such a guy is generally fat, 
or even obese, with pale cheeks and a hooked nose: his ass is also 
shaped like a cello, and his tight trousers underline it conspicuously. 
Even then the quotation is perfectly unconscious, and the ugliness and 
repugnance are achieved with an innocence that makes them even 
more ugly and repugnant. Then there are others who cite men, rather 
than women: that is, they cite the Greats of the Past who are perfectly 
unknown to them: some | Christ |, some Cavour, some a reactionary 
intellectual of the eighteenth century, some a magistrate portrayed by 
an anonymous neoclassical painter, etc. etc. Generally speaking, the 
people who are already a little older, already around the age of 
twenty-five or twenty-six, make such quotations. Even beards, of all 
types, seem to have been chosen from the latter: short and thick 
beards that cover the whole cheek up to the eyes, or long, flowing 
beards, but with stiff hair, which keeps them stiff; someone, blond, 
instead has light hair, and so his beard flows waving, like a "liberty" 
apostle (because of course the unaware quotations continue to tighten 
the heart terribly). Anyone who has both a beard and long hair, thus 
reaching a kind of cultic "extremism", recalls the holy men of a 
religion unknown to him, such as the Hindu religion, or the old fire 
eaters: all the more as these extremists generally have miserable 
bodies, they are dressed in a pair of blue jeans and a Neapolitan boy's 
T-shirt, and in short, as they say in Rome, "they have an ass". Then 
there are those who have "structured" hair: generally they are those 
who, having frizzy or too thickly wavy hair, have remedied this 
misfortune, making it grow and then cutting it equal to the height of 
the neck, or pointed to the head, or still on the forehead, so as to be 
almost shaved in the center with two enormous protrusions around 
the ears: remembering - also this time unconsciously and therefore 
wounding the heart = the point of tearing it| — the hairstyles of 
certain primitive initiates, which disfigure the face, making it an 
unrecognizable mask. In this sense, the best results seem to be 
achieved by those who, having had the great misfortune of being born 
with curly hair (and who once would have been the “Riccetti”) have 
had their hair drawn: and therefore, with similar artificial hair, have 
able to do with their heads what they wanted, completely deforming 
their nature and consequently approaching in the way that seems 
most satisfactory to the Prime Model v of their Group: the Model, 
precisely, of Ugliness and Repugnance. From the greater or lesser 
approximation to such a Model, two more or less satisfied attitudes 


derive from them (but full satisfaction is by far the most prevalent). 
The first attitude is the blessed attitude, which manifests itself in the 
calm light of the eyes and in the measure of the gestures, of one who 
has fully realized one of his or her dreams and, as regards this, has 
nothing more to reproach oneself for, to wonder about, or to expect 
from fate. He has completely fulfilled himself: he is at peace with the 
society to which he exhibits his own approximation to the social 
Model, which he considers almost perfect. Indeed, this perfection of 
imitation of the Model also undergoes in him the typical "reversal" 
that all perfectly conformist positions have; that is, it becomes 
aggressive and violent. In short, total adhesion to the Authority 
becomes a demonstration of violence towards minorities that this 
adhesion in one way or another does not implement or does not 
accept. Thus, with the blissful, stagnant light of satisfaction of one 
who has lent himself with all of himself to fulfilling the dictates of 
Authority in his own Body, there coexists a grim light of rancor, 
anger, fury, which almost transforms excess into Anarchy. of 
Obedience: and perfect normality is a scandal. 

The second attitude that derives from approximation to the Model is 
silence. The word has become a word of pure physical and mimic 
presence: the expression is devolved to the way of being of the Body, 
and, especially, to the hair: a way of being derived precisely from an 
indisputable Model, and whose imitation itself already everything. 

Of these things at least Charles the two Gods made aware. 


of him 


[121] Note 71f Il Merda (fifth paragraph) 


In this fifth paragraph of the Vision we see Shit and his girlfriend — 
always tied up in that special way that they seem to not want to 
abandon for any reason in the world —- arriving at Via xxx xxx, the 
second cross street of Via Torpignattara. This time the Scene of the 
Vision is to the right of Carlo who, leaning back on the cart, 
contemplates it. The light is ruby-red. Always very bright in the center 
of the surfaces and darker at the edges. And always, at the bottom of 
the perspective of the poor suburban street, evanescent in a mist that 
has no more than a faded memory of the ruby. But, in its almost 
colorless light, they do not tower over new and perhaps uninhabited 
buildings: but hovels, construction sites, and the walls of an aqueduct. 
«Here is what was once a great plebeian metropolis» [ is the idea that 
instill | the two Gods in Carlo. And he observes diligently. He sees, in 
the double - in the hallucination of the mismatch (almost in a printing 
error) - the ancient plebs swarming: they are rags, gray trousers, white 
shirts, colored shirts, and some anomalous items of clothing, a red 
handkerchief, a cap from "marine" pressed on the eyes and with the 
nape uncovered. 

Now, however, in the ruby light of the Vision, everyone seems to 
have come out of a clothing store. Objectively there is nothing 
shameful and heartbreaking. But just observe a little: the language of 
those clothes that seem to have still attacked the price, and have 
nothing to envy of those of the bourgeois, perfectly up to par with 
their absolute modernity and also good taste, in the fiction of the 
"poor ” and of the “patched”, in the range of pale blue, turquoise, light 
blue, gray colors, with sudden flashes of yellow or red, in the 
impeccable tightness of the trousers at the waist and on the lap and in 
their equally impeccable width below the knees, etc. etc. — the 
language of those clothes is no less significant than that of bodies and 
hair. V It too provides V to the eyes and gestures the calm light of 
bliss of one who is satisfied and fulfilled, V together with the furious 
light of one who confuses the bad conscience deriving from such 
enslavement to the Model with a [heretic and revolutionary from 
which| he feels inspired to dress according to a taste that he considers 
anarchic and scandalous at least as legalistic and codified. And of 
course, because of the wild innocence through which all this is done, 
ugliness becomes uglier and repugnance more repugnant. But the 


Element that is isolated and represented in this Circle is no longer 
ugliness and repugnance, but the way of dressing and its conformism. 
V In describing the various Elements isolated and represented in the 
various Groups, I cannot V strictly adhere to the theme and therefore I 
end up instinctively obeying, expressing myself, their effective 
contemporaneity. I can't, speaking of hair, not talk about asses, and, 
speaking of asses, not talking about hair. Regarding the conformism of 
clothing, the thought communicated by the two Gods to Carlo is more 
or less the following. It is true that — apart from the little purses held 
tightly between forefinger and thumb, or under the armpit, ridiculous 
peripatetic little purses that have the power to humiliate and make 
even the most gifted of young men excruciatingly ridiculous — the 
whole of clothing does not objectively reach the degree of horror 
reached, for example, by the use of beards and hair: however in 
clothing a fact is expressed at a level of greater clarity and xxx which, 
by the use of beards and hair is expressed too dramatically and 
repulsively to be noticed: it is interclassism. Those clothes are no 
longer the clothes of the poor — this is the interpretative key of the 
Vision inspired by Carlo dai due Dei — but not because the poor have 
fought to achieve social equality (in clothes): but because this has 
been granted to them. In short, why [repeat ourselves?|, we are 
dealing precisely with a humiliating and deplorable phenomenon of 
inter-classism, and that says it all. So it is this that - looking at those 
people, especially the young ones - in the second scene of the Vision - 
tightens the heart and_ gives [profound and _irremediable 
consternation]. And down there, in the fading light of distance and 
twilight, in the fading of the ruby-colored light into dreamy whites, 
where life repeats itself and multiplies itself infinitely, as if out of time 
(a late spring or a warm winter) all that becomes fatal. It is distant to 
the eye and also to the conscience. It's irredeemable. 


[122] Note 71g Il Merda (paragraph six) 


In this sixth paragraph of the Vision, Shit and his girlfriend pass, 
tenaciously embracing, in front of Via xxx xxx, to the left of Carlo 
who, contemplating it, continues to regularly recoil. This Via xxx xxx 
therefore points towards the belt of the big buildings that rise in the 
dull mist, of the heat or of the twilight. The hour of the dream does 
not allow us to distinguish it. The slabs of metallic or alabaster 
material that here reproduce the low houses and small shops squeezed 
in a long perspective towards the chain of popular skyscrapers, are 
cherry-red: shining in the center of the slabs, opaque, almost purplish 
at the edges. There's something sinister about this violaceous. The 
Girone di Via xxx xxx [has something| different from the others: and 
its feral air makes him immediately suspicious. The Gods clarify this 
to Carlo. The Circle is without a Tabernacle: the usual Tabernacle 
erected on the underground crypt where the Idol is kept hidden. Since 
the Tabernacle is missing, naturally the statuette reproducing the Idol 
is also missing. So the way of being, isolated and revealed by this 
Circle, does not have a Model that makes it practically historical, 
current, concrete: a Model that proposes itself [ concretely | as an 
object of Imitation, replacing the ancient one, which had preceded it 
in the previous centuries and valid, in fact, until a few years ahead. A 
glance at the "double", the profound original scene of reality remained 
in the V of the Vision - and already yellowed like an old photograph - 
leaves no doubts as to what vV the Imitation [ and the Value | 
antecedents consisted of: now, at apparently, outdated by history. 
There is an air of celebration, of happiness: sun and misery. Weekday 
time is precisely that of the dream. A late spring, I repeat, or a warm 
winter. There is no reference. But everything hovers as if it were 
eternal. Old and young women talk; the girls sneak by, but full of 
anticipation about what certainly awaits them in life. Their colors are 
those of health: and their poor clothes full of [dignity]. The old have 
lost the certainty that had awaited them in life, but sitting at the 
tables of the taverns or on the benches of the small gardens that 
appear| in the background, they know that they have in any case 
lived a life: a unique and irreplaceable life . Their faces have the 
impenetrability of statues. Nothing in them is cracked or desecrated. 
They go to the end and to death, but they don't reveal the secret of 
what they feel. They seem to have always known how one becomes 


and how old one is. Young people and children are also full of this 
dignity. They spend their sunny afternoon careless, some working, 
some doing nothing: but in their heart shines the certainty that what 
they are going through is what it is right to go through. It is eternal in 
their illusion and eternal in the reality that contains them. Over time, 
this peace shines through their eyes filled with a strong and cheerful 
feeling. Maybe there are other expressions in those eyes: mischievous, 
mean, dangerous, or simple, innocent and cheerful. But what is 
common to all is the awareness that they are creating a single Model: 
that of their street, their neighbourhood, their universe. A single 
Model who, however poverty entails, is the best and nicest Model in 
the world. This assures them, I repeat, inner strength, cohesion and 
therefore health. v 

In the Scene of the Vision, on the other hand, it is quite the 
opposite: the characters, old and young - who have begun to appear in 
their physical and social actuality in the previous Rounds - here bear 
witness to the absence of a Model, and therefore the disorientation 
and the illness. Passes for the old and the elderly: they have lost it, 
but, at least, they have had it. Many of them didn't even realize they 
had lost it. But young people suffer [atrociously| from this absence: 
they don't know who they are like, that is, precisely, which Model to 
create. They have others, as we have seen in the previous Groups and 
as we will see in the Groups that follow: but this Model, which is that 
of certainty in the eternal values of existence, that is, in health, does 
not exist. The colors of their faces are therefore [the colors of the 
disease. An insane pallor is upon them all, sometimes downright livid 
or cadaverous. Their eyes are without light, or full of an exalted light, 
V or even of a purely physical, insane light, like that of certain 
animals that turn and turn on themselves like crazy because they still 
keep their greed despite having lost all reason . This pallor of the skin 
and this despair| or apathy of the v are clear symptoms of a disease 
that has the general name of Neurosis. It ranges from the most 
common and light cases to almost frightening cases of madness: the 
pallor is ghostly, the eye unfathomable, and a little drool drips at the 
corners of the crooked and livid mouths. 


[123] Note 71h The Shit (Vision: seventh paragraph) 


In this seventh paragraph of the Vision, we have reached the fourth 
street perpendicular to Via di Torpignattara: here there is a small 
traffic light. The Scene of the Vision is to Carlo's left. The light is 
cherry-red. The blocks from which it emerges reproduce a winding 
alley, which goes towards the distant barracks [ clinging like chicken 
coops | to the walls of the Aqueduct. There is, immediately after the 
corner, a small supermarket, and a bar with chairs outside. The traffic 
light is red. The Merda and his mecca stop at the edge of the sidewalk. 
Everything would lead us to suppose that here, at least for an instant, 
the Shit abandons the grip with which he holds the burden of his 
girlfriend, bent over on himself — to rest a little, to loosen up a little 
the muscles in his arm that must be contracted , sore, or at least, 
informiculitis. But not at all: Merda continues to maintain that 
position which evidently seems irreplaceable to him. On the contrary, 
with a patient, almost mocking smile, to hide the tenderness that is 
customary in those cases, he gives his girlfriend a tighter squeeze, who 
replies, not to fail in her part, with a sick smile ( while it is perfectly 
clear that she is healthy, strong, with a gypsy's face, that if by chance 
she were to soak up a pizza at Merda she would make him fly to the 
other side of the road). 

Here - as the Gods point out to Carlo - in the cherry-red light of the 
Scenography, the Tabernacle is there, and how. But, indeed, even here 
there is an anomaly. The Pattern is out of his grave, whose stone lies 
overturned on the road. He sits cross-legged next to it, and, also 
exhibiting his own Statuette, he is there to give advice, even oral, like 
an oracle, to those who are initiated into the Cult of his Imitation of 
him. The Model is therefore a kind of saint who apostolically 
"preaches" the new Word. At this moment there he is, precisely — next 
to his open tomb, under his cherry-red Tabernacle, with the 
antipathetic face of all priests, although he is dressed in strict secular 
taste, as seen in the second circle — who is speaking to a group of 
acolytes, who have his same unpleasant face and his same clothes: the 
phrase he is uttering is: «What, is there anyone who still goes with 
fags?». The tone is sarcastic, triumphalistic, full of hate, [certain| V 
that I have the whole future on his side. The Word preached by the 
Model of the Fourth Circle is (the Gods say) the Word of Abiura. 


[124] Note 71i The Shit (Vision: eighth paragraph) 


This eighth paragraph of the Vision contemplates the V Circle: Via 
xxx xxx. The light is raspberry-red. After all, the barrier of high-rise 
buildings is finished, and the antennas of a power plant can be seen. 
As for the Tabernacle, this time there is: there it is over there in front 
of a dairy. The tomb on which it stands is regularly closed, and above 
the tombstone is the statuette covered by the cloth. 

Merda passes in front of the entrance to this Via xxx xxx, 
maintaining his imperturbable grip, which such trust and serene 
complicity seems to imply with a friendly world, all willing to admit 
and approve. But a patina of sweat begins to cover his amiably smiling 
face among the lentils. 

The Element embodied in the buried Model - the sight of which 
would, this time there is no doubt, be particularly intolerable, and 
therefore represented in this Circle - is Respectability, as at least the 
Gods express themselves. Therefore, [summarizing : champions of 
ugliness and repugnance, linterclassist in appearance, disfigured by 
the paleness of neurosis, dedicated with hateful recklessness to the 
abjuration of all that they have ever been, the young people of this 
Group triumphantly show, with a certain snooty distraction, a new 
aspect of theirs: bourgeois respectability. They talk to each other 
about serious matters, they keep their distance from any bystanders, 
they do not speak to anyone they don't know, they clearly 
demonstrate that their standard of living is full of dignity, they show 
off decent and clean clothes, they leave no doubt that they ignore 
anyone do not follow their rules of |serious| people, they give serious 
and staid guarantees about their future, they clearly allude to the most 
complete self-sufficiency of their life which illuminates them from 
within like a [revealing| light. Their gaze does not even touch the 
viewer for an instant. 


[125] Note 711 The Shit (Vision: ninth paragraph) 


In this ninth paragraph of the Vision, the Element embodied in the 
Model and offered to the Imitation of the Initiates - all young - is 
Dignity: but not human Dignity, but bourgeois dignity. This [ papal 
papal | the Gods or Dukes say to Charles who recoils on his chariot. 
Merda advances, with his wife: and both know well what this dignity 
is, although, among the Imitators, they are undoubtedly the least able, 
indeed, even xxx. Those who exhibit themselves in the Circle of Via 
Xxx xxx - sculpted in its visionary form which is suffused with a 
powerful scarlet light - are instead xxx perfect Imitators of their Model 
closed under the newly built Tabernacle. This Dignity would be a 
negligible variant of the previous Element, Respectability, if it hadn't 
been incarnated in bodies, instead of remaining a somewhat 
ostentatious attitude in its livid and livid feeling of superiority. No: 
unfortunately bourgeois Dignity has become, in the bodies, in some 
way, a kind of new virile dignity. The abjuration, in this particular 
application of it, has become oblivion. The abjured Model — which 
represented the value of human dignity, and manly dignity v as a 
well-coded form of it V strictly popular - has been replaced by a 
Model that no longer even deigns to know it: it ignores it. A profound 
distraction draws elsewhere these better fed and better dressed males, 
who no longer even conceive of being treated as innocent or inferior; 
and that they do not even dream that their manliness should be 
manifested through lawlessness and mischief, pride in one's cock and 
chastity, poverty and innocence of appearance, the bullying of the 
Underworld with its Seven Cities : no: on the contrary, according to 
them, and in full good faith, virility should be flaunted - without 
having planned it - with a certain almost intellectual attitude, with a 
certain way of dressing like father's sons, with a certain delicacy of 
habits, with a certain xxx of sporting xxx, even with a certain shyness 
and reserve strangely linked to greater muscular strength and greater 
physical prestige. As will become clearer at the end of the Vision - and 
as the Gods already anticipate to Charles - this of Dignity thus 
established, is the way to achieve a new form of military pride. In the 
Scene of Reality - miserable and whitish - under the powerful 
scenographic system of the Scene of the Vision with its scarlet light - 
in fact we see the “cannon fodder”. The poor were asked to be 
soldiers. Now we no longer ask anyone to be soldiers. (Here there, at 


the end of Via xxx xxx, where the scarlet color fades and whitens, are 
two soldiers on leave: they have their forelock sticking out, their 
ordinance cap placed mischievously on the back of their necks, their 
uniform worn like pajamas, all unbuttoned and undraped.) But if there 
must be new soldiers, they must be like American soldiers. Or rather - 
as the Model buried in the Tabernacle evidently suggests to his Adepts 
- the real militarism already unknowingly adopted is that of the SS. In 
fact, who made up the "troop" of the SS? Evidently from young people 
that industrialization had just bourgeoisized, like these. 


[126] Note 71m The Shit (Vision: tenth paragraph) 


In this tenth paragraph of the Vision we contemplate the passage of 
the Shit and his wife in front of Via xxx xxx. Shit, pretending nothing 
happened, wipes away the sweat that wets his little forehead full of 
wrinkles with his free hand. 

The Gods tell Carlo that here is the Circle of Cowardice (or even 
Weakness, or better still Renunciation, Unavailability). Yes, because 
the world that swarms [ behind | V, is a world where the boy has 
decided — perhaps without knowing it - because his Model told him so 
— to be strong and ready for anything. If someone had told him to 
follow him, he would have followed him, saying goodbye to his 
township, to the ends of the earth: at least until he got tired of it. Any 
changes or events were welcome. His life was pure, absolute, but not 
self-sufficient, because she was poor. And so each of those who 
swarmed in that poor street was disposed and prepared for other 
destinies, he who had such a perfect destiny. 

Now the Model - v buried, V because it is repugnant, in a crypt 
under the crypt — and whose ritual Statuette is wrapped up in a double 
cloth — instead tells his Cultivators that one must fear everything and 
everyone, trust no one, with all things that happen, minding one's own 
business, but not as in the past — that this was a bold phrase and xxx - 
but in the literal sense: that is, not coming out of one's shell: one's 
family, one's tucked-in house, one's group of friends, one's job (those 
who work: but it's the same thing for those who go to steal), and an 
early night to bed (the only exception for those who go to steal, in this 
case). Don't talk to strangers, and if anyone looks at you, go on your 
way, looking straight ahead, or better still with downcast eyes, like a 
good boarder, since you also have angel hair and white skin . 

The light of the Scene of this Pool is reddish-purple. In the 
background, where the houses of the street mixed with the new 
buildings face the last antennas of the station, the purple color 
becomes a beautiful pinkish dust, [ which looks like the work of an ice 
cream vendor |. 


[127] Memo 71n The Shit (Vision: eleventh paragraph) 


In this eleventh paragraph of the Vision, as it is clear to the reader 
who has kept his accounts well, we reach the eighth round. The Shit 
advances. Surely the effort he is forced to make to keep the mecca 
close to him always in the same way, makes him see the |infantioli , 
Surely his arm doesn't feel like it anymore. 

The light is orange: and exploding with blinding violence in the 
center of the crystal slabs or blocks — where evidently the crystal is 
less thick - the orange lightens becoming a strange lemon yellow 
suffused with fire. This tint which, as usual, fading, the orange also 
reaches in the background: where there is no longer either the barrier 
of the new high-rise buildings or the antennas of the power plant: but 
the pure and simple emptiness of the sky. The earth seems to sink: 
perhaps in some valley full of drains. 

Via xxx xxx, which is precisely the VIII round, widens in the center 
into a small round square, almost like a village. At the center of the 
square, there is the Tabernacle: orange, sacred color. But even here 
there is something new, even if not entirely new. The Model is out of 
his tomb, and stands cross-legged in front of his Tabernacle: however, 
unlike the Model of the Abjuration, this one - which is the Model of 
Tolerance - has no face. Instead of a face, it has a large egg. A 
speaking egg: because he too is apostolic: he preaches his Word. 
Although strong, self-confident, open to the future, of his modern 
words, of freedom, V the listeners are eager, their weak and feminine 
little bodies are seized almost by a nervous tremor, they are incapable 
of attention, they have bored faces like gentlemen. They don't want to 
know but to be. The words of the Model are already [Code| words, and 
they, born under this lucky star, are V impatient to realize [ what | is 
normal for them, V that afternoon, that evening, that night and 
throughout their future. 


calculations 


[128] Note 710 The Shit (Vision: twelfth paragraph) 


In this twelfth paragraph of the Vision the Shit passes in front of Via 
xxx xxx, the Pool on the road.IX. Holding on to Cinzia, who for 
heaven's sake doesn't run away from him, the Merda ambles amble - 
white as a sheet with fatigue - and casts a winking glance at the clique 
of her cronies, piled up 

In the canary-yellow light that the Vision Scene emanates through 

its massive transparent walls, those "companies" stand out with 
particular| evidence, given the dominant blue of the colors of their 
clothes. Yellow-canary is also the Chapel, at the bottom, of the Model 
of the Group: which embodies the Element of Free Love. Free Love, 
apparently, of a somewhat narcissistic nature. V Even their 
predecessors, V who appear, like shadows, in the "Reality" V buried 
behind that Vision, as far as narcissism is concerned, they are not 
joking: but it does not contradict their nature as sons immediately 
made proud - by their own mother - of your pea. Basically, they 
dressed and posed to show off among themselves: dressing themselves 
up as they could have dressed up a few years earlier, in the still 
unfinished years of secular underclass misery. Tube trousers or toga 
shirts, or the "dress" par excellence - dark with a white shirt - were 
made to show off their beauties (seven) and their talents, in front of 
the other males. The alley, and the whole universe of the periphery, 
was one big V. Where males educated each other, competing to make 
the most xxx V the old Vv Model. 

Now, these here of the Vision - IX Round - are actually required to 
show off their masculinity in front of women. Here then is the reason 
why their narcissism arises as an anomalous element: Vv of pity. 

They are standing or leaning against the wall, or stretched out on 
the chairs in the bars: and all, without distinction, show off their 
gender: but not metaphorically. It's all about their cock and their balls. 
The trousers are in fact very tight, at the waist and on the crotch, and 
whatever they have underneath takes on an objectively [indecent| 
relief, but which the usual "wild" innocence plays down and makes it a 
bit disgustingly painful. There where the swelling without any 
mystery xxx its protuberances, the trousers are worn out, worn out, 
almost discolored in a worn and livid [color]. Which accentuates the 
performance. Someone can actually see, pressed against Vv a thigh, the 
whole little pistol, like the one that children draw in the toilets. To 


some, however, the shape appears a little more confused: on one side 
of the buttoning there must be balls, like two chips, on the other side 
the cock, like a pickle or a tender zucchini. Finally, someone, in one 
way or another, manages to keep their mystery a little better, showing 
off an oblique and livid swelling: always too cloyingly innocent in any 
case. V The Gods point this out to Carlo; and they reveal to him that, 
as heralded by the exhibition of that V priapism, there is a novelty in 
the Vision. 


piled up 
range 


[129] Note 71p The Shit (Vision: thirteenth paragraph) 


In this thirteenth paragraph of the Vision, the journey along the Via 
di Torpignattara del Merda and his wife leads to the height of Via xxx 
xxx, i.e. to the X Circle. Here Carlo's eyes narrow for a moment, hurt 
by the sudden change of light. It is now green: pea-green, not even on 
purpose. In this new light that emanates from the depths of Vision, the 
Spectacle is also new. The males are replaced by the females: this 
thing which for a few moments remains uncertain, also probably due 
to the sudden change of light, but after a while is made evident if only 
by the presence of the breasts. 

Here, according to the Gods, one of the continuous Elements ceases, 
namely the Element of Ugliness and Repugnance: while all the other 
Elements continue more or less to be valid. Even, for example, the 
Element of Free Love continues to coexist with the others: in fact, 
almost all young girls and women have blue jeans that are no less 
tight than those of boys: so tight that you can see the bottom of their 
belly cleft of the vulva. This phenomenon presents less variety than 
the analogous male phenomenon: in fact, the fissures are all the same. 
A minimum of variety is given by the fabric of the trousers: some 
lighter fabrics form a series of horizontal folds around the vertical cut 
of the vulva. Those who don't have blue jeans have a skirt so short 
(the two Gods have the linguistic modesty not to give it its current 
name) that you can practically see their panties, and, under the 
panties, the well-known protuberance. Even the Elements represented 
in the Groups of Women and embodied in their Models are valid for 
males, and coexist with all the other Elements of the Vision. Under his 
Tabernacle, well closed inside his crypt, lies in this X Circle the Model 
of the modern Mentality. It is the twin brother of the previous two - 
the Model of Tolerance and the so-called Model of Free Love. It is 
therefore useless to insist on it. The body language of all these girls 
clearly says that they [are modern]. 


[130] Note 71q The Shit (Vision: fourteenth paragraph) 


In this fourteenth paragraph of the Vision, Shit is seen passing in 
front of Via xxx xxx. The color is emerald green. The Tabernacle is 
dedicated to the Model of the Imitation of the bourgeois way of life. 
Also on this point the clothes of the girls, their bodies, their behavior, 
their expression speak for themselves. The Gods reiterate it to Carlo. 
This Model is not only imitated by girls - who devote themselves to 
her cult with only a little more particular devotion - but it is also 
imitated by males. [To be honest, in girls, in Imitation there is a little 
more fanaticism], something of which they become apostles (and with 
good arguments to convince them) in relations with males. I repeat: if 
age-grouping works, sex-grouping absolutely not. 


[131] Note 71r The Shit (Vision: fifteenth paragraph) 


In this fifteenth paragraph of the Vision, the Merda passes — giving 
himself a particular demeanor — in front of the XII Circle, Via xxx xxx. 
By now he must be on the verge of moaning from the pain in his arm: 
and instead, he smiles again, handsome, calm, well disposed, modest, 
almost blessing, so much does he feel at peace with everything and 
everyone: only in his mouth the ironic smile with which , as usual, 
hides all this, it's a bit crooked. The light of the Girone is Veronese- 
green: the road gives off again, at the end, where the green becomes 
greenish, against a certain group of large buildings, but much taller 
than the previous ones, which appeared immediately after Via 
Casilina: these are real skyscrapers, with lots of glass and lots of metal. 
V Here the Tabernacle is dedicated to the Model of the Lay Spirit. On 
the other hand, it is clearly seen that the girls are no longer 
churchgoers, and they use everything to persuade the boys outside 
only to take them to Mass on Sunday. The ignorance of the Vatican 
has been the model of the ignorance of the people for centuries. An 
ignorance made entirely of practicality, as the Gods suggest to Carlo: a 
practicality to which American pragmatism and even the most 
fanatical and provincial behaviorism "give a pip". Well, [ finished | the 
Vatican, its ignorance remained, in which, due to its totally irreligious 
practicalism, it is easy for the Model of the Laic Spirit, from his 
Tabernacle, to insinuate the Word of hedonism and materialism of an 
American character , or in any case typical of the entire new 
civilization. Also in this case the silent Predication of the Model of the 
present XII Group is valid for both females and males. Except that 
females are by nature more impervious to his arguments, as they are 
substantially less compromised with the old Models of the Past, 
omnipotent up until a few years ago in Torpignattara, and now gone 
who knows where. 


[132] Memo 71s Il Merda (Vision: sixteenth paragraph) 


In this sixteenth paragraph of the Vision, the Shit passes in front of 
Via xxx xxx, and here his ironic smile becomes sly and satisfied, 
although by now such pangs of pain must be coming from his arm that 
his head thunders. This is the XIII Circle: where the cult of the Model 
of the New Family is practiced (always valid, also, for males). The 
light is olive-green, vaguely sinister. In the background, in the cleared 

reen that becomes vaguely sepia, [enthroned| the skyscrapers of the 
fNew| District. It is clear that the New Family, whose spirit is xxx from 
the Cult and Imitation of the Model of the XIII Round, has nothing to 
do with the Christian family, that is, with the petty bourgeois family 
[formed on the scheme| of the previous peasant family : the family as 
a |clan|, den, shelter against the horror of the economy of misery (the 
Gods say). All these girls seem to know perfectly well that one should 
not marry to fight against poverty, but to achieve, and socially 
express, well-being. While the family of poverty was blessed by the 
Catholic Church, which had deposited its usual criminal ignorance, 
the new family of well-being, as we have seen, emancipated itself 
from the Catholic Church, which therefore historically bequeathed it 
nothing but the aforementioned ignorance (always to refer to the 
words of the Gods). 

At the end of Via xxx xxx, the Via del XIII Girone, there is a small 
Largo, in a semicircle. The houses are small, built a few decades 
earlier by the owners themselves, with their own hands, and plastered 
in bright colours: behind them, there are small gardens: two or three 
of these houses are very old, and without plaster. They are nineteenth- 
century farmhouses, or perhaps even older, in tuff, with an external 
staircase, a door with an architrave, and small arched windows. The 
Largo is not paved, but its bottom is an old cobblestone among which 
a little grass grows. In front of the small doors of the new houses, 
there are curtains of poor fabric, with flowers. While the old 
farmhouses, like small rustic fortresses, with their old tuff blocks with 
somewhat uncertain outlines and covered by sparse patches of rust- 
colored moss, are no longer without their old, solid doors. Some 
fences, which in turn have become decrepit, are xxx in the doorways, 
against the dusty glass, which overlooks the darkness of the interior. 
In one of these fences, which has certainly been disused for many 
years, a small |rose} plant was born from a little soil, which is now 


| flowered]. Some old flies, as well as a few bluebottles or wasps, go 
round and round in that sun-beaten corner. Then there is an old 
woman, dressed all in black, bent over certain boxes, which must be 
smelly, of fish or machine oil. V 


[133] Note 71t The Shit (Vision: seventeenth 
paragraph) 


In this seventeenth paragraph of the Vision, the Shit passes in front 
of Via xxx xxx, and if as he passes in front of Via xxx xxx, his smile, 
from ironic, had become clever and satisfied, here it even makes its 
way, happy, ecstatic, up to to discover all his little yellow and chewed 
teeth: he immediately remedies this naivety by sketching a yawn of 
boredom and looking up to the left (that is, on the other side of Via 
xxx xxx): he also does not fail to give |further| a squeeze to Cinzia, as 
if to reassure her and confirm her protection. This must give him 
excruciating pain, if he still feels the arm. Via xxx xxx is the XIV 
round. And it is the third in which the Model is out of his tomb, seated 
in front of his Tabernacle to integrate his action of xxx through 
preaching and the issuing of norms. It is — according to the prosaic 
definition of the Gods - the Model of Conformism. The young men 
and women, all diligent and aggressive, with the air of knowing what 
they want, even when they are bitches or cocksuckers, follow the 
preaching of this Model with great attention. What is this preaching 
about? In codifying, regulating, normalizing, making everyday and 
fanaticizing everything new and revolutionary - compared to the 
recent past - that may have been wanted and imposed silently (and in 
some cases, as we have seen, even through an explicit [normative|) 
intervention from previous Models of Life. The Gods never tire of 
repeating it to Carlo: although this Model of Conformism is inserted in 
a visionary context formed only by females, the spirit that it emanates 
and imposes is also valid for males. The Element of Conformity is an 
Element coexisting in everyone — male and female — with all others. 
But it is the females who have had a special delegation to assimilate 
and spread the spirit of this Model: without the females it would have 
llived| among the males in a disorderly way, perhaps leaving in them 
the illusion of the new and the revolutionary: an unforgivable thing, 
and after all, not even conceivable. 


at 


[134] Note 71u Il Merda (Vision: eighteenth paragraph) 


In this eighteenth paragraph of the Vision, we have reached Via xxx 
xxx with the Shit. There is a new traffic light, which is red. The Merda 
then, protecting and supporting the woman in love with him, stops. 
And the cart on which Carlo is also stops. The pulling Gods take the 
opportunity to recap to Carlo what he has seen, and to take stock of 
the situation. Ugly and repulsive; devoured by a degrading 
interclassist anxiety (with their whore purses); blanched by a neurosis 
that makes him come| foam at her mouth and twist it lividly; 
brutally | ready to renounce all that they themselves or their brothers 
have been; | disdain and everyone on their own to make | respectable 
boys, in complicity with the wealthy classes; [totally| forgetful of any 
simple smile Vv from subordinates because of a dignity that is 
embodied in them, and which is not human dignity but the 
[disgusting] bourgeois dignity; completely caught up in a loop that is 
their life, beyond which everything is suspicious or a source of fear; 
free, with painful indecency, to take advantage of a sexual xxx which 
in reality does nothing but show off the poverty of their flesh and 
their xxx vulgarity - the New Youths are, moreover, perfectly 
militarized by the same Conformism - opposite but equal to the 
Conformism which for centuries had issued written and unwritten 
laws in defense of the ancient Values — which has already been given 
by the troops of the SS: and which is entrusted to the particular care 
of young females, delegated, therefore, to recover to the most rigid 
and fanatical normality everything new and "scandalous" a new 
modern mentality, the imitation of the upper classes, a secular and 
materialistic conception of the family V etc. may have brought into 
life habits. 

But that is not all; there is even worse. 


in the left margin of the Note two question marks 


[135] Note 71v Il Merda (Vision: paragraph nineteenth) 


The light of the traffic light turns green. The pulling Gods start to 
pull the cart again, and Shit, nimbly descending the sidewalk step, 
crosses the road, carefully supporting his poor paralytic. 

The large scenographic reconstruction of Via xxx xxx, i.e. of the XV 
Group, is V of the usual slabs of transparent material which, in the 
present case, sadly let a violent light of a color between sepia and rust 
shine through. The Gods are unable to find a name for the Model who 
lies in his Tabernacle, this time, above all, honored with garlands of 
flowers (made of plastic: cultic concern almost certainly due to a 
female hand). If they are unable to find a name for the Model, the 
Gods, however, hasten to give Charles a premise necessary to 
understand the meaning of this XV Circle. The Element of Ugliness 
and Repugnance has remained suspended, invalid (as we have seen) 
for the previous four Groups, populated exclusively by females: here, 
however, in the XV Group, it once again runs, indeed, to be 
particularly alive and operating, despite the presence of the females. 

In fact, Via xxx xxx is frequented only by couples. Couples of young 
people, of course: the elderly, as usual semi-invisible in the sad mixed 
color of sepia and rust, are not noticeable; or, if they are noticed, their 
function is reduced to the pure and simple function of spectators, or 
rather admirers. Couples are of all types: but they all behave perfectly 
in the same way, observing the following rules: 1) They demand the 
admiration of all those present, even though they manage, and what's 
more smiling, serene, not to pose even for a moment the gaze on no 
one; 2) They demonstrate in the most unequivocal way their absolute 
self-sufficiency and total lack of any interest in anything that does not 
concern their xxx relationship; 3) They keep each other regularly - and 
without derogating for an instant from this rule - tightly embraced: 
either he is the one who embraces her at her side or by the shoulder 
(like Merda); or is she holding him (by her side); or finally, they hold 
hands by mutual agreement, even if he is the one holding it, with her 
tacit consent; 4) They are silent Vv because of the demonstrative 
ineffability of their relationship, which, V though rigorously approved, 
they flaunt as provocative (among hundreds of other couples doing 
exactly the same thing); 5) They speak, when they do speak, in a thick 
and intimate way, as if they spoke a jargon of initiates, barely 
perceptible, so much is the understanding between them immediate; 


6) They never miss an opportunity to exchange a few kisses, the effect 
(which must be amazing) on passers-by is not observed once. 

All these rules, and a few minor ones, are, I repeat, strictly observed 
when couples walk down the street. If, on the other hand, they stand 
still, next to a low wall or on a park bench, the rule is reduced to just 
one, n. 1. 

Then there is another case, very common. After all, Via xxx xxx has 
a typical example. In a pizzeria a whole family group is sitting (this 
time the elderly are in the light): three or four fat bellies with their 
wives, the old mother in a flowered dress, a young man, bachelor, fat, 
pale, with glittering glasses on his bulbous nose, “structured” hair that 
sticks to his head like a huge pine cone, and the usual little purse 
under his arm. In the midst of all these guests, in the place of honour, 
is the couple. Both the girl and the boy are silent, as if secret and 
withdrawn: but their silence is the official one of those who are 
successful and know that it is up to them to be cultivated and 
honored. The girl, with her blue jeans so tight that as usual you can 
see the cut of her cunt, she is silent, sulky, according to an ancient 
model not yet completely outdated. He, on the other hand, is 
exquisitely modern, consumed to the extreme in the art of being 
admired. He is thin, tall, sheathed in a dark turquoise silk blouse, very 
simple; V carelessly holds handbag in hand; she has long, somewhat 
wild hair, which, however, is elegantly matched to a face which, on 
the contrary, is anything but wild: lean, sharp, smooth, with a red 
mouth under the accentuated cheekbones, but delicately, like the rest 
of the jaws . His eyes are Vv black. His silence is due to a sadness that 
makes him standoffish and distant. Perhaps it is his neurosis — the one 
that causes repugnance and pity - that makes him so V dismayed: but 
he masks all this with the vaguely squeamish silence of someone who 
is handsome, lucky, an object of envy [ and has| the future all for 
himself, in a society which ingratiates itself with him and in which he 
clearly counts on being accepted as husband and father, is naturally 
very modern. He rests a thin, white elbow on the pizzeria table, with 
an intellectual and feminine delicacy. He is not a bourgeois or a 
student, he is someone who lives there, in Via xxx xxx at the 
crossroads with Via di Torpignattara. 

The ostentation of all these loves that bind couples — fatal and 
manifestly carnal loves, as permissiveness allows, indeed, imposes - 
clearly reveals that we are dealing with profoundly insincere 
relationships. | V And it is for this reason that, also in this Girone , 
where there are also women, the spirit of Ugliness and Repugnance is 
valid. 

In addition to couples, Via xxx xxx is full of mixed groups of boys 
and girls, even if the latter are less numerous. They keep to each 


other, establishing even in their plurality, the secrecy and venerable 
self-sufficiency of the couple. They laugh, they joke. Now the women 
are a bit embarrassed, trying to live up to a situation they are not yet 
fully used to, and they mask their embarrassment by wagging their 
tails and playing silly with shouts and grimaces; now, on the other 
hand, it is the boys who are embarrassed, who laugh with watery or 
rigid smiles, or keep to the side like dogs with their tails between their 
legs, cornered by the intrusiveness and arrogance of the girls who 
have taken over the situation and hold court. But these are extreme 
cases. [ Generally, mixed groups of boys and girls, like the one over 
there at the end of Via xxx xxx, along the fence of certain consumptive 
and dusty gardens, behave as if camaraderie between males and 
females were something of ancient times, indeed of an immemorial 
tradition , in that of Torpignattara, and made everyone happy and 
contented. In reality, the presence of women in male gangs V stops 
them V, not only physically - in running, joking, in V violence — but 
also, for example, in speaking, and, above all, in thinking. Education 
takes place in common; and given that in these matters the woman is 
the strongest - because conformity is stronger than any other 
sentiment - education is actually done by women. Which, moreover, 
assimilate males to themselves. Here are the ancient dritti and bulli of 
Torpignattara, who consider their thinness, their finesse, their delicate 
attitudes to be a source of pride, standing with their shoulders a little 
high and their sides out, making gestures with their hands that are a 
bit ' sagging and xxx, | Their older brothers — whose bodies had been 
there, strong, poor and violent, just a few years before - Vv [would 
have| all of them buggered from first to last, or they would have set 
them on fire. But probably they would not have believed their eyes 
and would have taken them for | hallucinations |. 


[136] Note 71z The Shit (Vision: twentieth paragraph) 


In this twentieth paragraph of the Vision, here is the Shit arriving in 
Via xxx xxx: V this is no longer a Circle, but a Ditch. 

Thus begins a second part of Hell v. 

The Bolge, which are five, compared to the fifteen Groups, are 
characterized by a different constitution of the Model. It is in fact 
"double" or "two-faced". It is made up of two physicalities and 
therefore of two senses. It is ambiguous: but the two natures that 
constitute this ambiguity are like oil and vinegar: each one, having 
developed independently, maintains and confirms its own autonomy. 
And their backs to each other. 

The Bolge Models, therefore, are ultimately a Contradiction that 
does not want to be resolved: but neither does it want to be an 
Opposition. They are one Thing with two Faces, classically attached 
by the neck, and therefore impossible for eternity to know each other, 
or, more simply, to look at each other. 

However, these Siamese brothers in the form of a herm of Janus 
have two other characteristics. 

First: they are dying. They are about to die, dissolve, no longer be. 
History wanted them this way, because, momentarily, it couldn't do 
better, and had to be satisfied with the coexistence of two competing, 
perhaps, but, indeed, not contradictory Forms. 

At the feet of the Numi of the five Bolge, in addition to the usual 
sacred statuette which, so to speak, "crystallizes" their figure, there is 
also an axe. It is the ax with which in a short while — a few years — the 
Two-Faced Models will be split in two: and it will be seen which of 
the two surviving Halves will prevail, eliminating the rival. 

Second: the gods of the Cinque Bolge have no name or definition. 
And this for the same reasons that they are temporary and moribund. 
History has produced them, has placed them as Models in the streets 
of the People, but if they are, so to speak, found underfoot. I am the 
Unforeseen and therefore, for now, the Unrelated. A thousand 
qualifications and a thousand probable senses can be predicated of 
them; or they can be defined with circumlocutions and generic 
references: but one thing is sure: that is their perfect cohesion and 
solidarity with the Models of the previous Groups. Only that the latter 
are somehow acquired, and therefore clear; while they are in the 
process of being acquired, and therefore still enigmatic. In any case, 


the transformation, both [ double and coexistent | which they have 
caused in the way of being, in the quality of life, [ in the body | of 
their Imitators, is acquired. 

And let's move on to the First Bolgia. 

Here the Two-Faced Nume could be a Nume who presides over 
smells: but saying smells obviously means nothing: it is a simple 
metaphorical suggestion, a poetic line. In the absence of anything 
better, however, we can follow this trail. 

From the Scene of Reality (the Via xxx xxx of a few years before) 
which, as usual, flickers and xxx under the Scene of the Vision, odors 
gush, and precisely the smells of the bodies of young people and boys 
who populate sidewalks and small bars (at the usually, the elderly are 
out of the game). They are odors of sweat and dust, that is, of poverty 
and innocence. The trousers are imbued with it (worn with elegance 
even if miserable, torn or bought second-hand in Via Sannio) and the 
cotton shirts for a few lire; the tufts of hair and the beautiful naked 
and well-designed napes are also imbued with it. 

Some smell comes out of the shoes, this is true, especially if they are 
made of rubber. But it's a forgivable and funny smell, old as the world. 
Furthermore there is the smell of the workshop, with its machine fats, 
a bit nauseating V [ but also| with its V hint of iron rust. And yet the 
smell of freshly baked bread, or even bread dough. Smell that 
naturally comes from someone who is a baker. 

Let's not talk about the smell of those who make the fruit tree. But 
even the fishmongers - although the ingrowing smell of fish affects 
them - are not repugnant; on the contrary, [do| V like. 

In the parannances of the butchers there is the smell of blood, 
which is also, to tell the truth, a bit nauseating: [yet no less pleasant]. 
It's the smell of work. 

Almost an aroma is the smell that the waiters' boys carry on them; 
smell of wrapping paper and pepper. And so on: I could go on for 
pages and pages. 

Even the smell of sex, although not too well washed, and in some 
cases decidedly xxx - be it urine or what, at the time, those boys 
laughingly called "caciotta" — is not repellent: it is smell of nature and 
people. 

Now let's see what happens in the superimposed Vision Scene. In 
the meantime, here is the Model over there, standing on his little 
pedestal, with his two goofy faces that say nothing. 

But his duplicity] has repercussions and is xxx throughout Via xxx 
xxx, V clearly. On one side are the young people and boys who imitate 
one of the two Forms of the God, on the other side are the young 
people and boys who imitate the other. But they are Imitators: not 
Adepts or Initiates. The double spirit of the God descends upon them, 


dividing them into two different ranks, without their not only wanting 
it, but even without their knowing it. No longer the "wild" innocence 
but the total passivity, almost like automatons, completely played by 
their destiny, is the reason that makes the Model of the First Circle 
particularly effective here, that of Ugliness and Repugnance. 

All the young people who appear in this Bolgia therefore have the 
common characteristic of being particularly ugly and repugnant, both 
those who are on the right side of the road and those who are on the 
left side, discriminated against by their resemblance to one or the 
other face of the Patron. 

Let's look first at those on the right side. 

They stand in picturesque, and above all photogenic, clusters and 
clusters along the road. They don't look anyone in the face. They 
probably talk to each other about serious reasons; or they chat 
amiably, with grinning irony. Each of them exhibits an exemplary 
outfit: trousers with splendid star-shaped patches; T-shirts in the shape 
of a “double face” vest, inside blue V, outside ash gray vaguely on 
turquoise; long trousers very narrow at the waist and flared at the 
bottom; naturally great displays of "bumps" (i.e. the potato or tuber- 
like swellings of the sexes). V Everything else that doesn't concern 
them is a source of squeamish boredom and almost nausea, in their 
pale faces, in their circled eyes. When they are not tanned and drawn 
to the | work| of some intense sporting activity. However, all V seem to 
carry in their chest a glimmer of medals: [ 1G; | V the admiration of all 
the girls they have held hands and squeezed by the shoulder, in the 
neighborhood and outside. They are Vv there to be admired; and 
presumption deforms their faces no less than their enormous hair, and 
"constructed" in competition in the most disfiguring ways. The picture 
is completed by the little purse that they hold squeamishly in their 
hands, with the air of someone accustomed to a lifestyle full of 
delicacies that spoil and, curiously, make one sad and withdrawn into 
oneself. 

Well, all of them — let us not forget, are ugly and repulsive, even if 
by chance they could have been, in other historical circumstances, 
cute or beautiful — they give off a smell, all the same, of a barbershop 
and a badly washed body. 

It is a smell that hovers over them, perceptible only by particularly 
sensitive nostrils: the specter of a smell: but if by chance it is 
perceived, it becomes a moral judgment without remission and 
without pity. It is the smell of the fascist employee or the clerical 
lawyer: of the shopkeeper who comes out of the bathroom clean- 
shaven, fresh, tanned; of the young and efficient company manager 
who uses French cologne. 

This smell is also the smell of the sexes: that either they are washed 


badly — and therefore soap, mixed with urine, makes the smell of 
urine a stench; or the talc, mixed with the "caciotta", makes the smell 
of the caciotta, for what little xxx, asphyxiating. If, on the other hand, 
they are washed well, their aseptic smell of nothing makes those 
sexes, disgustingly, of poor flesh, weak dangling anatomical organs. 

And now we come to those who are on the left side. 

The light that emanates from inside the large blocks probably of xxx 
that they reconstruct, in the Formalism of the Vision, Via xxx xxx, is 
bluish: a dirty nocturnal blue from operetta choreography, or if you 
prefer, an indigo from primitive illustration. So it is night. But the 
hypothetical moon or electric lighting cuts the road clearly in two as 
usual. The right side is in light, the left in the shade. The shadow of 
these "slums", of those old villages, which, in the middle of the night, 
once remained isolated from the world, populated only by those who 
knew them as themselves: few people who xxx xxx. On this shadowy 
left side, therefore, on the small steps of the shops with the shutters 
lowered, or around the lampposts, there are the symmetrical groups of 
boys who are on the other side of the street, in the light. 

However, narrowing your eyes in their accursed half-light, and 
observing these guys better, you end up making a V_ shocking 
discovery: these guys are the same ones who are on the other side. 
They are their doubles, or, better still, their "doubles". [ In short | Mis 
their repetition: the incarnation of another possibility of their being. 

This phenomenon will be repeated — as the Gods forewarned — in 
the other Bolge. The Duplicity of the Model is not a mere curiosity, 
but a drama: albeit a drama that does not take place, that 
Representation is dead. 

These kids sitting on the steps of closed shops, or standing around 
the lampposts - as in a 19th century illustration - are waiting for 
something, they are ready for something: this escapes the bourgeois 
observer, because this "something" has nothing to do with his life. It is 
otherness. As for an organization of their evening and their night that 
hovers with imperceptible passwords and secret signals, they stay 
strangely quiet and [regulated]. The only sign of life that is somehow 
too lively and compromising is a small fire lit on the sidewalk, on the 
corner with a cross street, in front of a closed bar. This fire stirs and 
flickers without cracking or making smoke, as if it too respected the 
rules of confidentiality and silence. 

The boys on this shadowy left side — that is, the same “duplicate” 
boys who are, all so respectable, on the right — are Vv horrible, | in the 
grip of| a degradation that makes them almost bestial: their faces are 
disfigured by cadaverous pallors, as well as horrific hair. Drool drips 
from his mouth. The eyes are circled like those of old men, and they 
stare dazed, no doubt due to some drug. 


The smell that emanates from them is that of the oldest and most 
repulsive dirt. The clothes, also in the latest fashion and elegant, are 
however evidently the only ones they have, and they have been 
wearing them for weeks, so that the sweat and dust have impregnated 
them, mingling with the v stench emanating from those who durin 
the night he slept without undressing, and v [naturally aihoat 
washing when he woke up. This odor is naturally strongest in the 
mouths and feet. 

It is accentuated in the sexes, which concentrate it: and it is no 
longer the smell of stale urine or xxx, suffocated in briefs reduced to a 
rag, it is an indefinable smell: a smell of gas, mixed with onions, 
chewed tobacco, vomit. 


Italian: it is not for nothing that toponyms are of the easiest and 
most indifferent Dantesque reference. 


disgust 
followed by reference to a note not inserted 


[137] Memo 72a II Merda (Vision: twenty-first 
paragraph) 


In the Second Bolgia (Via xxx xxx), the night is even deeper. 
Although the road is always as if split in two by the cut of the light. A 
sinister| dark violet in the shaded part, an equally [sinister light 
violet in the light part. 

The Two-Faced Model stands over there, in the cut of light and 
shadow, on its pedestal, like a traffic column in the middle of the 
night. Its two faces look one here and one there, in the void. 

Here the ambiguous Element that this Model represents is 
something like Vv the "new criminality", with its new laws and its new 
characteristics, apparently in the process of forming, and for now 
entrusted to chance and necessity, which precede consciousness 
(always last to arrive, always fatally late). 

Let us pause for a moment on the image of the ancient Via xxx xxx, 
as it was before appearing in the form of the present Second Bolgia. 
Image that appears and disappears, like a light that flashes disorderly 
before going out forever. Image therefore, by now, difficult to grasp. 
Here are the ancient criminals moving in the nocturnal silence. 

Ina nutshell | V: they realize better than anyone else the ideal of 
the poor man of a large plebeian metropolis. The jargon and the code 
are applied by them, with perfection equal to unawareness, to 
themselves: to their own body. They live in the heart of their township 
the tradition of the Seven Cities of the Underworld: and if their 
morality is certainly not love it is honor. Humanity and respect were 
taught to them by their mothers. And although theirs is a perfectly 
urban education, they belong to the great world of harvests and 
tabernacles, of sacred groves and slavery, of the return of the seasons 
and misery. Their rustic innocence is secular: but the rationalism that 
has |denyed| the Gods (for men, but not for women) is also peasant: 
like that of the Stoa or of Epicurus. They face the difficulties of an 
unjust life with a hardness that is inferior only to cheerfulness. They 
steal the possessions of the dominant social class and, when absolutely 
necessary, rarely, they kill one of its members. For the rest they ignore 
it: indeed they consider it verbatim non-existent. It lives in an 
insignificant elsewhere which, by obeying other (fake) rules of life, 
has discredited itself so much that it has no meaning and no reality. 

The criminals of the Vision are something else altogether. The 


Model over there says nothing. But it is clear — and it is time to say it 
— that it was put there to kill and destroy. Someone brought it there. 
And this someone can declare himself satisfied. The Genocide is 
accomplished. All those who were not only there V are anymore. V 

Those who are now in their place do not know the rules of the 
Underworld, nor honor nor humanity. Even their tattoos are quotes. 

Let's look first at those on the left side. 

The estrangement from the rich class has totally disappeared from 
their bodies. The dough of these bodies, which was precisely the 
extraneousness to the official history to knead, has remained, it is 
true, a poor dough, which exudes scarcity and otherness. A new 
destiny, however, together with the old one - now without strength - 
has been busy kneading that meat. Instead of massacring it and 
erasing it from the face of the earth in a [ bloody | genocide, he found 
a much easier (final) solution: reshuffle it. Here she is. V Pale and 
livid, V with the eye off, empty. Cunning as a clotted cry; the grin as 
an imploration, nipped in the bud, for mercy. Expressions, these, that 
emerge on the yellow skin and the blanched eye, like a last flicker of a 
totally repressed life, and so taken away from others as to be taken 
away from herself as well. That this subtraction corresponds to the 
need to hide one's criminal activity is not enough to explain the 
absolute naturalness with which these criminals manage to behave as 
perfect professionals, as employees V bespectacled and haughty, when 
not goliardic. The air of contempt and superiority that disfigures their 
faces under the long hair that falls over their shoulders or the mane v 
around their reddish foreheads, is the consciousness of a better social 
success in comparison with others, from which, moreover, they are 
indistinguishable in nothing. V Their ideal of life is represented by 
professionals or employees who rob or rob. The void left by the life 
which has withdrawn from their bodies like water which, drying up, 
leaves the bank full of stinking rubbish, is filled by bourgeois, 
professional, technical, organizational dignity, whose vulgarity 
combined with the misery which still the sacred horror [ of a body] 
tortured and murdered persists in those Bodies. 

Their doubles or doubles on the right side of the Bolgia have also 
lost the appearances of the "well of the intellect" aimed even at xxx, 
and are pure and simple forms of Matta Bestialita (if it is too modestly 
permissible for me to refer to a negative datum of a Past and a Culture 
that no longer have real references). It is also a new Crazy Bestiality, 
like everything. Because the victims of the genocide took everything 
with them. The organization of the underworld as a professional form 
becomes in these Beasts with crooked faces, dripping noses, bruised 
cheekbones, circled eyes, ugly mouths that curl at the edge in a grin of 
hatred (but for the most part they are perfectly without expression), 


the organization, I say, becomes V dissociation. The criminals are in 
fact confirmed by the organization in the absoluteness of their 
function and in the invariability of their specialization. Once it's been 
decided to steal and kill, everything wraps around this decision with 
perfect cohesiveness. Massacres and bloodthirsty, they carry out their 
actions by bias and as drug addicts. They come home in the night with 
a shred of human flesh between their bare teeth, they drop it, they 
wipe their mouth with their forearm, but their lips remain greasy with 
blood, and in their eyes the light of a vaguely comic exaltation. 


"It is not consciousness that determines life, but life that determines 
consciousness" Marx-Engels, "Die deutsche Ideologie, (1845-46)". «It is 
not the conscience of men that determines their social being, but it is 
their social being that determines their conscience» Marx, “Vorwort”. 


[138] Note 72b The Shit (Vision: twenty-second 
paragraph) 


The Merda reaches Via xxx xxx, the Terza Bolgia. The light is a 
bruised blackberry. Reliving, in the utmost simplification, the 
discourse of the Gods - we have, as usual, at the end of the street, the 
Two-Faced Model, placed there by the Exterminators, to cause death 
through transformation. 

From its two faces originate the part in light and the part in shadow 
of the road, with the two crowds massed here and there, of the 
Doubles with their double Representation. On the left there are 
vulnerable and sensitive young people, who, together with the usual 
Repugnance to which they are condemned, also suffer some sincere 
pain. It is the poetic nature of unhappiness and neurosis in which they 
struggle, trying to [ set out | in search of that cultured and 
revolutionary "something" that is made available to them. The results 
of such research are disastrous. Platitudes, certainties, fanaticisms, 
moral blackmail, the presumptions of an ignorance enormously 
increased by that little meager knowledge acquired fall on their heads. 
In this context the sneers, the unrequited looks, the contempt, the 
sufficiency, the self-sufficiency etc. reappear, and that little bit of 
sincere pain on the part of those who contemplate them, and of 
confused and somewhat disgusting poeticity in them, are reduced to 
little more than shadows. 

On the other side of the night street, their specular bodies have the 
air of having given up all research, and of having rather taken 
possession of that little of the cultured and revolutionary that is 
placed at their disposal, together with that much of the falsely 
cultured and thugically conformist, through which the Assassin Model 
suggests them the way to put themselves at the level of the children of 
the bourgeois and the rich. By now the thing has become natural in 
them, it has become hardened in their bodies. Their relationship with 
others is on an equal footing: they naturally fail to see any mystery in 
others, nor do they have any mystery themselves, since they have lost 
the ingenuity of subordinates and human dignity. Acquired a parity 
(which they do not know is purely illusory) and abjured human 
dignity in favor of a normality that perfectly speaks the "prose" of the 
bourgeois, they have become totally, inescapably unpoetic. 


«... [the bourgeoisie] has made personal dignity into a simple 
exchange value" K. Marx, "Manifest etc." (1848). 


[139] Note 72c The Shit (Vision: twenty-third 
paragraph) 


In this twenty-third Paragraph we contemplate the Shit which 
reaches the height of Via xxx xxx, the Terza Bolgia. 

Merda must be on the verge of not making it anymore. He is white 
as a dead man. But his arm continues to squeeze the Cinzia square, as 
if it were glued. No one should miss the passage of that fatal couple 
and hooked up exactly like that. 

Having reiterated this, here is what this important Terza Bolgia 
looks like. 

The light is blood-red, very dark. At the center of the slabs it looks 
like dried blood; at the edges, blood badly washed with water. 

In the two faces of the Bifronte Model there is a smile. And our 
Sicario, sent there by the Masters V to massacre: the massacre could 
not be more complete V can well smile, and doubly, and perhaps rub 
his hands. (And the reader forgive me if I "let myself go" to [registers 
not | properly controlled], reliving, as I relive, the "inner monologue" of 
the two Gods, resounding in a Carlo, absent due to trauma.) 

On the left side of the road, where the color is that of faded blood, 
young people and boys talk animatedly (but, in the following Bolgia, 
we will see what kind of language it is). However, “animamente” is 
not the right adverb: an adverb which, moreover, does not exist. The 
discussion is in fact half affable-worldly, with V contemptuous grin 
stamped and stereotypes on the prosaic faces: almost as if the object of 
this discussion and its arguments were pre-established and already 
peaceful, according to a profound agreement that binds those who are 
thus speaking and those who want them to speak thus. In short, there 
is the air of understanding, [ with the air | of a bruise, V and a little 
soft contempt for those who may not accept that understanding, or 
have the misfortune of not being up to social standards and 
intellectual to accept it, remaining excluded from it. At the same time, 
however, this discussion is "angry" (not "animated", which would 
presuppose a certain - intolerable - naivety). The "anger" - there is no 
doubt - is not due to naivety, but to certainty. Whoever manifests it 
seems invested by a duty, is freely assumed: and in expressing it he 
invests all the vulgarity that he would have invested in making, for 
example, fascist declarations. The fact that his statements are 
completely reversed with respect to fascism only increases his 


certainty, that is, his vulgarity. 

However, as a whole, the discussion that takes place along that 
sidewalk is perfectly "comme il faut": the ideas are all that one must 
have to be modern and advanced; a little nausea and almost boredom 
does not hurt, in the faces, to hide the satisfaction of so much 
progressivism and so much modernity. The lesson has been learned 
well, no doubt about it. This is what smiles on one of the two faces of 
the Double-Faced Idol placed there by the [far Power|. 

And we come to the other sidewalk, immersed in darkness the color 
of dried blood. The doubles who repeat here, on this sidewalk, the 
"fucking gentlemen" (as, regrettably, the Gods express themselves) do 
not speak at all of social and political problems: on the contrary, their 
faces express an invincible disgust in this regard. They even close their 
eyes, making a painful grimace with their mouths: like someone 
sleeping with a stomach ache. They don't want to hear, they don't 
want to talk. And these are the best. The others, who are more, don't 
even know that there is a problem of refusing to talk about political 
problems, or even of knowing anything about it. Quite another thing 
is what fills their faces distorted by a nervous exaltation, or by bursts 
of "non-verbal expressions", such as laughter or farts. The other side of 
the Two-Faced Idol laughs at this. 


[140] Note 72d The Shit (Vision: twenty-fourth 
paragraph) 


But before leaving the Terza Bolgia, one must also take a look at the 
Scene of Reality that survives there glimmering, before disappearing 
forever. 

In the street named after xxx xxx, on the edge, by now, of 
Torpignattara, towards the Mandrione, with its massive walls — which, 
in crossing those poor neighborhoods, split them in two, opening up 
large spaces, where the sky sinks in (behind houses with in leaf, two 
or three-storey buildings, slums, hovels) — there is the usual swarm of 
people: swarming that includes everyone, women, old women, old 
men, the elderly, little boys, kids, youngsters and young men. 

The latter have a red handkerchief around their necks: Vv [ which 
stands out | on their poor trousers and their cheap shirts, and, if 
anyone has it, on the cap or the scope so tightly pressed over their 
eyes that in order to look they have to stand with the nose up. The 
napes, shorn or full of thick curls, stand boldly on the thin shoulders, 
or tenderly on the square and robust ones. 

They are communists, they are returning, at that hour, perhaps, 
from some demonstration at the Center. They are cheerful. The eyes 
shine light. A [black|, southern light. The poverty and injustice they 
struggle against does not dismay them. In their hearts they enjoy life 
as it is; because they also know, in their hearts, that one day they will 
win, and the world, the whole world, will be theirs. 

They also wave red flags. The Communist Party is not a big clean 
party; it is a big dirty party: but it is dirty with grease from the 
workshop, with iron, with rust, with flour, with dried fish, with blood, 
with mint, with sweat and with dust. What it gives is no less great and 
human than the one who receives. Whoever gives the flag and 
whoever carries it are true comrades, even if they are perhaps as 
different from each other as an intellectual can be different from a 
worker or a worker from a poor man. 


[141] Note 72e Il Merda (Vision: twenty-fifth 
paragraph) 


Even in the Fourth Bolgia - which is Via xxx xxx - reached by Merda 
drawn in a supreme effort - what remains of the Scene of Reality 
cannot be ignored . 

The shadows of the living who appear intermittently in the 
wonderful fullness of their lost day - on the verge of sinking into 
oblivion not of yesterday but of millennia - are here endowed with the 
sublime ability to speak. Their inventions are not innovations, that's 
true. They are inventions that break the code according to certain 
rules that the code suggests to be broken. But the linguistic exaltation 
is continuous: from the frenzy of the wives who open and close their 
mouths in a concert of pure sounds, interrupted by some long 
screeching: «Nadiaaaaa!», nasal in the “Na”, irritated and plaintive in 
the long “iaaaaaa” ; from the silent blows and replies of the senators, 
who in front of tubos or fojette, readapt the old expressions, which 
have given them so much glory, thousands of times a day for 
thousands of days, to the toothless mouths - to the dry, fulminating 
"shots" of the young , [haikail inspired by some Attic spirit that 
survived the slow Italianisation, to which the “li mortacci tua” and the 
“vaffanculo” are added as sung clauses. Every combination of words is 
a poem, and every reference to facts is a novel. Hermes Trismegistus 
still presides over the jargon, there is no doubt about this: given that 
the hand, when it steals, steals in the same way as it did two thousand 
years before. And the reader, excuse me if the discourse, which I 
relived, of the Gods turns at this point on the madrigal and on the 
prose of art: ma, «je ne fais pas d'ouvrage, je fais seulement des essais 
en comptant toujours préluder.. .». 


Paraphrasing Leopardi (a letter to one of his admirers, Charles 
Lebreton, dated 6 April 1836). 


allocutions 


[142] Note 72f The Shit (Vision: twenty-sixth 
paragraph) 


We are towards the end of the Vision. How much effort and anguish 
it cost me to describe it, I don't want to tell the reader: it will be 
enough for me to remind him that it is atrocious to live and know a 
world where the eyes are no longer able to give a look, not of love, 
but not even of curiosity or sympathy. Although by now I am "happy 
with the desert", I try to think about it one of those spasms that 
usually prevent one from expressing oneself or speaking civilly: only 
those who love suffer when they see the people they love change. 
Those who don't love don't even notice it. Politicians don't give a 
damn about the poor; intellectuals don't give a damn about young 
people. And therefore not only do they not suffer because of their 
change, but, in fact, they do not even notice it. And it is not even a 
question of a simple change, albeit painful, insofar as it is degrading: 
but, as I said, it is a question of a real genocide. 

Merda reaches where the Pattern imposed on poor young people, 
now apparently no longer poor, is responsible for the destruction of 
Language. Because the xxx logic of this humble Vision of mine 
assumes that the Elements that form Life, and therefore the Living, are 
destroyed xxxent one by one. 

Along the sidewalk invested by the livid light of extreme twilight or 
night, those who "have taken the place of those who should have 
been", in truth, speak. They therefore possess linguistic faculties. On 
the contrary, their speech is free, flowing, one would say that it knows 
no obstacles and that it considers everything speakable. But it soon 
becomes clear that they are repeating an automatism obtained for 
them “elsewhere”. Their aphasia manifests itself in the mechanical 
application of a verbality whose lexicon has increased only to fix 
itself, in this expansion, forever: a fixation that also applies to the 
cognitive expansion that required the lexical expansion. The illusion is 
that of knowing, and therefore of speaking, the whole world. The 
result is an unconscious uncertainty — as usual a source of ugliness and 
repugnance — and a presumptuous certainty — no less fertile source of 
ugliness and repugnance. One of the two faces of the Model laughs 
satisfied at having spread this national language which, through the 
enlargement of the xxx need, has proportionally shrunk, reducing its 
expressive capacity to nothing. The speaker excludes feelings (above 


all naivety, amazement, respect, interest): but strictly adheres to the 
dullness of those who know without margins themselves, the other 
and the mutual relationship. Along the right sidewalk, where the livid 
light of twilight or night becomes darkness, the dialect is still spoken - 
by those who know how to speak. But it is also a gray and purely 
informative dialect, remodeled on the language. It's little more than 
pronunciation. It has lost all expressiveness, and the words of slang 
have fallen from its dead branches like dry leaves. If one of the 
ancient brothers — those who lived there up to a few years earlier, and 
whose place they stole — could, by a whim of history, reappear there 
in the midst, and speak in his own language, he could only be 
understood with the help of a vocabulary accompanied by a 
specialized glossary on jargon. But the majority of those who stand on 
this dark pavement no longer even know how to speak, sic et 
simpliciter. They moan, they push each other, they articulate some 
guttural sounds: if they have to express wonder, they let out an 
exaggeratedly loud, and exhibitionistically skilled scream (in imitating 
some beast in which they are specialized); if they have to express 
mirth, they give strident, offensive cackles that end in a grunt or an 
epileptic gasp, which is not pitiful but horrific. 


«With the enhancement of the world of things, the devaluation of 
the world of men grows in direct relationship.» K. Marx, 
“Okonomisch-philosophische Manuskripte” (1844). 

«... everything sacred is desecrated [by the bourgeoisie] and men 
are finally forced to consider their position in life, their mutual 
relationships with eyes free from all illusions» K. Marx, “Manifest etc.” 
(1848). 

(as well as genocide also massacre of the innocents) follows the 
annotation: V Lack of initiation: the Pattern acts immediately also for 
pre-pubescent children - there is no training or brimade 

widening the need 

a sheep, a hen, a dog 


[143] Note 72g The Shit (End of the Vision) 


The Gods are already, with the care of the good Virgil, explaining to 
Carlo the meaning of the current Bolgia (from which an infernal noise 
comes - it must be said -), also anticipating how the present Hell will 
continue, after the Fifth Bolgia, beyond a ditch which, [stinking of 
shit], splits Torpignattara in two - when the Merda suddenly stops. 

It is at the corner with the Via which should be precisely the V 
Bolgia, and of which the plate with the name is not yet seen: but one 
can glimpse rows of engines, cars, mopeds, all running, with mufflers 
xxx, and around they, damned centaurs with helmets. But it is 
certainly not Merda who catches a glimpse of all this. His eyes are 
dulled, indeed, almost bulging, so much so that you can see the white; 
a deathly pallor covers his face, with a patina of sweat that must be 
frozen. The pain that the arm with which he holds and holds his 
woman like a sack does to him must now be unbearable. He tries to 
smile patiently and indifferently; but then instead, with a [ crash | he 
gives in. Sbarella with his face is a grimace of inhuman pain, his arm 
detaches itself from Mecca's shoulder, however remaining dead, and, 
shocked, Merda «falls like a dead body falls». 


At the time in which the events of this novel take place, the "couple" 
instead of being blessed is cursed. And all the more the more it is 
flattered, advertised, imposed through so-called sexual permissiveness. 
But its evident insincerity reveals without a shadow of a doubt that it 
is criminal. In fact, once upon a time every child that was born from 
that couple contributed to the prevalence of births over deaths, that is, 
it was a necessary good: today it is a real crime against humanity, 
threatened by excessive growth, and therefore by hunger and the 
devaluation of individual men. 


[144] Note 73 Grand finale of the Vision 


As the Shit fell to the ground, the Wagon rose. The earth seemed to 
sink under Carlo's feet: Via di Torpignattara dizzily stretched to 
infinity; the Via Casilina appeared in front of it, at the end, and, 
behind it, endless clusters of large buildings and lots of popular 
hovels, to which meadows or slums mingled with the sparkling blade 
of some marana: everything whitened shapeless under a sun of plaster, 
in dirty mists. 

At the wheel of the chariot, the Gods giggled: and they didn't stop 
giggling until the end of the Vision. 

Sucked up by the vortex of the ascension, Carlo was breathless, 
terrified. Yet it was precisely in those moments that some thoughts 
about what he had just seen along the road of the Vision crossed his 
mind — and were engraved there forever. First of all [ he thought | V 
that in the midst of all those young people who populated the Gironi 
and Bolge of Torpignattara in crowds, THERE WAS NOT A SINGLE 
ONE, who had had a look towards someone or something, I don't say 
of love, or of sympathy, but simply of curiosity. Secondly v he 
realized that, if those young men and boys had become like this, he 
meant that they had the possibility of becoming so: their degradation 
therefore also degraded their past, |which was therefore all a 
deception]. Thirdly, Carlo sensed that those young men and women 
would pay for their degradation in blood: in a massacre that would 
make their presumptuous illusion of well-being [ ferociously 
ridiculous]. 

[Always commented| by the giggle of the Gods, the chariot having 
reached its peak, after an instant of immobility, began to fly 
horizontally: it was clear that it was heading towards the Center of the 
City. Semi-suffocated by the dizzying flight, Carlo began to observe 
how, at his feet, from the shapeless mass of skyscrapers and ancient 
buildings, as the Center approached, real well-defined shapes began to 
emerge. With eyes burning with tears, V Carlo [observed that all the 
domes, covered with new materials, had taken on the unmistakable 
appearance of breasts, with their anatomically perfect nipples, “a 
trompe l'oeil”. Furthermore, all the squares had been modified - both 
the large and the small ones - so as to make them take on the shape, 
always impeccable, of enormous chips. Finally, all the bell towers, 
which in Rome are neither many nor very large, had been transformed 


into a series of cocks of all sizes with the same expedients. When the 
Chariot was at its zenith, over the Center, and stopped, the whole city 
could be embraced with a single glance: its shape was that - also 
unmistakable — of an immense swastika. 


t 


Charles' thoughts (the three dots in the visions) are first made 
during the transport in the chariot towards the edge of the Infernal 
Zone. Here is the little monument described in notes 74-74a — with the 
inscription “to laugh”. 

It is next to this littke monument which is a sort of boundary stone 
or tabernacle (that is, it marks the limit of Hell) that the Merda faints 
and falls. 


[145] Note 74Last Flash of the Vision 


Despite this almost pyrotechnic ending, the Vision didn't have to 
end like this. There was evidently something residual in it that still 
had to be expressed, even if, as we shall see, somewhat ambiguously. 

My usual honesty forces me to warn the reader - eluding the rules 
of ambiguity, which I should, strictly speaking, abide by - that this 
residue of the Vision also has a metalinguistic value|: its meaning 
applies to the "Mysterion", in the precise moment in which it is 
represented, but it is also valid on the general level of the author's 
intentions (after all, no less ambiguously than in the story). 

When Carlo timidly took leave of those chatting under the arches of 
the Colosseum (who did not even notice him and the timid greeting he 
ventured as he left), night was already high. It still seemed like the 
middle of winter, although the wind was not blowing from the north, 
but a humid sirocco. Everything was deserted. The wind seemed to 
have swept away not only the waste paper or the unimaginable 
rubbish collected on the asphalt - there was even straw - but also the 
men and their own ghosts. 

However, a tram still went by, screeching, bright, and completely 
empty. Carlo ran after him and caught up with him at the bus stop in 
front of the lowered shutters of two or three bars and a newsstand. He 
just had time to observe that on the other side of the Colosseum, two 
or three boys were sitting on the fence with which entry to the arches 
was prohibited. But they were distant shadows, and they soon fell 
behind with their |secret intentions]. The tram took Carlo to the 
station, and here he waited a long time for another tram to take him 
to the neighborhood where he lived, that is, the Tuscolano towards 
Cinecitta: and precisely the Quadraro. His house was far from the tram 
stop: so he had to walk for a while through the windswept deserted 
streets. 

The Quadraro was an old poor neighborhood, made up entirely of 
houses built by their own owners with their own hands, or of 
miserable two or three-story buildings. The plaster wasn't there, or it 
was old, decrepit. Even the sidewalks were little more than dirt tracks 
alongside the houses, separated by a bumpy plank of stone from the 
chipped asphalt of the narrow streets. 

Between the houses there were voids, disorderly filled with kitchen 
gardens or outdoor storerooms, full of fences, bandone sheds and a 


quantity of tools abandoned on the hard, malodorous earth. The old 
shutters of the small windows were all closed, as were the doors of the 
poor corridors or the shutters of the little shops. Only the public 
lighting spread its Vv [ yellowish and mortuary | light. 

The house that Carlo had rented, as we have seen, was precisely one 
of those poor semi-abusive houses, in a street parallel to the main road 
of the Quadraro, which ran along a railway line, beyond which the 
barrier of the old seventeenth-century walls rose of the Mandrion. To 
reach that road, Carlo had to take a detour down an alley, full of small 
gardens and small warehouses, which, at a certain moment, opened 
into a round open space, which had the appearance of a small town 
square (far away, dotted with lights pale, towered the new tower 
blocks of Cinecitta). It was precisely as he passed through that 
clearing, just before his house - where the little bed with the 
horsehair mattress and the poor furniture of an interior that was 
worse than a worker awaited him: a place where it had been so 
wonderful to make love — that to Carlo it appeared — detached —- the 
last Scene of his Vision. 

The wind dropped abruptly. She moaned far away, in a heartfelt 
rattle the whistle of a train, and for a few moments a newborn baby 
could be heard crying. Vv 

The surrounding houses suddenly seemed to stretch apart and grow 
moldy: and above them the sky full of stars but without the moon, 
seemed to become more present, strong, luminous; as it is in the 
deserts. 

In place of those houses, a huge Tabernacle appeared. The pedestal 
was made of bricks, also worn out by time, as in dreams: small red 
bricks of rustic constructions: but the Tabernacle was made of wood: 
four tall columns, very agile, of worm-eaten and almost soaked wood, 
held up a canopy, also It is very rustic, but at the same time precious, 
as could be the door to the courtyard of an oriental palace. The roof 
tiles - which could be glimpsed above the elegant architrave carved 
with small figures, and the lead gutter - were black, and also very xxx 
from the weather. 

In this tabernacle — whose shapes were, after all, very imprecise and 
dissolved in the glittering sky -— there was a large simulacrum, of 
different materials: nephra or tumo (?). The measures of this 
simulacrum could not be said to be gigantic: however it was 
grandiose: at least three times as tall as a man of normal stature. To 
say that he represented a woman would be inaccurate, although this 
was the first impression. |It was] in fact rather a female monster, 
consisting of two rather stocky legs, on which she was stuck, instead 
of the groin - so much so that the cut of the vulva coincided with the 
cut of the chin - a large woman's head. The hair was styled like that of 


the peasant women, but on feast days: two circles (of metal or fabric, 
it could not be distinguished) tightened them: so that one part 
crowned the forehead, one part formed a sort of bun in the middle of 
the head. This feminine monster, however, held in his right hand a 
long stick of the same height as himself: and this stick was beyond 
doubt a long and gnarled virile member. 

In front of that enormous porous simulacrum of dark tumo, which 
merged with the sky behind it full of stars, there was a small crowd, 
distracted or indifferent: in any case serious and almost dismayed: it 
was in any case, how to say?, a crowd of deceased people, who no 
longer had any interest or curiosity in anything that might appear to 
them or happen to them in that nocturnal and abandoned corner of 
the present world. 

The simulacrum rested its feet on a kind of high step of nephro (?): 
and, on the section of this step, there was an inscription. 

Carlo approached and read the following words: «I erected this 
statue to laugh». 


arrow that refers to the previous note 


[146] Note 74a Glossa 


I repeat: this inscription is not only the inscription of the monument 
which in this moment of the "Mysterion" has importance and interest. 
In addition to this, it: A) foresees or prefigures a "mystical" act that 
will occur at the end of this novel: and it will be a decisive, vital, fully 
positive and orgiastic act: it will restore the serenity of life and the 
resumption of the course of history; B) even stands as an epigraph to 
the entire present work ("monumentum" par excellence): but its 
meaning is in this case diametrically opposed to the one mentioned 
above: in fact, it is mocking, corrosive, delusional (but not, however, 
therefore, less sacred!). 


«I ERECTED THIS STATUE TO LAUGH» 


I want to add that the "rice" referred to here - through this 
archaeological citation - finds its explanation in a long mystery 
tradition, which links it to the "apdrreta symbola", real or artificial, 
such as the "6lisbos" (stick used in female onanism); and perhaps 
mixed, like those of Iacchos: “eleleu kore dimorphe!”, in defiance of 
Aristotle's moralism (moreover much later). On the other hand it is 
known that "laughter" has a resolving function of cosmic crises, if 
caused by the exhibition of a "member" or "vulva". 

After all, to make it short V: «Besides, I also make people laugh 
sometimes, and this is even precious». 


Aristotle made a recommendation to the magistrates, advising them 
to promulgate laws against foul language («aischrologhian... hosper 
allo ti»), against sculptures, paintings, obscene mimesis. 

I mean that when the meaning of life changes, that naturally 
includes the pattern of a cosmic crisis. It goes without saying that the 
characters seen by Carlo in his Vision do not know that the crisis they 
are experiencing is a cosmic crisis consisting in the transition from the 
natural "Cycle" of the seasons to the industrial "Cycle" of production 
and consumption. The first was slow and common to all men of a 
community: the grain was sown, the grain was harvested, the grain 
was processed, the grain was consumed. The second is purely abstract 
and diachronic. It therefore has no dates, solemnities, returns. Each 


different product has its own different cycle, which is very rapid. 
Therefore, each product would need its own recurring ceremonial, but 
according to a rhythm, in fact, so decentralized and pluralistic as to be 
inconceivable. This also means that the "initiations" have disappeared. 
Children are immediately educated in the general imitation of the 
"patterns": they enter society already initiated. So rice, among other 
things, has lost all revitalizing sacredness. And it is no wonder that the 
characters in Carlo's Vision have first of all unlearned how to laugh. 


[147] 


- include in the groups of the various Gironi and the various Bolge 
della Visione, some of the twenty boys from Pratone della Casilina, 
completely transformed and degraded (naturally still a little older) 


- organize the various visions of the Gironi and of the Bolge with 
more narrative and concrete episodes and situations 


(Oct. 16, 1974) 


[148] Note 81 Give the c... 


[ The Italian bourgeoisie is divided into two categories: one is the 
majority, enormously the majority; the other a tiny minority. 0.06 
percent (statistics say) read a book every now and then: those who 
read regularly, i.e. those who can be defined as educated men, should 
therefore be around 0.02 percent: but among these there are 
traditionalists, official university students, etc.; in conclusion, only 
0.01 percent will end up constituting the real intelligentsia of the 
Italian bourgeoisie! 

The latter should, in theory, be clearly dissociated from the society 
in which it operates. In fact, that's not the case. 

Many belonging to this intelligentsia are, in fact, conservatives, or 
moderates, who assume, it is true, the role of contradiction - better, of 
simple classical opposition - to the world as it is. Culture is above all 
critical spirit and rationality. But the bourgeoisie is also critical and 
rational. And since the world of practice (the application of science, 
social organization, production, consumption) is also culture, it cannot 
be said that this culture of the bourgeoisie, in its making, is not 
critical and rational. 

The real intelligentsia, the one that really contradicts the 
bourgeoisie and really opposes it, is therefore even more restricted: a 
few thousand people scattered in a hundred small (very open) ghettos 
here and there throughout the nation, in Milan, in Turin, Rome and to 
varying degrees in the various provincial cities. If a conservative or 
moderate opposition, with necessarily critical and _ rational 
characteristics, in reality does not distinguish itself - except in a 
theoretical greater will to good - from bourgeois society; How is a 
progressive and revolutionary opposition |distinguished| from it? In 
simple terms I would answer: the revolutionary intelligentsia 
distinguishes itself from the enlightened intelligentsia through its will 
to place itself outside the bourgeois universe (whose values have 
autonomous mutations) to insert itself in an uncreated and only 
designed universe that prefigures a democratic working-class society. 
This places them in a state of perennial, [biological | ambiguity. They 
live ubiquitously: in the real world - this, bourgeois - and in the ideal 
world, yet to be founded, in opposition to the real world, and 
presupposing its destruction. 

In short, what [I wanted to say| is this: the more advanced 


intelligentsia gratifies itself with a clandestine and frondistic spirit 
which allows it to dissociate itself both from the rest of the moderate 
(and therefore fascist!) intelligentsia and from the enormous and 
repulsive body of the fascist bourgeoisie tout court. The first feeling of 
this intelligentsia is that of being right. Indeed it is, there is no doubt. 
But in this feeling of being in the right, it brings with it habits 
contracted by being born, precisely, in the bourgeois world from 
which it later dissociated itself. 

First of all, for example, moralism, both in its highest and most 
mundane expressions (it is not for nothing that the "free love" project 
of communist society has been completely banned). 

Moralism creates choices, canons: that is, a conformism which 
unfortunately has no dictates (because it theoretically denies them), 
but which is no less rigid for this. 

Its dictates may actually be written; the rites described by him. It is 
enough to participate in a cultural meeting of men of the left, in one 
of the groups of the aforementioned intelligentsia: the choice of 
names, books, sympathy, adhesions, convictions, is all perfectly 
predictable, [from top to bottom]. 

A work of culture - chosen to represent the spirit of this minority 
and to benefit from a curiously uncritical "fruition" - is defended there 
with the same formal passion and the same desperate conventionality 
with which a mediocre work is defended at the lowest level or even 
lower than the official culture. 

Our protagonist Carlo is a man who has experienced the entire 
gradualness of being bourgeois: because potentially he always tended 
to belong to the higher rank. And not formally, but really. The good 
bourgeois family of Turin in which he was born and educated 
belonged to the enormous bourgeois majority: industrial grandfather — 
as we have seen — professional father etc.; agricultural property, 
industry and professionalism also in the maternal branch, etc. This 
bourgeois world thus potentially contained - despite its profound and 
perfect naturalness - its own criticism made in the name of the 
development of its own purely practical critical and rational spirit. 

Carlo growing up V thus automatically became part of the 
intelligentsia that I have called enlightened; he triumphantly entered 
the leading minority, the elite, who have an ethical as well as a 
pragmatic conscience of power; and that, precisely through his critical 
attitude towards it, [ preserves it |, masking its violence. 

Finally, this elite could only potentially contain, in turn, as we have 
seen, the further more advanced and even revolutionary elite: because 
the critical spirit, once set in motion, can no longer stop (except for an 
artificial act of will). 

So Charles potentially also came to belong to the second highest 


elite, the progressive and revolutionary one. And if he did not in fact 
belong to it (because that artificial act of will had certainly intervened 
unconsciously) he certainly knew her. 

All this made him a bourgeois deeply tied to the bourgeoisie, 
indeed, destined for power: but it made him, at the same time, a man 
who brought the contribution of a radical critique (with related 
knowledge) to the bourgeoisie and its power; and, moreover, he 
guaranteed her a kind of opening towards the extreme left, without 
which a modern power is not even conceivable. This "perfection" of 
Carlo, which was also reflected in his physical appearance (the 
stupendous white hair cut short but not too much, which, with its 
pure candor, framed a healthy face, [ tight, tanned | with a vaguely 
imploring meekness and a little ' drunk with cerulean eyes, which, 
being used to power, stiffened every now and then into a gray 
metallic) this "perfection" of Carlo - a man of power without illusions - 
that is, without the ingenuity of the practical man, who has a ‘ancient 
and childish idea - should have preserved him from even the slightest 
impurity of being; guarantee him the absolute blamelessness of the 
tolerant man. V 


[149] Note 82 Don't give the c anymore... 


Meanwhile the other Carlo, the Carlo of Tetis clearly felt, V one 
morning V in the same spring of 1973, v that the end of his 
experience had come. He was upon awakening. The sun was already 
high. Charles the Poor did not lead the existence of the poor, and v he 
slept late, because, to be with the poor, he stayed very late at night. 
He would return to his room not yet tired and therefore not yet happy, 
when there was no one left in the streets, at that moment of the night 
before the reappearance of people going to work. The dark is 
melancholy, at that hour, with a universal melancholy, and even more 
if the air is clear, [ if you can distinguish the distant outlines of other 
districts of the city, with their useless lights, or the profiles of the hills; 
V or if by chance, after the wind has fallen, a smell of linden or 
wisteria remains, V motionless on the dry sidewalks, on the beaten 
earth; and v (from some bush on the embankments of a railway or in 
the middle of an earthworks, where a construction site has never 


arisen) sings like a nightingale unearthed but strangely intact]. 

So I was saying that Carlo realized that the time for his escape, for his escape, for his 
solitude was over. He believed that the choice of him was out of history, and out of the small 
society that surrounded him like an ugly inextricable forest. And he was convinced that 
refusing everything to think only of one thing - the repetition of which was always a 
revelation - was an act without the possibility of exhaustion, nourished by itself, and not by 
social and historical circumstances. Getting up in the morning, and looking for a boy or more 
boys to make love with, immediately, in the still damp sun of the nocturnal freshness and its 
holy silence — seeking refuge among bushes and garbage heaps, along railway embankments 
or abandoned earthworks - in slums now inhabited by tramps around the city - in 
construction site toilets - in empty warehouses or in the ruins of houses full of excrement — 
and then continue like this all afternoon — with difficult and rare encounters, because the boys 
are at work during those hours , already taken, so arbitrary and light, by the commitments of 
life — until evening comes, the great protectress of love Vv, who has no boundaries in the night, 
V V except precisely in that hour before dawn and the new principle of daily life, which is the 
only one willed by God — it seemed to Carlo that this was all, and therefore as such it was 
born and ended in itself. 

But it wasn't like that, history had changed and gave new aspects to life, even to life 
outside history - the one wanted by God. These new aspects were horrible. The bourgeoisie 
had determined them in the likeness of their own. That was the story. Or rather the story 
consisted in the bourgeoisization of the world. The morning meetings - always rare - had lost 
their miraculous charm. In fact, they had thinned out so much that when they happened the 
anguish of their waiting already made them ugly. And then the boys were ugly, with a 
bourgeois ugliness: they had lost their overbearing levity, their lack of resistance in reality, 
whose facts seemed made to keep them happy - and they had acquired a kind of hostile 
shyness. They smiled badly, if they smiled: they only knew how to grin. Mostly they were 
serious, like the Northern boys. With their sex they had lost the relationship that their 
working-class mother had taught them: a narcissistic relationship of glory. The relationship 
one has with an obscure good. Their own model to adapt to with joy and humility was no 


longer created by their poor neighborhoods. They were trying to imitate a horrible student 
and bourgeois model. They were no longer proud of their poverty, like a state that makes you 
strong and virile, much better than wealth, which makes you assholes. They tried to display a 
certain delicacy and sophistication of petty bourgeois habits. By dint of hearing correct quiz 
answers, they had begun to doubt the marvelous validity and bravado of their own ignorance; 
and then even to be ashamed of it and to feel it as guilt. Their innocent brown skins were rosy 
with a stupid feminine softness. Their morality was no longer that, full of honor, of honor. 
Manly honor no longer counted except as pure conformity, learned from the new sentimental 
education of television, which preached the couple as the absolute and blissful culmination of 
life. Not having at their side that woman who for so many years had been barred from them 
giving them the stupendous beauty of chastity and sexual violence - had become a social 
frustration. They were anxiously looking for her. They began with it, for the most part even 
more imbued with the new bourgeois spirit, their initiation into life, betraying the initiation 
made together with friends, which made them men. Now the precocious attendance of 
women, understood in this way as a social duty, deprived them of the expectation of the 
sexual miracle, which soon became a habit and an obsession, a dirty little obsession; and at 
the same time it stripped them of their virile attitude in dealing with the world. Once upon a 
time even the ugly were made kind and attractive by innocence, by the naive words that 
escaped their mouths, by the fervor with which they told their stories of marauders, of 
thieves; now, on the contrary, even the beautiful ones were made ugly and almost filthy by 
that long hair that fell on their cheeks and flowed down their shoulders, by that insane pallor 
that neurosis spread over their faces, by those clothes that exposed the inadequacy and the 
early flaccidity of their bodies. Between them and their sex the diaphragm of middle-class 
boys had placed itself. To the one who gave them the possibility of an outlet against the laws 
and who is so natural for them — made as he is of pure flesh - they once granted their (manly) 
complicity and their somewhat brusque but always naively open gratitude . They could not 
fail to give a caress to whoever adored their sex, not to squeeze him by the shoulders, not to 
place a hand on the nape of his neck, revealing their participation, sacrosanct after all, and 
already revealed in any case by the stupendous rigidity and richness of semen of their sex. 
Now, however, the participants stood detached, like statues of themselves. They did not 
attribute to their sex the beauty and perfection that those who asked them attributed to them. 
There was a sense of guilt in them, petty bourgeois indeed. The world wanted them to be 
normal (normal! this was, before, a word they didn't know) and they had to obey that will. 
They therefore did not show their natural participation, and watched the intercourse as 
strangers, with an almost frightened expression on their faces. 
What was the point, given the situation, of still living at the Quadraro? 


she got up and dressed. A cry that came from the buzz of the Quadraro - a cry from other 
times - a woman he called. Carlo managed to overcome the emotion that he wanted at all 
costs to turn into tears of pain, joy, regret, anger. He won as saints win. 


Above all, May 21st was a special | day: the light was very strong, 
but the sky was all overcast, compact, white. The sun shone through 
that mist as a whiter circle. It had been years and years since the dust 
had been seen on the streets. Now it was. Stirred by an irregular wind, 
it veiled the bottoms of the roads, the wide open spaces full of 
construction sites: it seemed to be on the outskirts of an Arab city near 
the desert, where the sand turns into a dirty and tormenting powder. 
Even near the Termini station, where Carlo arrived after an hour's 
journey on the trams that come from the suburbs, that absurd barrier 
of dust was suspended. The hour was poor, life reduced to the bone. 
The traffic continued ghostly, but the streets around the station were 
almost empty. It was there, in those streets that it all began, on a rainy 
evening in 1969. Carlo remembered it with the precision of someone 
who has the memory of a poet. Was it right? It had certainly been 


right. The thing to which man has the most right is vacation, escape, 
disappearance, solitude. The matrix that had borne the last fruits of 
beauty was rotten. There were two idiots, one with hair down to his 
shoulders, and the other with a string tied behind his neck. They were 
old, they no longer interested anyone, they wandered around like 
survivors. Their story, however, would slowly end, and a new one 
would just as slowly begin, with contaminations, confusions, 
retrogressions and advances. The fact is that for Carlo the end of one 
era and the beginning of another was May 21, 1973, a day chosen at 
random. Carlo arrived at his home, in that Parioli street that the 
author reluctant to describe or even name, "guided" by a new spirit in 
which curiously an absolute novelty coincided, that is, a gaze of great 
lightness on the world, and a feeling, very old return and surrender. 
Wisdom is probably inevitable, and inevitably leads to understanding 
and forgiveness. But the lightness of this wisdom deforms it and 
nullifies it: and understanding and forgiveness end up becoming a 
game. 

The Parioli house was empty, the Carlo who had lived there was no 
longer there: however, everything was in order. It seemed that the 
shift change was foreseen: one returns and the other leaves. The very 
reasons which call for one reject the other. But if returning meant 
accepting a negative and degrading situation, leaving did not mean 
however having rejected it: on the contrary. The reader rightly sees a 
false symmetry in this symmetry. Those who had returned returned 
from an illusion and accepted a reality which was in turn an illusion 
for those who had gone away. Objectively, the first illusion was highly 
positive; the second was, with its charm, a fault. But as horrific as he 
was in accepting it, he became almost innocent in undergoing it. A 
saint accepted it, a guilty one suffered it. But a change of attributions 
obviously could not take place: the saint (so to speak) remained holy, 
and the guilty guilty. Once it has determined them, history can 
perhaps contradict its data, but not change them: it is powerless with 
its laws and its first decisions, like Allah. 


[150] Note 82 Third basic moment of the poem 


Having crossed the garden of the Vision, Carlo enters his empty and 
abandoned apartment. He feels in his chest a lightness [ which 
however doesn't make | sense, and in his belly a weight which equally 
doesn't make sense. He goes to the bedroom, in front of the mirror and 
undresses. In fact, his chest is without breasts, and the virile member 
hangs under his belly. 

He gets dressed and calls a clinic not far from his home, towards 
Piazzale delle Muse: he makes the necessary arrangements to be 
hospitalized that same evening. There would have been no need for 
the primary doctor's intervention: any novice doctor could have been 
enough: in fact the operation Carlo decided to undergo is among the 
oldest and simplest: castration. Freedom is well worth a couple of 
balls: 


My life is sweet 

today, without why; 

got up from me 

I don't know what serious thing... 


[151] Note 84 The game 


There are people who have not believed in anything since birth. 
This doesn't mean that these people don't act, they do something with 
their life, they take care of something, they produce something. Other 
people, on the other hand, have the habit of believing: duties 
materialize before their eyes into ideals to be realised. 

If one fine day they no longer believe - perhaps slowly, through a 
successive series, logical or perhaps even illogical, of disillusions - 
here they rediscover that "nothingness" which for others has always 
been so natural. 

The discovery of "nothingness" for them, however, is a novelty that 
implies other things: that is, it implies not only [the continuation| of 
the action, of the intervention, of the industriousness (now no longer 
understood as Duties but as gratuitous acts) but also the exhilarating 
feeling that this is all but a game. 

It is clear that I am not speaking of those who discover the 
philosophical, cosmic "nothingness". In this case it would be a 
conversion, very consistent with their previous illusions and faiths, 
and it would cause everything to stop; withdrawal from the world; I 
asceticized it. No: I'm talking about those who one fine day, summing 
up, come to the conclusion that they have discovered social 
"nothingness". No withdrawal from the world, therefore: on the 
contrary, more frequent participation: the more dense the more in bad 
faith, necessitated by the lack of alternatives, and understood as 
parody. No asceticism; but interest in social things nullified, and 
refounded on pragmatism, on the autonomous value of virtue: things 
that are precisely the most exhilarating. 

Identifying the social world with nothingness, and being reactivated 
and vitalized by it; no longer believing in the values of the world 
nullified by a critical and humorous spirit before which no fact or 
argument can resist, and, following this, applying oneself with greater 
clarity and skill to the practical implementation of these values - all 
this fatally implies a regression, a conservative or moderate re- 
acceptance of society — in the natural case that before, the protagonist 
of this experience was in some way revolutionary or rebellious (just 
like Charles the Meek). But what is the point of this return to order? 
Can it be redefined through the classical terms that are used for this? 
The state of mind of those who live this experience of the world, 


finally understood as nothing, and with enlightened patience accepted 
back into practice — is mockery. 

Anyone who mocks a part of the social world, let's say the 
conformist bourgeoisie that without understanding anything passes 
from one phase to another, from peace to war, |from well-being to 
massacre, from habits to total v annihilation|, cannot fail to mock 
together also | who knows | this. Mockery can only concern the whole 
of reality. 

And in fact it is the whole of reality that - the moment it is mocked 
— is re-accepted. Reality is not divided, on the one hand, lin the 
conformist society], which follows the evolution of capitalism, and on 
the other hand, in those who oppose it through class struggle: reality 
includes and integrates both these parts, because reality, she, is not 
Manichean, she knows no solutions of continuity. The mocking gaze at 
it manages to reconcile the inevitable [ integration | with its order 
and, together, the most radical and revolutionary criticism of it. 
Basically it resembles the mechanical gesture of a worker: which is 
both a gesture of production in which he collaborates like an orderly 
V cog, and a gesture charged with revolutionary threat: this 
ambivalence of his gesture therefore includes the whole of reality. 
Never a bourgeois will be able to make such a gesture. But the 
bourgeois can arrive at an understanding of social reality as a 
"nothing", and at the identification of living with mocking this reality. 
This mockery is the equivalent of the mechanical gesture of the 
worker: it contains integration, but devalues it of all meaning. 

Falls V however V, in derision, every pre-established idea of the 
future; on the contrary, if there is one thing that makes you smile with 
greater internal pleasure, it is precisely the future. The idea of hope 
for the future becomes an irresistibly comical idea. The resulting 
lucidity strips the world of allure. But the return to it is a form of new 
birth: the eye sparkles with irony in looking at things, at men, at the 
old imbeciles in power, at the young people who think they are 
starting who knows what. The terrible wound they inflicted has 
healed and healed: now they have among them a new collaborator 
and friend, who takes a deep interest, with strange lucidity, in their 
problems, and helps them solve them without fuss: they don't know 
that in his amused gaze they vanish like [ drifters | ghosts. 

(All this, at least, referred to Charles the Meek, in that May 1973.) 


«O Menippus, Diogenes exhorts you, if you have laughed enough at 
the things of the earth, to come here, where you will laugh even more 
. There laughter always had a certain doubt, that doubt: who knows 
exactly what will be after life? but here you won't stop laughing 
heartily..." (Luciano, "Dialoghi dei morti"). 


It is from such an experience that the inspiration for this novel came 
to the author. 

«Tell him this: and moreover that he bring the saddlebag full of 
plenty of lupins, a lustral egg, and some other small thing found in 
some crossroads, or on a table consecrated to Hecate» (Luciano, 
“Dialoghi dei morti”, trad. by Luigi Settembrini). 


[152] 


App. 90 et seq. 
90 Charles I in Pisa. 


The winds etc. Fascist spirits (Sicily pension?) lead to the massacre: 
explosion at the Turin station. Seen as a 91-94 Carlo Primo in 
Turin. VISION: the victims seen and analyzed as if they were 
living people, with all their meanness, stupidity, vulgarity. 


95 At the end of the Vision, the Turin station appears as isolated in 
the middle of the world. From the holes and gaps of the 
explosion, one can see the void around (like the sea or the 
desert). The desert is the wild Po valley — back to its origins, in 
dying — Carlo comes out of there and walks across that desert. 
Until he arrives at present-day Turin (Auden's poem). 


96 There is a MSI demonstration here. Civil poetry page. The MSIs 
appear for what they are: outdated by the history of power. 
Even those who are linked to them by a love-hate relationship 
are overcome with them (the "charm" never expressed by 
anyone and the tradition of the Resistance). 


Faced with the awareness of the loss of the fascists, and the 

new form of power that organizes not only society but existence 

in a new way, Carlo feels out of the game, inside another game. 
97 he returns home: he has become a man again. 


Enlightenment (zen) 

98-99 Choosing holiness. Ascetic-pragmatic holiness. Lightness and 
industriousness. Ironic listlessness and painful impatience. You 
help others as in a dream, and I withdraw into the illumination 
that generates and regenerates the idea of nothingness, etc. 


Journey to Edo 


August 1973 


the annotation follows: v [30 Zen tales|? p. ff., at a social party 12 
Oct. 1973 


[153] Note 100 L'Epoché 


The setting for these stories is a Reception at the Quirinale for 2 June - Social and official 
mediocrity - Swarming with characters “identified”, in their current activities, by the “Sid”: 
a few dozen cases (to give an idea of the infinite swarm, magmatic, irremediable) 


in the typescript: July 


APPUNTO 100 .(L' poché 


[154] Note 97 The narrators 


Carlo entered the Sala dei xxx around four in the afternoon. He 
wasn't the only "powerful" character to adapt to such an official 
festival, a [ destination | of upstarts, snobs, second-rate figures, 
officials and bureaucrats (with the ladies). And he wasn't the only one 
to make the best of his bad luck. Crouched like a wild beast, but 
stretched out and smiling, almost blessing, like a priest - and making 
silence both his weapon of defense and the immovable banner of his 
power —- he cut through the crowd of fellow citizens who were 
celebrating the feast of Repubblica, without haste, almost as if 
everyone could be, why not?, his occasional interlocutors on that 
occasion. In reality he was looking for his equals. Over there, 
immovable Sac stood Saragat. But Carlo could and should have 
taken his place in the closest circle of the Rosa 


XXXXXXXXK 
XXXXXX 
XKXXXXXXXK 


Meanwhile, as soon as he entered, there was pure chaos around 
him. The frenetic swarm of "nobodies", those who live a life of 
discovery, the usual. The Citikovs, the Peredonovs, titular advisers 
(which is the third, from the bottom, of the fourteen degrees of the 
tsarist hierarchy) | like Yakov Petrovi¢é Golyadkin, or even servants 
like Smerdjakov — as my “literal” writing allows me V to to say. And 
some writers too. Here Carlo Valletti had to pay the price of 
democracy. In the eyes of the bystanders the claim shone, unsatisfied. 
Nor did he shy away from it. But “fairy trahunt”. The essence of 
representation is "carrying the persona of them all" (Hobbes, I think). 
On the other hand, “democracy has no monuments, it does not mint 
medals. He places no one's head on the coins. Its true essence is 
iconoclastic» (again Hobbes "The Leviathan"... or Locke, "A Treatise on 
Government"). On the other hand, even in democracy, the "holy game 
of kings" continues, and the ceremonial life of royalty is widespread in 
bourgeois etiquette... 

Arrived at the Empyrean, here is the swarm of another kind. There 
he was among the actors, not among the spectators. There "one did 
not remove the soul from one's body to deposit it, for safety in a quiet 


place" (as Frazer states about primitive subjects, adding: "If they 
discovered a place of absolute safety, they might be happy to leave 
their soul forever"). There one was - better to repeat it heavily - 
among the actors: with whom the spectators identify themselves 
bodily, poor souls, it is “methexis”, theirs, not “mimesis”. As for the 
actors, they exhibited their whole person as if it were a penis: but the 
exhibition, as is known, reveals castration. So they were "severed" 
heads of Medusa. And that was why they petrified. Carlo went among 
the petrifiers to take on his role: to perform exhibitionism, to show his 
genitals (in a living theater of half-socks). With an annotation no less 
heavy than all the previous ones, and not at all discouraged in the face 
of the inauthenticity of the literal interpretation, I add that if the 
genitals of those "powerful" (castrati) were exhibited, something else 
remained well hidden: but if everyone had a secret, this was a secret 
for everyone, but not for Sid|; and I know that the reader will feel his 
skin tighten in the face of the metaphorical poverty of this news, 
indeed, I admit it in the face of his miserable nakedness. In concentric 
circles around the Head of State, the verminaio was all a flurry of 
heads now bald now white-haired, now thick now sparse: but all 
absolutely dignified. They are destined to rise, in the Allegory, to the 
It is a topos apparently inevitable. The first that Carlo casually 
encountered was Mancini: his massive and mobile face was a 
funerary stela| on what at that moment kept him in tension: he was in 
fact taking a great interest in the "restructuring of the real dignity of 
storytellers. But for now they are "realistically" chosen souls who 
weave a carola at the Quirinale that will make my reader's head spin, 
but that doesn't mean I won't refrain from describing it, Vv after all, 
every epic poet feels at some point the duty to describe, to list, the 
parade of armies.ENI” and the forthcoming creation of three financial 
companies of the group, which were supposed to take control of the 
various production sectors of ENI V. He then would have wanted v 
that at least one of the presidencies go to a member of the PSI, but he 
would not have been alien to possibly arranging the prof. Valletti - 
that is our hero - replacing him in his current position, possibly, with 
another socialist. 

It is therefore that the prof. Valletti lingered there, in that small 
group, making it the center of his observation. 

Nearby was De Martino, together with Raffaele Girotti, and some of 
their Neapolitan friends. De Martino spoke precisely with these 
Neapolitan friends, in a very low voice, confidentially. But it was not 
difficult, for the prof. Valletti, guess the theme of that conversation. 
De Martino certainly complained that ENI, at that moment, was not 
only not helping him, but was doing everything possible to hinder his 
victory at the PSI congress. He claimed that some journalists, linked to 


ENI, had been invited to attack him. But he used a certain prudence in 
such statements because (as Prof. Valletti well knew) he was not 
certain whether these directives came from Girotti himself or from 
some other "ras of the group". 

Still a socialist: Enrico Manca. He was silent, hardened and 
vengeful. A few days earlier, in a party meeting, he had accused ENI 
of having failed to fulfill the promises made during the electoral 
campaign in Umbria, when such promises were used to obtain votes 
for the Christian Democrats. Manca had argued that Eng. Girotti had 
failed in his commitment to build a new "Lebole" factory, which was 
supposed to compensate for the closure of the jut factory, and the new 
factory for the production of plastic pipes. Eng. Girotti not only would 
have closed the Terni jut factory, but would also have decided to close 
the Papigno plant, which employed 540 workers. According to Manca, 
nothing was known about the programs of Terni Chimica, which also 
passed to the ENI group. In contrast to Manca's "defeated but 
vindictive" air, the honorable Danilo De Cocci had an expression of 
jubilation, albeit still repressed, in his southern gray eyes. He was in 
fact collecting, in Roman circles, confidential information on the 
contacts between ENI and the exponents of the various currents of the 
DC. According to De Cocci, not one but all the Christian Democrat 
currents drew on funds from ENI, IRI, etc. The purpose for which the 
parliamentarian "was carrying out his investigation" was not known. 
Hence his air of satisfaction with him. 

Next to De Cocci stood Ricucci. Vincenzo Ricucci also kept silent. 
He was general manager of Societa Oleodotti Italiani, S.O.I. (of ENI): 
and in those days he had decided to finance the Nennian current of 
the PSI in Civitavecchia (in view of the future ENI refinery), for the 
current pre-congress campaign. Mancini occasionally glanced at him. 
He couldn't help himself from doing it. In fact, he was trying to 
ascertain whether the subsidy decided by Ricucci was a personal 
initiative of his or a broader initiative of "direct interest" by ENI. 

At this point, in all honesty, I must warn the average reader that, if 
he wants, he can skip, as they say, all these pages and move on to the 
next note. This report, however very diligent, on one of the many 
bullicami of humble Italy, is not essential to our Allegory: it can be of 
some interest only to a reader endowed with a deep civic feeling, or a 
particularly malignant one. 

Since it was Republic Day, the Communists could not be absent. 
Even so, with an air of minding their own business and dissociating 
themselves with an air as decisive as affable, from the surrounding 
environment, there was a delegation of theirs. At the top, however. In 
fact there was Berlinguer himself, with his "honest face": rather 
relaxed, and even a little ironic, at that moment. The same morning - 


with good prospects of immediate satisfactory results - he had 
commissioned the Party press office to examine all the issues of the 
weekly "Il Borghese" published from 1 January 1970 onwards, to 
register the notes and writings that appeared in favor of ENI and to 
register all the advertising of the companies ENI and Montedison 
which appeared on the pages of the periodical. No less honest in all 
his person, next to him, there was a minor figure of the Party, Eugenio 
Peggio. He too was interested in ENI. Being part of the economic 
commission of the communist federation of Florence, he had taken on 
the task of monitoring and reporting on ENI's "real estate" maneuvers 
in the Prato area. Above all with regard to the purchase by ENI of a 
ten-hectare land and the forthcoming sale of another land on which a 
textile factory of the ENI group currently stood. In the meantime De 
Martino had approached the group of communists, shaking hands with 
his comrades and colleagues. The professor. Valletti (even with his 
frozen heart) knew what was behind that cordiality. At a recent party 
meeting, De Martino had spoken out against the Government's 
acceptance of Dr. Cephis. According to De Martino - apparently - 
Montedison should have given up dealing with chemistry, leaving this 
field entirely to ENI and the other companies "active in this sector". 
Moreover, in those days, a certain ing. Nino Rovelli, of the SIR group, 
had paid a "conspicuous" financial aid for the pre-congress propaganda 
of the Hon. Martin in Campania. 

All this was well known - and this interests us directly - to prof. 
Carlo Valletti, because he was well aware that Alberto Grandi - who 
had recently left ENI to move to Montedison - aimed to obtain from 
Dr. Cefis the position of managing director of Montedison. Which, 
this, opened up for Carlo the possibility of a new advance in the 
managerial power of ENI: all the more so since he knew that ENI, 
more than Montedison, continued to be dear to Dr. Cephis. 

Dr. Cefis who, of course, was not present there at that festival v 
who could at most offer inspiration for some episode in the life of 
Zadig or Candide. 


[xxx (Greek verses from the parade of the Iliad — or Latin verses from 
the Aeneid)| 


Then there was the group around La Malfa, the most numerous and 
at the same time the most chosen. 

Next to La Malfa, meanwhile, was prof. Tiziano Federighi, member 
of the Party federation and Montedison official, who had shortly 
before given La Malfa a long confidential report on the internal 
problems of the Company (Montedison). La Malfa, however, was quite 
busy "chatting" about the parade of Bersaglieri with the Hon. 
Francesco Compagna: it was in fact to him that he intended to give the 


task of asking Jean Louis Lehemann for financial aid from Italian 
Mobil Oil, for the electoral campaign of Norman Bain - who on behalf 
of the "parent company" asked information on the direction of 
government policy on oil companies, after the entry into force of the 
PRI. There were good and well-founded hopes. It could also be that La 
Malfa had been able to give Mobil Oil the guarantees that Ferri had 
given Shell: in fact, Ferri had assured on the very morning of that 
ardent VAT June 2 - that the current government did not intend 
impose any tax increase on the oil companies (there he is, Mr. Ferri, 
covered in a layer of sweat on his pale, tormented face). 

Almost united to the two by a subtle "electoral affinity", there was, 
with his glass of whiskey in his hand (although he was a teetotaler) 
the blond honorable Mario Zagari. He had just started a new press 
agency, entitled "Socialist Agency", in Via Colonna Antonina, and 
entrusted to one of his trustees, Giorgio Nardi. This agency was able to 
be founded thanks to the financial help, this time, of Esso Italiana. Vv 

Eng. Renato Lombardi (from Confindustria) was instead taken by a 
"direct" conversation with Dr. Alessandro Alessandri, of the Standa. 
The two had been friends since "high school". Eng. Renato Lombardi 
was "inside the secret things" of the Vatican; while dr. Alessandri, 
apparently, was so with regard to the Agnelli family. In fact, the first 
was trusting news still unpublished about a mutual friend, Vincenzo 
Cazzaniga. The appointment of this man - former senior manager of 
one of the Montedison group companies - as new President of UCID 
was the best proof of the high consideration he enjoyed in Vatican 
circles. The UCID was in fact a "work" of the Italian Catholic Action, 
which brought together industrial managers of declared Catholic faith. 

The general ecclesiastical assistant of UCID was Cardinal Siri; while 
the ecclesiastical assistant of the Roman section was Mons. Casaroli, 
who directed the Pontifical diplomacy. 

Cazzaniga would thus have had greater possibilities of operating 
also making use of authoritative Vatican support. (I want to remind 
the reader that we are still in 1972, and that therefore the Vatican 
could guarantee an almost intact authority.) 

In return, Alessandrini was able to inform Lombardi that Gianni 
Agnelli continued to be interested in the situation of Standa and its 
problems, because he would have liked to buy that company. And he 
would have been willing to make this purchase, paying the amount 
with the Montedison shares that were in his hands. 

There you have Cottafavi, former chief of staff of the Hon. Moro, 
just appointed new ambassador of Italy in Tehran. He is "rather 
controversial" towards ENI's pro-Arab policy. He is rather linked to 
Attilio Monti and BP's oil interests. 

And here next to him, in his flaming double-breasted suit, worn 


with natural elegance in spite of the heat, is Dr. Bozzini, who, 
previously ambassador to Damascus, is now head of the cabinet on the 
initiative of sen. Doctors. Even Bozzini is not a friend of ENI. 

Here again Antonio De Bonis, official of the "Center for Italian-Arab 
relations", and in charge of preparing a weekly report on ENI's 
international relations. He has just returned from a trip to Sicily, made 
in the company of the Syrian diplomat Hafez Al Jamali. 

And here is also, among them, a certain Angelo Berti - who is part 
of the board of the "Mario Fani" circles, a_ political-religious 
organization set up a few years ago by Gedda. Berti is in fact in charge 
of keeping prof. Luigi Gedda and the industrialist Attilio Monti, who 
paid one million lire a month to the National Civic Committee from 1 
September. (I insist on reminding the reader that this is 1972.) 

Perhaps driven by the heat, Carlo approached one of the large 
windows of the Sala, where presumably it must have been even 
hotter, given the impetuous ray of light that broke from the sky 
without a single cloud. Little more than silhouettes in the luminous 
dust, the Hon. Angelo Nicosia and the Hon. Pino Rauti. They were ina 
good frame of mind, it seemed: they felt lighthearted. The Hon. 
Nicosia had recently met with the industrialist Monti to explain to him 
the strategy he intended to carry out to provoke the appointment of a 
parliamentary commission to investigate CONI. He said he was sure 
that "enormous things" and irregularities would come out that would 
affect more than one political exponent. It appeared that during the 
interview he had said these exact words: "For me, Giulio Andreotti 
and Giulio Onesti are one person". As for the hon. Pino Rauti, he had 
met a few days before with a certain Bruno Riffeser. The two had 
discussed the development of the judicial investigations against Rauti 
"concerning the attacks by the extreme right" and on the accusations 
that had been made against Monti of having financed the extremist 
movement of Pino Rauti. From the expression, as we have said, light 
of the latter, it seemed that there was nothing to worry about in this 
regard. 

Confusing the smoke of his cigarette with the dust from the ray of 
sunlight which, in Caravaggesque style, broke into the hall of the 
Quirinale, stood a man dressed all in white with a white cap resting 
on the thin face of a tiny aged boy, now wrinkled also by the grimace 
due to the smoke of the cigarette glued to the mouth. It was General 
Eugene Henke. Behind the ray of sunlight, which he blinded, a dark 
abyss seemed to open up, in which the scarlet of the tapestry barely 
emerged, poor and oppressive like everything that belongs to the 
state. Carlo crossed that blinding barrier of light, and found himself in 
a dark and even cool corner of the Salon, where some lucky ones had 
found chairs to sit on. They were gilded and uncomfortable 


eighteenth-century chairs, to tell the truth, but they were still chairs; 
indeed, there was even a small, charming canapé. All around an unlit 
fireplace (all embroidered, stuccoed and gilded). But it was a corner of 
peace, away from the infernal swarm. There was silence. In fact, all 
those who were seated listened intently to someone who spoke, like 
children listening to their old grandfather as a storyteller. In fact, the 
speaker was telling a story that Carlo did not perceive, distracted by 
that unexpected scene, and above all by the appearance of those 
guests. They had nothing in common with all the guests described 
above. They seemed to be made of another material. Of course, they 
too were bourgeois Italians; and men of prestige and power, since they 
were there. But their interests and their culture seemed to be of 
another quality: more naive, more idealistic, perhaps even more 
stupid, but undoubtedly more [deeper and clearer}. It was probably an 
illusion, because they were none other than men of letters, with their 
ladies. And they were telling stories to each other, to pass the time in 
that official gathering that they were supposed to snub. While Carlo, 
so amazed and a little fascinated, watched them looking for a place to 
sit between them, the narrator finished his story, apparently passing 
the floor to another. He looked like a large ant dressed as a man, in a 
tailcoat (but it was probably any dignified black suit) and spoke 
lightly with an r, while his eyes, very large, remained curiously fixed 
and as if liquefied by shyness. With some effort, this new narrator 
began to speak, with the air of not being able to escape but also with 
the air of being accustomed to a certain success of a witty man. The 
air was that of a famous democratic journalist. 

«The art of narration, as you well know - this narrator began — is 
dead. We are in mourning. Therefore, in the absence of wine, dear 
listeners, you will have to make do with the ciceone. 


At least according to Lévy-Bruhl, Durkheim and others. 
Be wary of this honesty, and precisely because it is sincere. 


He has already appeared in the course of this novel under the name 
of... 


the annotation follows: Everything seen with «the lucidity of mortal 
melancholy» by Carlo «changed into another» 


in typescript: July 


[155] Memo 98 L'Epoché: Story of a man and his body 


«Mine is not a story but a parable - began the friendly Jiminy 
Cricket - and since the meaning of this parable is precisely the 
relationship of an author with the form he creates, it seems to me 
perfectly useless to make any preamble on what I am about to tell. 
Andrea Fago (therefore, a man who eats) normally took the Alitalia 
DC9 departing from Rome to Cape Town, on a normal spring 
afternoon last year. He went to Cape Town on some of his business 
affairs, which are of no importance to the story in which he is the 
protagonist. I won't even say if he was tall or if he was short, if he was 
dark or if he was blond, if he was from Rome or if he was from Milan, 
if he was a petty bourgeois or if he was a big bourgeois, if he was an 
intellectual or if he was an industrialist : I won't say anything about 
him, not only because all this doesn't matter, but because it would just 
get confusing. The DC9 took off normally, made a wide curve over the 
sea at Fiumicino, and headed towards the south. Inside the aircraft 
they began to smoke cigarettes and drink orange juice and tea: not, as 
regards the Fago, "champagne": in fact, for strictly functional reasons, 
this time, for our story, he should be imagined sitting on the last seat 
in the queue. He was not, therefore, a first-class passenger. But it is 
not the case that we make inferences about this. The first stop was 
Cairo, and everything went normally. Cairo airport is the most 
depressing in the world, and it's boring to death. But patience. The 
two hours of the stop - which later turned out to be fatally three - 
ended up passing, the passengers in transit were called, and the DC9 
took off normally for the second time. Thank God it didn't have to 
stop in Khartoum, but went straight on to Kampala. [There would 
have been| therefore a few hours of peaceful and magnificent flight, 
first over Egypt, with its verdant Nile of plots of palm trees and 
cereals, and the dark ocher heaps of villages, then over Sudan, with its 
endless southern desert, all marvelously pink . The pink color of this 
desert - I take the liberty of insisting - is indeed impressive: [but more 
impressive| still is its immensity. It lasts uninterruptedly, and always 
the same, immediately after Khartoum up to beyond Lake Rudolph, 
almost up to Nairobi (pointing towards Kampala, the forests begin 
earlier). I don't understand why the immensity of this desert (along 
with its pink color) is so ignored or underestimated. Not because it 
matters (either to me or to my story) but for the sake of the truth. In 


reality it makes more impression than the Sahara desert. I don't know 
the Amazon (that is, I haven't flown over it), but perhaps it is to this 
that the desert between Sudan and Kenya should be compared: with 
its idyllic, with its paradisiacal pink colour. In reality (this is the 
point) it is not a real desert, but a country, or even a small continent, 
made up entirely of an endless tangle of complicated mountains and 
valleys | without a tree | (pink ) V. The sky, relentlessly blue, also 
seems wider than usual. It's a cosmic sky. And it falls almost 
precipitously onto the boundless horizons (blurred a little in terrible 
colors that are between blue and pink) of that desert, on which 
mountains and valleys never stop following one another, as arranged 
by a fantasy capable of every possible complication - the most 
tortuous, the most quirky — except to invent a different color, which is 
not, at best, a shade of that pink. However, what gives a sense of 
dread (though not entirely unpleasant) in that desert is, I repeat, the 
fact that it is not a desert, but a huge empty country, abandoned by 
God and men. Well, it was right in the middle of this desert that the 
Alitalia DC9 crashed. When Andrea Fago reopened his eyes, and, with 
a happiness that I certainly won't be the one to aspire to express, he 
realized he had survived, it happened as in the heart of a surrealistic 
painting. He was sitting on his seat, with the back raised, and with the 
belt tight across the belly, in an upright position: in front of him was a 
charred skull, grinning. From the coquettish cap, which, precisely 
surrealistically, had remained in his place, Andrea Fago recognized 
the hostess. A hundred meters further on, on a ridge with well- 
designed pitches — against a capricious series of peaks, some sugarloaf- 
shaped, others breast-shaped -— but curiously aligned in a perfect 
perspective, and engraved in the sugary, metallic perfection of their 
forms — the DC9 was finishing burning: it was all black. Only a piece 
of the tail had been spared from the flames. The scrap of V that 
looked like a vile bandone, was painted yellow with a blue stripe: 
finally, therefore, two different colors, also as a material, in all that 
sublime pink. 

But now enough joking: the background is over. I could have started 
here too. If I hadn't had the need to establish a social relationship 
between my protagonist and the rest of men. A social relationship so 
familiar to you that it borders on banality: and it is precisely for this 
reason that I have not been able to talk about it except joking a little. 

After all, I repeat it to you. The real story I'm telling you is not this. 
The real story is about the absolute independence of the laws 
establishing one form from the laws of all other forms. The continuity 
that unites all the laws that more generally establish the universe 
(characterized by the lack of any solution of continuity), there is no 
doubt, it is a given. But in its relationship with the fact that 


contradicts and denies it, i.e. the lack of any continuity — the moment 
of autonomy - it disappears, at least for an “ideal” instant. Continuity 
and autonomy of a form are its contradiction. But they do not coexist, 
they cannot coexist. Either there is one or there is the other. 
Contradiction is only an intermittence of coexistence. Naturally Hegel 
was, albeit divinely, wrong. The only true infinity is what he calls 
"bad infinity" (so he knew it!). Consequently, the two terms of the 
contradiction do not surpass each other at all, but proceed in infinity 
by exchanging the right to exist at a speed which, being supernatural, 
does not prevent these two coexisting terms from being taken into 
consideration alternately and therefore being isolated, analyzed only 
in itself. Precisely: our history isolates and analyzes in itself the 
moment of the autonomy of the form. 


V Andrea Fago observed those men who were coming towards him. 
The ancient men he knew so well. He contemplated them, indeed he 
recognized them, in silence. Then an extraordinary smile stretched his 
mouth and lit up his eyes. It was the enigmatic smile because it was 
too deeply human that arose from the thought: v I am in all of them 
but they are not in me; I know them and they think they know me; the 
continuity that exists between me and them, returning from them to 
me is interrupted: I am a form whose knowledge is illusion. 


But don't 


[156] Memo 98a L'Epoche: History of the 
reconstruction of a story 


«Like every morning, after his work at the hospital, Dr. Tomoo 
Tsushima went out to the city. For a few months, what had 
reappeared in his eyes when he left the hospital was perfectly the 
same: and besides, around there, nothing, ever, for any reason, 
seemed to have the slightest possibility of changing. There had been 
an "end of the world" in its origins, and here, there was no doubt, was 
another "end of the world." 

I add, almost as a preface to this story of mine, that after all a third 
"end of the world" (but Dr. Tomoo Tsushima could not yet know this) 
would begin about thirty years from there. 

Therefore, with almost reasoned symmetry, the three elements 
from which the end of the world can derive have occurred in the 
history of humanity in the clearest and simplest way: the elements are: 
the danger of nature, the danger of man , and finally (and it was what 
Dr. Tomoo Tsushima could not yet be aware of) the finitude of nature. 
Thing, the latter, which seems to naturally promise a definitive "end of 
the world". For days, for years, for centuries, nature presents itself as 
fraternal to man: that is, in reality paternal, maternal (and therefore 
also in its benevolence, already in some way dangerous): however, in 
the human conscience, it is felt fraternally : a dear, eternal habit. The 
sun rises, shines, herbs and flowers grow, animals and fish are ready 
to be killed and eaten; we eat, we sleep, we make love, we sing, we 
work, etc. etc. From time to time the element of mortal and definitive 
danger "is introduced" by the mysterious narrator of our story, 
through relative dangers (hurricanes, typhoons, earthquakes, 
pestilences, wars): until the absolute danger is explicitly presented for 
what it is , and we have precisely the "end of the world". 

At the origins of the "end of the world", man, as we know, was able 
to survive: with skill, patience, foresight; with his first moving 
techniques. From then on, the "dangerousness of nature", as an 
element of potential end of the world, has apparently been overcome 
and averted. | 

But here is the second element (also "introduced" by an infinity of 
relative prefigurations of suicide), namely the "dangerousness of man". 
The spectacle that presented itself before the eyes of Dr. Tomoo 
Tsushima V stood frighteningly there to bear witness to the probable 


realization of man's danger as the "end of the world". Nothing in those 
days gave any hope that this was not the case. 

As for the third "end of the world", the one that has nothing to do 
with this story because it was yet to come, and which, as we have 
seen, is due to the "finiteness of nature", V we'll see... Of course I don't 
I envy those who are twenty today, and even less their first children. | 

Doctor xxx V» 


Cult of the dead - reconstruction of scenes from life - one scene is 
particularly interesting - from it originate the visionary memories of 
other scenes mysteriously connected to it - through a pure launch of 
the imagination and "visionary" ability Dr. reconstructs the entire 
history of a family. It is a detective story "of power". * He is enchanted 
by looking at a character who in turn is remembering the dead: and 
this makes him suspicious. 
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[157] Note 99 L'Epoché: Story of a thousand and one 
characters 


«An absolutely necessary premise for my story - the second narrator 
began with a typical sly air, almost as if he wanted to fall asleep - is 
this: everything that I will tell you, did not appear in the theater of the 
world but in the theater of my head, it did not take place in space of 
reality but in the space of my imagination, it did not finally conclude 
according to the contradictory rules of the game of existence, but 
concluded according to the contradictory rules of the game of my 
reason. 

The first character, and let's say progenitor, was one. I will call him 

for my own personal reasons) “Saul's God”. His uniqueness was 
abe simply because his eye was unable to embrace it all. His 
identity, |consequently, was mysterious|. There is no doubt that he 
was good, protective, ever present, infinitely affectionate, regularly 
generous with food, warmth and sleep. 

I came from the dead. And I had just entered a wonderful Garden 
weeping. Gradually, thanks to this God of Saul, I stopped crying, and 
began to know the joys of the marvelous Garden I had entered 
(perhaps from another Garden, no less beautiful for being fixed, 
aquatic, petrified in the cosmic chill of the non-existence). However, I 
had already adapted to my new condition, counting on staying there 
forever. Instead it was he, the God of Saul, who drove me out of there 
as well. 

It was at that moment that I became a narrator: the narrator, that is, 
who tells you this story. In fact, as soon as I stopped crying and 
despairing over this second expulsion, and began to look around for 
the first time, I saw him. He was a |poor monster| (as I was later able 
to reconstruct when [I was able| to do so): a poor unfortunate, petty 
monster, all taken up with the duty of surviving, eating and getting 
others to eat, work, sweat, wait for a wage , thank you, start working 
late again, rest in a sleep that is always too little, get up, start all over 
again. It was by observing this life of his that I felt like writing a 
novel. 

But one character alone, the only one I knew, wasn't enough to 
make a story: at least one antagonist was needed. So I did what 
novelists usually do: that is, from a real character I knew, I made two. 

I cannot describe to you the first character, the God of Saul, who, I 


repeat, first appeared to me as powerful and good (something between 
the bull and the nurse), then he appeared to me as an enemy and a 
punisher, chasing me away for free, for a guilt I didn't know, from the 
almost suspended and airy Place where I felt so comfortable; and 
finally, he "appeared to me" as a poor devil, at the same time powerful 
and impotent, authoritarian and benefactor. In short, that character I 
could not describe. 

On the other hand, I can describe quite well the two characters into 
whom my fantasy as a novelist has split him. 

The first is a man of about forty-five, small, with an emaciated 
body, but full of an energy, more than youthful, childish, of a 
"scugnizzo" (my family is of poor southern origin). His eyes are alive 
and always a little exalted; his hair very graying almost white, which 
however falls in a band on his ear and on his eyes youthfully. His 
pronounced nose and mouth (the mouth always half-open in that half- 
astonished, servile and exalted expression of the eyes). He's overall a 
funny figure, like he's bitten by a tarantula, so he's always a little 
flustered. His smile is strong and cheerful, always like a street urchin, 
or rather like an xxx (because to be precise my family is Calabrian); 
and, when he is serious, it is unexpectedly so, because a helpful 
cheerfulness is always expected from him, almost like a comic mask. 
However, secretly, like all southerners, despite that face so brazenly 
like a laborer or house painter, he cares about his dignity and is 
perhaps even a little touchy, as well as easy to cry. 

The other character is a woman. Also small in stature, short in leg. 
But she, contrary to the man, she is fleshy, although she is a year or 
two older than him: a flab that bursts out from the raw silk dress with 
which she wraps her body on ceremonial days. She is not fat, but she 
has precisely that youthful plumpness which however does not weigh 
her down. Also on her face there is always a kind of comic smile, 
which emerges irresistibly from the too expressive eyes (of a reddish- 
brown color, like those of a man). Her hair is white, the nose, the 
mouth, the cheekbones, also pronounced, typically southern. It too is 
a bit of a mask from which one always expects it to make people 
laugh or smile... For example, due to a kind of atavistic rudeness, or 
aphasia, it is unable to pronounce many unusual names, except in a 
very funny way: alone, but despite living for many years away from 
Calabria, he has learned only a very few Italian words: and the few 
that he knows how to pronounce well, he pronounces with a polite 
and ceremonious air: something that makes you laugh, like when he 
comically cripples, say, V the word “ Claudius Villa". However, she 
too, like man, behind all this hides a strong sense of dignity; she is 
stubborn in his ideas, and she knows how to V do his V calculations 
well. 


Well, when I found myself with these two invented characters, and 
so objectively distinct from each other, I understood that they were in 
reality a single character, and that, if they were antagonists, their 
antagonism was in reality an inner struggle. 

Precisely because they were a unique character, like Don Quixote 
and Sancho Pancia, they irresistibly tended towards their original 
uniqueness. 

In order to resist disunited, they had to represent two opposite 
symbols of a single reality. However, even so, their opposition could 
only be infinitely iterative: repeating themselves in a series of episodes 
all essentially the same. 

Having divided a single character in two, who fell under the sphere 
of my experience and my interest, had guaranteed me the drama: but 
a symbolic drama, that is, too dominated by reason. Vv order. 

Who knows why], this wasn't what I wanted. 

So I reshuffled the two characters again into one: only vaguely 
regaining the by now mythical first character, the God of Saul. By now 
it had been irreparably tampered with and, once rebuilt, it could only 
bear the signs of the historic tampering it had undergone. 

On the other hand, as Melville says: «Fathers are not in the habit of 
revealing themselves completely to their children...». Above all, and 
even more so, I would add the "first fathers". 

Once the figure of the God of Saul was reconstructed, I took it and 
dismembered it. As in certain myths - and v then rites - so-called 
savages, [ scattered | here and there the limbs torn from the body, 
burying them like seeds in the earth. Soon those seeds sprouted: and I 
was surrounded by a real crowd of characters, who all had 
"something" of that first character: "something" therefore, partial, but 
which they had nevertheless developed in their completeness. I mean 
that even if they were ordinary, petty, restricted, shriveled, crippled 
(as most men are) as partial, nevertheless they too contained within 
themselves a potential totality, precisely, which is equally mysterious 
and infinite than that of the "God". 

Now all that crowd of characters that was available to my 
imagination as a novelist could no longer be called "symbols". They 
were random parts of a whole, mysteriously become totalities, i.e. 
men. They were chaotically part of reality, they could be dominated 
by an ordering mind only on condition that it was abstract and 
generalizing. In short, they were the Disorder. 

They were there around me demonstrating to me with extreme and 
incontrovertible vividness that historical time in practice never 
coincides with lived time. 

At this point, however, another urgent necessity arose. What to 
oppose to that living disorder? If that crowd - mysterious and full of 


human dignity, it is true, but nonetheless unstable, empty, crazy - was 
the protagonist, who was the antagonist? 

It was simple. I was the antagonist. 

But the moment I thought of myself as the only possible antagonist, 
that is, as a concept, I realized that in concrete terms, I didn't know 
who I was. I could not embrace my uniqueness, which was therefore 
practically invisible to me (as already, do you remember?, that of the 
God of Saul); and consequently my identity was perfectly mysterious 
to me. 

But my mind as a storyteller was terribly fertile. What did I do? 
From that whole that was looming over me, so to speak, I cut out a 
part of it. I'm not sure what criteria you followed in cropping it. 
Certainly, at least in appearance and on the surface, they were criteria 
of convenience: the ones that gave me pleasure. As long as this 
operation didn't seem fun to me, I couldn't go on. Finally, the figure of 
myself, as an antagonist, came out, more or less worked out and 
refined. And here I am. You see me. A small northern southerner, 
ugly, diminutive, with an accentuated nose, between aquiline and 
snub (like certain Arabs), a fleshy mouth and a little disgustingly red, 
too bright eyes inside two enormous wrinkled bags, a receding 
forehead, artistically long on the not so neat collar. Something 
eternally adolescent corrects all this in me, after all, and makes me 
almost agreeable: I have a ringing laugh, a little mad but naive, and 
the good will of others hurts me a lot, especially women, with whom I 
am terribly unlucky but also fortunate enough, it is that pleading air 
which I hide so well in my mild laughter, pleading air which tends to 
make me forgive my secret. Not only that, but having belonged to the 
world of poverty and even hunger also plays in my favor. 

Fine, but that's just a part of me. V In conclusion, I too have made a 
split, a dualism. The same that I had done in the God of Saul. Saul was 
also two. And each of the two parts of him had ended up becoming 
symbolic. And thus give order to the world (and readability to my 
eventual novel). 

No. I really didn't want that. 

I didn't want this comfortable quixotic and bourgeois dualism. I 
didn't want the contradiction easily overcome by a synthesis, and the 
peaceful proceeding, even if "on a spike" along the unilinear process of 
history. No, no, I repeat, the historian can never coincide with the 
lived, unless we want to lie to ourselves. 

I caught myself and dismembered myself. What I had done with 
Saul's God I did with Saul. After rebuilding myself, I dismembered 
myself. I had to be all, not two. Not two "myself' opposed to each 
other like light and shadow, the incomplete and the accomplished, 
ignorance and knowledge, the unlimited and the limited, the inside 


and the outside, and so on and so forth. put some, always defending 
the same thing. 

From my scattered limbs, another crowd was born. V As I have not 
described to you the crowd born from the scattered limbs of the God 
of Saul, so I will not describe to you the crowd born from the scattered 
limbs of Saul. It would be useless. V I would only make a list. Look 
out the window, and you will see v the crowd born from the 
pulverization of the Father, the God of Saul: the crowd walking down 
the street, or stopping there, like an inextricable [Gordian knot|, big, 
small, old, young, a gas station attendant, twenty motorists, fifteen 
young men in a bar, a small supermarket with women and children, 
two policemen on motorcycles: the light is dark, it is evening, the 
transparency of the air is hallucinatory, the first lights come on, some 
kids rush in, bringing joy, V it's dinner time... 

If, on the other hand, you want to see the crowd born from the 
pulverization of the character of the son, that is of Saul, look around 
here. V It is understood that it is an approximate idea that you can 
have. Things are much more orderly (designed) and confusing 
(superiority of design over itself) than that. 

My novel not "a spidionata" but "a swarm" was ready. I began the 
first operations, that is to compose the characters. The two opposing 
crowds constituted, it is true, a dualism. But it was a real dualism, not 
a symbolic one. It was filled with the mystery of origins. I could not 
say, for example, that the crowd of characters born from the 
fragmentation of Saul's God was "objectivity", you understand that. 
Nor, on the contrary, that the crowd of characters born from the 
fragmentation of the character of Saul was "subjectivity". Objectivity 
and subjectivity were constituent elements of both crowds of 
characters. At least as far as the single or inner life is concerned. But 
also [socially it was the same| thing. Could I say that the pulverization 
of the character of the God of Saul constitutes a poor or proletarian 
crowd? No: because the God of Saul was the Master par excellence. 
Could I then say that the pulverization of the character of Saul 
constitutes a bourgeois mob? No: because Saul was by definition the 
Lesser. Furthermore, both Saul's God as [Master|, and Saul as Subject, 
were poor. In short, the same mess remains in real class experience as 
in inner experience. My two crowds are the two crowds of reality: 
they are simultaneously two and one. 

From this my further manipulation makes sense. Precisely, as I was 
telling you, the mosaic construction of my characters, who were 
selected from the swarm only to be placed again. For example, here, 
in the pulverization of the father figures, is a young man with light 
hair and a bewildered and somewhat exalted black eye: he is 
apparently an underclass who does an occasional job as a furniture 


polisher. And here, in the pulverization of the filial figures, a lanky 
and slightly hunchbacked young man, with dark hair and a mildly 
smiling blue eye: he is apparently a student in whom political passion 
is hampered by an obscure knot of fears and inner anxieties that he 
hides with his adolescent laughter. Well, I mix the two characters: I 
transform light hair into dark hair, black eyes into blue eyes, I lend 
political passion to the underclass (thus making him an absolutely 
exceptional and surprising figure in the poetic sense of the word), and 
I leave it to the student ( become short in stature and [ fleshy p his 
knot of fears and anxieties not compensated by anything, not opposed 
to anything (here is another character is poetic). 

So, my novel, V was about to take V And all this recreated a new 
order. If the historian did not coincide with the lived, if not out of 
hypocrisy, then the lived, overbearingly, wanted to establish itself as 
historical.form... Form: this is, alas, the word. This form had its own 
internal laws, designed first to establish it, then to preserve it. 

It was, for me, failure, the end of the illusion of freedom. 

I confess that I would have adapted and resigned: and that I would 
have continued to write my novel, as freely as possible, according to 
the philosophy of the "least worst", if at the same time I had not 
become aware, as they say, of another fact. 

Indeed, of two facts. 

The first is this. In planning and starting to write my novel, I 
actually did something other than planning and writing my novel: that 
is, | organized in myself the meaning or function of reality; and once I 
organized the meaning and function of reality, I tried to take 
possession of reality. Possessing it perhaps on the mild and intellectual 
plane of knowledge or expression: but nevertheless, in essence, 
brutally and violently, as happens with every possession, with every 
conquest. 

The second fact is as follows. At the same time that I was planning 
and writing my novel, that is, I was searching for the meaning of 
reality and taking possession of it, precisely in the creative act that all 
this implied, I also wanted to free myself from myself, that is, to die. 
To die in my creation: to die, as in effect one dies, in childbirth: to die, 
as in effect one dies, by ejaculating in the maternal womb. 

In reality this mysterious desire, which, without my realizing it, had 
accompanied all the intense, complex, infinite work that I have 
described to you, slowly came to light, victorious, and emerged clearly 
and distinctly in my consciousness. Suddenly, all competing desires 
were {eliminated}. V 

I left the manuscript of my novel on the table (it was already a huge 
pile of notes and fragments), and left for Calabria. 

I remembered, as in a dream, the sea, which I had seen as a child, 


one Christmas my parents had brought me there: I don't know how 
they could have scraped together the money for that one return to 
their country. 

The town was actually a small fraction, made up entirely of houses 
as small as cubes, a little awkward due to the quicklime, as in Arab 
countries; with only a vaguely Bourbon square, like a crib. [ It was | 
halfway up between wild and inmenous mountains. At the foot of 
these mountains ran the railway, and behind the railway, beyond a 
small stony white beach with small sharp rocks, stretched the sea. 

When IJ arrived in front of it, coming down from the village, it was 
just as I had seen it as a child. A kind of blue barrier that seemed to 
hang over the slightly lighter blue of the sky. There was heat and 
silence. You couldn't even hear the birds singing. 

I stripped naked, and entered the water, walking with difficulty 
among the stones and sharp rocks: I wanted to get there where you 
couldn't touch, and thus die. 

My decision was calm and absolute, perhaps because it was made in 
some way outside of me. Dying drowned in that sea didn't really give 
me either pleasure or terror: it was simply the only solution left to me, 
a duty to fulfill without any possibility of [repentancel. 

So I pushed myself to the point where I no longer touched with my 
feet, and since I don't know how to swim, at that point it was enough 
for me to take a small leap forward and let myself go. So I did, and so 
I found myself completely immersed in the water. 

What a vision of supreme beauty appeared before my eyes! The 
light, down there, was diffused and at the same time full of flashes 
and swirls, very gentle, and of transparent_shadows, which [ drew 
around an immense paradisiacal landscape. [Therefore V I was not, as 
I thought, a few tens of meters from the coast, but right in the depths 
of the sea: the bottom, which the lights and shadows [ hinted at | 
floating, was the unexplored one of the ocean. Everything around me 
was warm, as well as softly luminous: and breathing was wonderfully 
easy and light. In that immensity I ascended and descended, I made 
slow turns on myself, blissfully: I couldn't say I was swimming, my 
slow darting in there was rather like a flight without wings... Here, my 
story is all here. It — it is definitely appropriate to say it — “desinit in 
piscem”: but to be hallucinatory, you must not believe that it is less 
real.» 


who established and maintained it 


[158] Note 100 L'Epoché: Story of four critics and four 
painters 


[159] Note 101 L'Epoché: Story of a father and his two 
daughters 


«Let's place our story — [ resumed | the narrator - here, in the 
surroundings of Rome. In fact we will deal with a man of the Roman 
nobility, so-called black. At the time our story begins he was forty 
years old and had two daughters of about eighteen to twenty years of 
age. They lived together (the wife had long since died) in a castle or in 
a noble house in the center of a town in Upper Lazio or Tuscia. The 
country, in those years (about ten years ago, even if they seem much 
more) was still intact. It stood with its tuff houses, with large walls 
and small windows, arranged along gloomy alleys which then ended 
up against a low wall overlooking a radiant valley. There was no 
shortage of long open spaces with small buildings with external 
inverted V stairways, the old cobblestones, a tiny Romanesque church, 
which could not be more ancient, set aside, and at the bottom, the v 
gray seventeenth-century church incomplete. Even the building where 
our protagonist lived - whom we will call, not without a hint of 
parody, Agostino - was a seventeenth-century building. It was wedged 
between the houses of the village on one side, and, on the other, 
against a green knoll of vines and [olives|, which, just below the 
building, ended with a rocky wall, in which a "bambocciante" sculptor 
had obtained a fountain with mythical characters "4 trompe l'oeil", 
some very small, some other huge, and all clownish. The porous xxx 
they were made of, however, gave them a strange authority. A lame 
provincial counter-reformism was contaminated by a popular spirit in 
which the myth was something real. Well. Agostino spent his days 
inside those enormous and well-kept rooms (even in their false 
disorder and void of decadence). He was an intellectual. He read, 
studied, received friends. V 

He had forced himself into that kind of exile immediately after the 
war. He had in fact been a fascist. However, we must immediately 
point out that his fascism was not at all objective and, so to speak, 
normal. Indeed he was completely aberrant. He was based on the 
misunderstanding that fascism was a great Right. Only when he had 
fallen (and this coincided with our hero's coming of age) did he reveal 
himself in retrospect, finally historical and cultured, a simple |sinister 
buffoonery. But Agostino was rich, and he could afford to live "in a 
manner", precisely in exile, paying provocatively and with [extreme| 


subtlety for his mistake. Even the world from which he kept away 
was, after all, nothing but error. A fake democracy no more or less 
clownish than fascism. The real big Right was more unfulfilled than 
ever; indeed, she had blatantly declined. The Center feigned 
progressive aims, even where it was most miserably reactionary 
(mafia, sub-government, schemers, current struggles). But in short, all 
these things you know better than me. Agostino loved his daughters 
very much, but they didn't get along very much, so much so that little 
by little they ended up becoming strangers with whom he played - 
without even too much hiding it - the scene of family affection. They 
ate meals together, when guests arrived they gathered together in the 
fireplace room, and their reciprocal attendance was all there. It was a 
friend named Tertullian (this too is evidently an invented name) who 
warned Augustine of what was happening. We were in the late fifties. 
It was not a question of real facts, but of internal facts, and they 
concerned the two girls. 

One of them, Laura, was in fact not happy with the life she led with 
her father in Isola Borghese. V Unbeknownst to everyone, everything 
was therefore thrown into crisis. It was a huge thing: the ground had 
collapsed silently underfoot, and now the chasm had opened, and 
there was nothing more they could do. If it had been a lifetime, never 
mind. But it was, as I told you, a play; and of a performance, above 
all, almost exclusively gestural. Agostino had organized his own life 
like certain poets (I am thinking of Gottfried Benn) who convince 
themselves that they are Nazis, and make the "gesture" of writing Nazi 
verses (even in Benn's case, however, Nazism was nothing more than a 
refined and laconic decadent conscience). Augustine did not write 
poetry. But, like most men, he expressed himself with his body, with 
his behavior, that is, with the scenic action of his life. Saint Augustine 
says it: "Do not unite with words, but unite with the word made flesh" 
("De spiritu et littera"), obviously remembering Saint Paul: "... since it 
is evident that you are a letter of Christ, written by us his ministers 
and written not with ink, but with the spirit of the living God: not on 
tablets of stone, but on tablets that are your hearts of flesh” (II 
Corinthians, III, 3). 

Why wasn't his daughter Laura happy with life with her father in 
the palace-monastery of Isola Borghese? As Tertullian informed, it was 
a very simple reason, I would say almost natural. Laura was a girl not 
even twenty years old. And it was therefore, in fact, more than right 
that she didn't like the boring life in that hermitage in Upper Lazio. In 
fact, she dreamed of the life of the Capital, with all that it implied. 
Her life calling was an irresistibly worldly calling, that's the point. 

This offended Adriana, the other slightly younger sister, who 
instead declared herself faithful to the, shall we say, stylistic project of 


her father, who made their life a work, even if necessarily in a 
manner. Indeed, it went even further than the "stylistic" paternal 
limits, as we will see shortly. 

Agostino faced Laura's problem, which presented itself, it must be 
said, as a "twist". Besides, he didn't have the slightest doubt about how 
she should behave. He had - originally - decided to be an 
authoritarian father, and an authoritarian father he had to stay. He 
called [ to him | Laura, and, albeit with the class of a cultured man, he 
communicated to her his V repressive decisions. No Rome, no social 
life, no ambitions, no compromises with Italian society. At the origin 
of Laura's worldly vocation there was evidently the same 
"theatricality" of her father (the two of her in fact resembled each 
other in an impressive way): therefore one found in her the 
psychological and ideological elements necessary to accept the 
repression; and to carry out that heroic act - which has been a great 
value for all the centuries and millennia of human history - consisting 
in resignation, and in the consequent internalization of one's 
disappointed aspirations. 

But as soon as Laura's problem was — or seemed to be - solved, 
Adriana's problem broke out. This time too it was Tertullian who 
informed Agostino, who hadn't noticed anything this time either. 
Adriana had suddenly felt in her heart, just in those days, an 
irresistible religious vocation. And she had even made the decision to 
become a cloistered nun. She was sure her father would not 
disapprove; yet she was afraid to tell him about it. Indeed, at the idea 
of talking to him about it she was gripped by an inexplicable terror. 

On this point too Augustine was immediately radical; no seclusion, 
no ecclesiastical uniform, no compromises with a Church that hadn't 
been able to position itself as the foundation of a great Right (!), and 
indeed, had indulged, albeit verbally, in recent years, in silly 
progressive rantings (developing in its bosom, together with the old 
ignorant cardinals like cowherds, of the insufferable Catholics of the 
left no less pietistic and unctuous). 

He was on the point of calling Adriana and giving her the repressive 
little speech he had made with Laura. When, suddenly, he had a 
revolutionary revelation upon himself, which enlightened him. It was 
June: a beautiful day - not without clouds filled with belated rain - in 
which summer had suddenly broken out. If a few drops fell from the 
burning gray expanse of sky, it looked like a drop of sweat. But often 
the hot wind opened up great glimpses of clear sky, and the oblique 
rays of the sun (it was already late afternoon) gave the deep valleys, 
the rustic villages, the oak woods a splendor of which the present, 
always so miserable, seemed unworthy. Agostino left the house and 
went for a walk behind the village, where the silence was deeper and 


nothing had changed since the v Middle Ages. A wild, Ariosto-esque 
sweetness hovered over the deep gorges, over the semicircles of mown 
meadows against the darker green of the Mediterranean woods. 
Augustine, unlike all the members of the Roman nobility, was not an 
ignorant man. |On the contrary], he was very cultured: a thing, this, 
which constitutes an anomalous case, so anomalous as_ to 
|make|probably arbitrary this story of mine. The fact is that Augustine 
not only had a good classical culture, but also a good knowledge of 
contemporary texts. Furthermore, even as an amateur, he had 
specialized in the history of the Church and in the history of religions. 
He could have studied the characteristics of his daughter's monastic 
vocation: recognizing what kind of sanctity she aspired to (even 
Adriana resembled him like a drop of water: therefore it was 
inevitable that if she had a religious vocation, her goal would not have 
could only be extreme, that is, precisely, holiness). 

He decided to talk to her for as long as necessary. Which he did the 
next day and the following days. 

In questioning Adriana, he was also questioning himself, given that 
the revelation about himself that had flashed through him v (and 
immediately dissolved) had made him so new and "problematic" in his 
eyes. 

The conclusions he arrived at when questioning Adriana were in a 
certain way positive. Her daughter's mysticism was of a spiritually 
high quality, that is, scientifically valuable. The Christian "cliché" was 
xxx from good archetypes. Adriana was prey to a real regression, that 
only her culture of her, and that certain mysterious crystallization, 
which distinguishes the schizophrenia of saints from that of madmen, 
prevented her from becoming a worrying symptom. She relived the 
"repetition" outside the awareness she had of it as a reader of the best 
mystical Saint Paul (she innocently forgets his suspected sexophobia 
and anti-feminism). The high quality of Adriana's renunciation of the 
world had to be taken into consideration. But she also relaunched 
Laura's case. Therefore, the worldly vocation of the latter also had to 
be explored. Which Augustine [did diligently. The exam was positive 
for Laura too; indeed, highly positive. Laura had no desire to enter the 
world for silly girlish vanity and superficiality. The di lei wanted to be 
a real intervention among men: of her social level, of course, of her, 
which here, however, must be understood as a cultural level. 

What, then, consisted of the revelation that Augustine had about 
himself on the occasion of the crisis of his two daughters? v Why - 
Augustine wondered - for so many years had he kept away from the 
world, in a state of voluntary impotence? And the lightning-fast 
answer he gave himself constituted precisely the illumination he had 
had upon himself: "I have kept myself away from the world in a state 


of voluntary impotence because I desire the world and I thirst for 
power". This question and this answer that Agostino had given about 
himself had their model on the questions and answers that he had 
been forced to give on the problems of his two daughters. “Why does 
Laura want to impose herself on the world? Probably, indeed, 
certainly because she fears him and she loathes him." “And why does 
Adriana definitely want to give up the world? Because she definitely 
loves him and she's tempted." 

The "thirst for power" that Augustine had rediscovered in himself - 
lying like precious material in an abandoned mine - was as [imposing | 
at least as his thirst for impotence had been [imposing]. And she 
immediately unleashed in him - as soon as he was recognized and 
admitted — with a violence worthy of her ancestors. 

His calculation was immediate. To re-enter the world and take 
possession of it, affirming | one's | power there. But how? v The 
opportunity presented itself to him: and better than that it was 
impossible to imagine it. He would have sent his daughters forward: 
two extraordinarily beautiful, extraordinarily noble women, and 
moreover endowed with real vocations and cultural interests. At the 
moment in which they had achieved the success that they certainly 
would have achieved, one as a woman of the world the other as a 
saint, here he would have presented himself, the father. He personally 
shouldn't have taken a step to go back into the current of lost time. He 
would already be standing on the best possible pedestal or trampoline. 
It is not very important to specify what his plans for concrete power 
were. The foundation of that great Right that he - probably the only 
case in a society like the Italian one - had so precise and clear in his 
head. And perhaps the inevitable links with neo-fascism, which he 
continued to despise, but which, in his strategy, could not be ignored. 

He called his two daughters, and, once again, imposed his 
"repressive" paternal will on them. In fact, his well-determined and 
unshakable decision was that they should swap roles: Laura, the 
daughter [ taken up| by a desperate worldly vocation, should take the 
veil and become a nun; while Adriana, the daughter [ taken up| by an 
irresistible and sincere religious vocation, should have gone and 
settled in Rome, to carry out there the most ambitious and worldly 
successful xxx designs. 

Both Adriana and Laura accepted, bowing their heads before their 
father's will. After all, for Adriana this was only a rule of her sincere 
sanctity; for Laura instead it was a calculation that made her worthy 
of her father, given that she had divined her intentions. 

About ten years passed (and we have thus reached the present day). 
Augustine's predictions came true exactly. Adriana, the mystic, 
became a powerful woman of the world. The life of rich and cultured 


Rome was now inconceivable outside of her. The fatuous Laura, for 
her part, became a nun whose piety immediately called upon herself 
the attention of the world, which grew so much, over the years, that it 
ended up [ claiming that woman | saint. And actually it would have 
been impossible, V prove the contrary. In the shadow of his two 
daughters, Agostino slowly came to light; and his authority, precisely 
because it was still hidden and legendary, began to be| irreplaceable. 

The day came when - repressing his yearning desire to express 
himself and impose himself - Augustine deemed it appropriate to 
abandon his now twenty-year exile, and reappear on the world scene. 
Everything was ready. This certainly could not have happened without 
the repercussions and results that Augustine promised himself, but, at 
the same time, any form of rhetoric had to be strictly avoided. 

But it is precisely on the morning of that historic day that our story 
ceases. Or rather, it folds back on itself, in that inner silence from 
which it had begun, even if this inner silence V is now profoundly, 
inexpressibly different. 


- Meeting of ecology sociologists (<?>, social, etc.) - With problems 
and strong points. With humorous language. With comparisons — 
Except that (instead of talking about <?> etc. I would talk about a 
gag) Dionysus appears and upsets everything. 

— The two days of the meeting on the ecological disaster end with a 
hangover for all the congressmen (aleatic wine and wine?) 

— Dionysus becomes horrible and criminal again 

— They were there to tell the truth, but precisely for this reason they 
didn't call it 


l'Epoché: Tale of the Child-Shit (child born of a man - a bourgeois 
industrialist — who shits) 


it 
annotation follows: delaying element: meeting of “learned” men in 
progress but which heralds the “Epochée” 


annotation follows: scenic situation: family reunion — the two girls 
think they have misunderstood... 


[160] Memo 102 L'Epoché: The story of two fathers and 
two sons 


“Let me give you some preamble! — said the third narrator - some 
cautious preamble, perhaps a little brilliant... It actually serves to 
hide, as you know, the tragic moment of the beginning, which is 
always, so to speak, an autotomy. Furthermore, telling puts being at 
risk, and therefore upside down. The narrator, faced with his founding 
phrase, enters a state of crisis. And it is the real crisis typical of the 
relationship with the sacred. The story is in the sacred enclosure. And 
the approach to this fence always requires a long, rather forced 
ceremonial. And funny too. The savages ironize, with a lot of wit, 
their strictly regulated approach to the place where the Spirit is. They 
make little antics, silly gestures. And so am I. My “brilliant” prologue 
is about the function of the rectum. The function of the rectum, I say, 
in the whole of human life, seen in its totality. Meanwhile, as you well 
know, and as I solemnly want to repeat here: 

“The rectum teaches the bladder conservation, and the bladder 
teaches the rectum generosity.” 

Engrave these words well in your memory, and perhaps use them as 
an epigraph to your personal story, if you lack the minimum of civic 
courage that is required. 

There is therefore no urethral eroticism that is not tinged with 
anality and anal eroticism that is not tinged with urethrality. 
Fundamental to character formation. However, at the same time, it 
should be noted that "rectum" (or ass) and "bladder" (or balls) are 
entities of late formation and definition. The heuristic hypothesis is 
that the assignment to them of the main role in the sexual act does not 
occur only during coitus, but throughout life (single or of the species). 
Once this assignment has been made, we then find ourselves - in short 
- faced with the double temptation to expel from us both the penis and 
the intestinal contents: which, in a hallucinatory way, have been 
identified with each other through their common identification with 
the child. Our dick is the child me, but shit is too. Furthermore, in 
conclusion, I want to remind you of the phenomenon of parental 
sexuality: the pleasure, that is, deriving from childbirth. Pleasure that 
men envy women, and which they try to obtain, by mimesis, by 
shitting (through a whole hallucinatory ceremonial, either of retention 
— constipation - or excessive evacuation - diarrhoea). All this 


constitutes the precedent of my story. But you can very well disregard 
it, like it is a hypnotic babble. In short, to fascinate you I have v and 
unfolded the tail. And now I enter you. 

Part of the Italian bourgeoisie still goes hunting. And he makes 
hunting a worldly ceremony. Wealthy industrialists, up-and-coming 
professionals, and perhaps even some intellectuals, gather together in 
the country house of a mutual friend, and, like the nobles once upon a 
time (who, however, still mingle with them, and are in truth highly 
sought after), organize hunting parties. Their ladies follow them. All 
of this - I think I can say it - already appears to you as potentially 
comical. And I think I know why too. Thus stated, these gentlemen 
and ladies of the good Italian bourgeoisie (which cannot be anything 
else, with rare exceptions, than the Northern one), present themselves 
to the imagination abstractly, in a generalization that fixes them in 
stereotyped physiognomies, of masks. And the masks are of course 
comical. Then when the attention is focused on the engineer Gianni 
xxx, that is on a single and determined mask, then the dull tickle of 
laughter - due to a humor not without hooliganism - becomes even 
stronger, or almost irresistible. At the origins of every figure of the 
Italian bourgeoisie there is something cartoonish, it is well known. 
Well, this engineer Gianni xxx was actually as you imagine him: 
Milanese by residence, Varese by birth, Ligurian by appearance, with 
a Roman touch in the black of his eyes and slightly graying black hair 
(grinding which, who knows why, it had something impious, 
unforgivable, it was so unconsciously vulgar). However, let it be clear, 
this engineer, as usual, could have been completely different from 
how I described him. Finally, who he was does not have the slightest 
importance in this ideological story of mine. So engineer Gianni xxx 
was on one of those hunting parties I was telling you about. His party 
had pitched their tents in a stupendous country villa belonging to the 
Countess C. A villa of glass, wood and exposed concrete. It stood in a 
large circular meadow slightly downhill, very green. All around there 
was a vaporous and dry frame of coppice woods, already half bare, 
with the last blood reds, and the fresh humus of freshly fallen and 
macerated leaves. From the recesses of these woods flowed a kind of 
immense aquatic labyrinth, formed by the branches of the Oglio: small 
winding canals, gray and even excessively transparent. They got lost 
in the coppice, as tangled as an African forest. Then, suddenly, we 
arrived on the banks of the main arm of the river, which was very 
recessed there. The bank, dark green, full of grass of every kind, was a 
kind of overhang, almost perpendicular to the current of a deep bottle 
green. A little path ran along this embankment, among the xxx 
remains, and among a few tufts of evergreen, beaded with humidity, 
and glittering in the Vv rays of the sun, with a stupefying smell of bark. 


Then the little path led to a point where the wood began to thin out 
until it suddenly ceased: and the Oglio, rising again from its deep 
embossing, spread freely in a thousand branches on a boundless gravel 
bed that lerdal towards the horizon Vv misty, V pearly. The water 
had turned a clear turquoise, divinely transparent. The sparse bushes 
of the coppice still grew, sparse, reddish in the middle of the bed. And 
the birds of autumn, in that patrician [ desert |, sang. 

It is at this point that the "useless fiction" ceases, and the actual 
representation begins, in which it is the gestures and the facts that 
speak: and the engineer Gianni xxx like the ascetic Pambo: "Hon sighé 
retOs epaideuse": he himself an instructive example speaking in 
silence. 

In fact, as soon as he came out of the tangle of the woods, at the 
large opening of the bed, the engineer Gianni xxx felt the first pang of 
his labor pains. V He wanted V not to notice, and went on casually, 
holding his precious xxx xxx xxx in his hands. But there was little to 
joke about. A new pang, shortly after, relentless, ran through his guts, 
stabilizing this time in a long pain that began to twist them. Engineer 
Gianni xxx, with his face disgusted by the inconvenience, pale, and 
covered by a chilled perspiration, brought his hands to his belly and 
pressed them there. In vain. The pangs, Vv that took your breath away, 
became more and more frequent and irrepressible. Already the 
engineer was looking around, with a dull gaze. In front, the expanse of 
the bed was bare, open. The first venchi bush was far away, and 
beyond a rippling, swirling current of turquoise water. Behind... 
Behind was the wood, the high grassy bank, in the shade. A slight, 
consoled expression of relief settled in the engineer's scrutinizing eyes. 
He ran towards there, already unbuttoning, and disappeared there. 
The place was a real recess. Green to scratch the cornea, with grass 
beaded with damp, and, around it, like the fence of a small temple, 
the thick fragrant shrubs of xxx. Almost in a state of happiness that 
prompted him to whisper to himself and perhaps to hum (parental 
happiness!), he stripped naked, and, almost in contrast to the urgency, 
laboriously, constipated, he got rid of the "intestinal contents". Having 
successfully completed this autotomy - usually creative only in a 
symbolic sense - the eyes of the engineer began to wander around 
again. Papers, there, there were none. There were nice leaves, smooth 
and clean. However, while the engineer was scrutinizing them, a little 
suspicious, to choose the most suitable ones for the need, he heard, in 
an indeterminate point, behind him, as in a dream, a slight, bitter 
moan. He immediately went out, leaving an unreal echo behind him: 
for a moment the engineer was reassured, sheltered from disturbing 
surprises even for a sporty and practical man like him. But only for a 
moment. Because soon that vague, isolated, surreal moan turned into 


a long, insistent wail of a newborn. 

The word "engineer" evoked Gadda in my mind, and a certain style 
of this exhibition derives from it. 

Now for logical genealogy not without restrictive reasons I pass to 
Faldella... With him we are still in the Po Valley; in a place similar to 
the one just described. Perhaps a little more rustic and insular. But it 
is clear that this is a high-Italian story and that it could not have been 
otherwise. The context in which it takes place is a context of 
bourgeois progressivism in which feminism plays a fundamental part: 
a non-ideological feminism, but, although perhaps not named, already 
mature and active for some time: reality modifier. While the engineer 
Gianni xxx was busy in what we know, something historically 
analogous happened in a little valley, not so far away, in Monferrato, 
an area of erratic immigration. 

On the burial site of a city, which in Etruscan and Roman times 
deserved the name of Industris, cracks (it is precisely Faldella who 
speaks) a wretched inactive village, which with the name of 
Passabiago slips from the hilly margins of the Lower Monferrato to the 
shore right side of the Po. 

In a crooked and deep valley, almost unexplored like a virgin forest, 
there was a very precious ruin of Christian antiquity; a small temple, 
the construction of which dates back three hundred years from the 
birth of Jesus Christ. 

It is said to have been founded by Sant'Eutizio. It suffered an 
incursion of Saracens. A stub of inscription scratched in the old stone 
“XI Kal. Nov. Rolandus”, and a vague tradition suggests a visit from 
Orlando in love, who then returned furious to regain his lost sanity. 
But of course later constructions were stratified on the primitive 
construction: the last one from the 15th century. 

At the bottom of the valley therefore lay, almost buried by brambles 
and dog roses, the gem of the little church. Its walls made of gray 
blocks of stone looked out onto a deep wood of centuries-old hazelnut 
trees, within which the clearings, with their carpet of dry leaves, [had 
a space| equally sacral, though naturally more archaic. The little 
church, however, was gripped in a grip of ferns — as well as brambles 
and tufts of dog roses. I think such ferns are extraordinarily rare: they 
were almost as big as saplings. And they were so thick, in the ground 
around the ruin - land that had probably once been that of the 
cemetery - that it seemed almost impossible to pass through, until you 
reached the inside of the church, of which only the four main walls 
were left standing. Not even a shadow was left of the ceiling and 
everything else. Now, the man who was crouched there inside the 
little church, in a tangle if it is possible even more dense with nettles 
and rabidly thorny bushes, to get there, must have performed a 


miracle. The fact is that there was. He was, I told you, crouched; the 
trousers pulled down to abundantly reveal the [ass], the head lowered 
between the legs, and, as far as he could see, the slanted eyes like 
those of a damned person, and the foaming mouth. But all seen 
foreshortened, because the pain that had driven that man there inside 
him now forced him to keep his head down, in a gesture of 
desperation. Behind him, almost a Platonic model, and a little 
presumptuous in his "educating by speaking silently", there was a 
beautiful Saint, the only intact figure of a fifteenth-century fresco, in 
which all the other figures were blissfully headless. A beautiful scarlet 
bodice covered our Saint, probably Saint Eutizio; bodice from which 
puffed sleeves protrude with white and light green stripes, a faded 
Veronese green. The breeches were black: but they were rather 
immodestly unfastened (almost like those of the distant great-nephew 
who crouched, drooling like a dog, under him). With an elegant 
gesture of his hand, our Saint Eutizio showed a wound on his thigh, 
just below the groin. Therefore, the hand that exhibited this mortal 
wound, pulling the sling, was suspended right above the cock: because 
one could definitely and legitimately speak of a cock when speaking of 
that hunk of a man, a peasant boy's song that the anonymous painter 
must have chosen as a model on site. The man who was twisting down 
there in certain spasms, which made him [stretch| his neck, almost 
crawling on the ground, was called Orlando. He wasn't from those 
parts: he was a southerner. It has not been handed down how he came 
to be in that valley near Passabiago, inside the ruins of the church of 
Sant'Eutizio. We only know that, having emigrated from the South, 
after a long series of vicissitudes he had ended up in Monferrato, due 
to certain friendships contracted in Turin with some of his villagers. 
There he had found a temporary job in a biscuit factory: if biscuits 
they can be called v. It was in fact the V “Krumiri”, a specialty of 
Casalmonferrato, year of foundation 1886, founder and inventor a 
certain Rossi, “Rossi” by far, who was succeeded by the present owner 
E. Portinaro: who however had not introduced (in packaging: as for 
the rest, who can say?) no innovation. The "Krumiri" were in fact still 
presented under the quality label of "Provv. of His Majesty the King of 
Italy and Royal Princes of Aosta and Genoa". Our Orlando, so 
unexpectedly acquired by us, was a man of about thirty, still a young 
man. In other times he would have been a buro or a miserly peasant, 
with a dull but trust-inspiring face, with hair like a_ soldier's, 
protruding ears and a pair of narrow eyes but of a| clamorous | blue, 
almost blind . Now, however, he was an almost |repulsive] mask: a 
certain better nourishment and a certain improved idea of himself (not 
to be confused with true dignity) gave him an air of artificial health 
which did not tie in with his natural health. . He might look a bit like 


an Italian-American. Furthermore, he was a perfect example of 
mimicry as successful as it was [degrading]. He had nothing more or 
less than any bourgeois young man in Turin. His hair was a big wig 
that fell down to his shoulders, an idiotic expression of superiority was 
fixed in his eyes, not without, however, the awareness of his own 
buffoonery (absolutely necessary to be accepted). Finally, in his bi 
hand, even in its current unaesthetic situation, he held an ae 
flirtatious purse in a corner. As for his labor pains, they too - like 
those of engineer V - were a mixture of "anguish" and "pleasure", in 
the form of a contrast between the desire for retention and the desire 
for liberation. Like the rest, also his autotomy, when it finally took 
place, V satisfaction that put the poor peasant - racially inferior but 
perfectly on par, albeit in terms of mask, with his bourgeois peers - at 
precisely the same level as the engineer Gianni xxx . He too, like the 
engineer, expelled the object of parental joys, turned his uncertain and 
searching eye around. There were only nettles and finger-long thorns 
there. But patience. He was about to pull up his flared breeches 
anyway and button them up with a buckle a palm's high, when he too 
heard a desperate, overbearing cry behind him. 

Both Orlando, therefore, xxx Orlando and the engineer Gianni xxx, 
experiencing the same circumstance, unexpectedly found themselves 
faced with what we could call the hierophany of the present that is 
coming into the future. The revelation. What you don't want to admit. 
What above all cannot be admitted, but which nevertheless remains to 
be admitted. 

The two turned around, looked around, explored, went "Dunno!" (or 
"Well!") pulling their heads between their shoulders, they started 
looking again: V until they had to admit, in fact, that the phenomenon 
to be investigated was V really v their shit. Because it was their shit, 
precisely, that was whining.” 


«Napoleon I surprised you a lavish abbey of Cistercians, who boiled 
capons in white wine, and sent the calves to plunge into the Po for an 
instant to fish them out and eat them like fish on lean days. The 
Corsican emperor abolished the abbey, dispersed the abbey fathers, 
and donated land and buildings to a spirited marshal Bonnelane, who 
played them and lost at tarot. In the political restoration, the convent 
was returned in more modest costumes. The minister Urbano Rattazzi, 
coul Rataz, fieul d'Cain, brother d'Caiffas, on the hooded pumpkins a 
l'a dait a famos crep - whereby the father guardian was able to sing, 
according to the lepid Piedmontese song of Brofferio: "Bruta neuva - 
bream frates — Bruta neuva for dabon. — Babilonys impii patres — portu 
1 Diau an procession”. (cf. p. 53 of the Adelphi Edition of 1974, of 
"Donna Folgore" by Giovanni Faldella). 


indeed 

tan 

the 

one knows 

a certain greater self-respect 


[161] Note 102a L'Epoché: Story of a cosmic flight 


«Have you ever dreamed of flying in the cosmos, and looking down 
from the height of the Moon or Mars? - The fourth narrator began 
with a certain aggression: and by flashing an ironic light in his staring 
eye, he continued - I do. I dreamed it. The impression I had of it 
remained alive and perfect in me. It's like I've truly flown through the 
cosmos. 

You may wonder if, with this debut, I'm not by chance starting a 
science fiction story. Well no. I would never do that. I think it's 
impossible for a storyteller to base himself on experiences that didn't 
really happen. What I am about to tell concerns the present. It is a 
light and a little silly story, yes. But our storytelling here is either 
crazy or it's not. Furthermore, by my nature, I could not be other than 
a mannerist. So my story is based on an experience I had in a dream. 
If I hadn't dreamed of making a cosmic flight, it would never have 
occurred to me to tell you this story about it. As for the rest, it is also 
all based on real experiences, as you will see. But I'll tell you about it 
flirting (and you'll understand why, again, in the end). It is part of my 
anonymous narrative coquetry, inventing the names of the characters 
from scratch. In this case a little humor — or, let's say it, potato spirit - 
doesn't hurt: it is part of the great system of estrangement. Enough. 
My story begins inside a spaceship. Seen from the surface of the Earth, 
such a spacecraft could be mistaken for a flying saucer. But its shape 
is not circular: it is spherical. And it is because it spins vertiginously, 
at a speed that only mathematicians have the terminology V to 
express, certainly not me, that, seen from afar, this sphere appears 
flattened like a disc. Inside the sphere that whirls at such a 
supernatural speed, so to speak, there is another sphere, a few 
millimeters smaller. This sphere is perfectly still: suspended inside the 
external sphere which whirls, moving vertiginously through the spaces 
of the cosmos. The ship left xxx xxx a few moments ago and is already 
a few hundred kilometers from the earth's surface. Exactly the height 
from which I looked at the Earth in my dream. Now, the speed of the 
external sphere is such that in practice it seems to volatilize and 
becomes transparent: so that from the portholes of the internal sphere 
— motionless - one can comfortably look out. The Earth is down there. 
At the bottom of the darkness of the cosmos: tinged with a celestial 
indigo. One sees its well-known form: the mass of France, the two 


peninsulas, that of Spain and that of Italy, with its disarming shape of 
a boot, etc. But everything, seen materially, in a real flight, at that 
more than dizzying, terrifying distance, appears exciting and 
mysterious. Soon the Earth disappears, and all that remains is a deep, 
lifeless void. I also dreamed this, I lived it perfectly in the dream. 

Those who watched the Earth disappear from the lower porthole — 
almost at their feet - were two very healthy men v in their forties. 
One was called Klaus Patera and the other xxx xxx. They looked 
together, in the same position, with the same expression in their eyes. 
However, they were not the only members of the crew. Indeed, in 
truth they were not part of the crew: they were two observers, exactly 
like me, at the moment in which I had dreamed the same event. Only 
they were two official observers. The inner sphere measured about ten 
meters in diameter. It was therefore almost as big as a salon. Inside 
this "sphere within the sphere" was in turn placed an enormous glass 
cube, which rested its four corners against the inner wall of the sphere 
and was therefore firmly contained therein. It was precisely inside the 
cube that the two "official observers" were located: as well as the 
actual crew (made up of half a dozen technicians). Naturally the cube 
was divided into several squares, and each of them was a kind of small 
room or cell. The technicians were scattered in these small transparent 
cells, in a nun's recollection. Everyone had his task of him, to which 
he waited silently inspired. The only two who did nothing but observe 
were the two official observers. 

At this point I will give you a simple set of information. And — for 
good reasons that you will understand in the end —- as objective and 
inexpressive as possible. 

That spaceship, so different from the spaceships we have been 
accustomed to seeing in recent years, was not of public production, 
but of private production. The gigantic technological effort, involving 
the simultaneous almost “team” work of a few hundred thousand 
people and a few dozen industries, had not been supported by the 
state. It had been backed by a large Corporation: as it might be ITT, 
for example — and I name ITT pour cause. The thing had not been 
disclosed: but since the first years in which the State had 
"monopolized" the construction of space ships, many private 
companies had protested, asking that they be granted the right to 
"cosmic space". And since the request was perfectly democratic, this 
"right" had been granted. Thus no one can be prevented from building 
automobiles, airplanes or ships, or from founding a newspaper or 
setting up a television transmitter. Public opinion, I repeat, was kept 
in the dark. After all, it was thought that the granting of the "right to 
outer space" could only be Platonic. Instead it was not so, even if — as 
we will see — there are the usual good reasons to believe that the 


private company that had built our spaceship was not entirely foreign 
to the State (in the same way that — to resume our example — the State 
could not have been extraneous to the ITT, when two or three years 
earlier this Company had organized the fascist massacres in Chile). 
However this is certain: that technical prodigy which was the 
spaceship which was now sailing in the cosmic spaces, was 
simultaneously dominated by two forces, or two powers. It was an 
ambiguous, amphibious ship. In it lived a dramatic dichotomy. The 
clash between the opposing interests of the two powers that had 
presided over the project and the construction was no less violent for 
being latent. That these two powers were constituted by the State on 
the one hand, and by the private company on the other; or by two 
competing private companies; or by two different shareholder groups 
of the same Company, in a fight to the death for power; or finally by a 
national power of order against a subversive, V foreign power - I don't 
know. Or at least for now I prefer to say I don't know, thus doing to 
the end of you of my collaborators. 

An observation, before moving on to other information (an 
observation due to the optimism — a bit manneristic, I repeat — of the 
narrator V). Spies are always pretty ridiculous: not just in fiction, but 
in reality as well. When one reads in a newspaper that a real spy has 
been arrested, and sees a photograph of him, one is generally seized 
by an intimate and irresistible hilarity. The spy is comical. Probably 
because she is forced to act. She has to play, say, the part of a baronet 
or a major in the British army. But a baronet or a major in the British 
army -— which in itself is comical enough - becomes irresistibly 
comical if they are fake. 

In fact, in his acting, the spy cannot invent, because he must 
imitate. Therefore, it can only be exaggeratedly the figure (perfectly 
conformist, respectable and perhaps only a little original) that it 
pretends to be. The comedy is even stronger and more open when the 
spy is finally unmasked. Babies who can't talk yet have their first real 
laughs when someone hides and then comes out. Acknowledgment is 
the prime paradigm of all hilarity. 

But let's continue with the information. The two forces or powers 
which constitute the dualism of our spaceship are, as we have seen, at 
war. The one who wins (i.e. will become the absolute owner of the 
spaceship and of everything that can be obtained through this 
spaceship) will also practically become the owner of the state. In fact, 
according to the calculations made by the experts, it would objectively 
greatly exceed the financial resources of the State. Which therefore 
would automatically fall into his hands. In any case, it would be a 
question of the seizure of power by one part over the whole. 
According to the cases that I have outlined above, therefore we would 


have: first, a private company would take over the state (probably 
with the fundamental connivance of the state); V a private company 
would liquidate a private company and then take over the state; Vv the 
owner of one part of the Company would liquidate the owner of the 
other part, and then take over the State; v the party supported by the 
analogous party already in power in another state would seize power 
in its own state. 

Klaus Patera and Misha Pila were two spies (and this is the last real 
"naked information" I give you). The sense of comedy that is already 
invading you is perfectly justified. The two, in fact, played the part of 
two Italian-Americans. And they did it with such commitment that 
never were two Italian-Americans more Italian-American than they 
were. Vitamins and proteins had erased the most evident racial 
characteristics (those due to hunger, buffoonery, the mood typical of 
begging and need) but had left the essential features intact: black eyes 
and eyebrows, snub noses, turgidity of mouths, plumpness and xxx of 
build, [floated| like indestructible fossils on the amorphous and 
mutilated physiognomies of average Americans. 

Now chance had wanted these two characters to be launched into 
space and find themselves in the middle of the cosmos: which could 
only automatically increase their comedy, isolating them, as it did, 
one in front of the other, and , both of them, facing the universe. 

But that's not enough. I told you, on a purely referential level, that 
Klaus Patera and Misha Pila were two spies. One spy of power that, 
for convenience, I will call "Urine", and the other spy of power that I 
will call "Feces". 

And here we are at the point: Klaus Patera, spy of the "Urina" power 
knew that Misha Pila was a spy of the "Feces" power. But even Misha 
Pila, spy of the "Feci" power, knew that Klaus Patera was a spy of the 
"Urina" power. 

Not only that: but Klaus Patera, spy of the "Urina" power, played a 
double game: that is, he was also a spy of the "Feci" power. 

And likewise Misha Pila, spy of the "Feci" power, also played a 
double game: that is, he was also a spy of the "Urina" power. 

Now V Klaus Patera, who played a double game, as a spy for both 
the “Urina” power and the “Feces” power, knew that Misha Pila also 
played a double game, as he himself a spy for both the “Urina” power 
and the power “Feces”: | while| V Misha Pila no: he didn't know that 
Klaus Patera was playing a double game: he only suspected it. 

In a small mirror or a graph drawn by a semiotician with a 
pragmatic or even behavioristic background - a small mirror or graph 
that is perfect in all respects for its typicality and absolute symmetry - 
Misha Pila's uncertainty would have constituted, so to speak, a Semi- 
unknown. Which, much more dramatically than a real Incognita, 


would have made the ambiguity [ constituted | by the dualism of 
design and power experienced by our spaceship in the persons of 
Klaus Patera and Misha Pila irreducible to any scheme, even of 
ambiguity. The abyss of heaven opened wide at the feet of these two. 
V It is not true that space is dark. Of course, there is no real light or 
clarity in it. But nevertheless "that" that sinks under the feet and opens 
wide above the head, through the portholes - that is, the infinite - has 
its own color, which emanates from itself. Frost and silence, but also 
solemnity, form that special indigo of cosmic abysses, which, at the 
extreme edges to which the gaze can reach, fades into a light - if it can 
be called that - celestial. I know all this, because I saw it in a 
revelatory dream. Both looking up and looking down, one experiences 
a |special] vertigo, which by grasping the bowels and stomach and 
making one almost lose consciousness, clearly show their 
intolerability. A poor human body is not made to tolerate them: and, 
feeling that vertigo-ridden, it is on the verge, so to speak, of rejecting 
itself, he understands that the hour has come in which he is winking 
at him, with a terrifying smile aimed right at him. to him, the 
nothingness into which he was born. However, not only vertigo is 
tolerated, but even the resulting terror has something sweet and 
exhilarating, like some childhood event. In that revelatory dream of 
mine I understood, once and for all, that our true origin is not the sea, 
that is [the original| maternal womb (to which, with all our strength 
we tend to return): our true origin is space. That's where we were 
truly born: into the sphere of the cosmos. In the sea we were perhaps 
born a second time. And therefore the attraction of the sea is 
profound, but that of the celestial space is infinitely more so. 

The planet to which the |amphibological| spaceship with Klaus 
Patera and Misha Pila was launched had recently been discovered. 
With reference to a casual quotation of St. Paul, made in the "Lausiac 
History" (which the discoverer was reading by chance in those days) 
the new planet had been called "Ta kai ta", or, by now, in the 
convention immediately formed, Takaita . (The phrase of St. Paul, 
which, coincidentally, referred to the Heavens, in the lausiac 
quotation, sounded: "Autos gar éleghe Paulos: 'Ho gar karpos tou 
pnetimatos estin' ta kai ta ..."). 

The new planet was extremely distant. The spaceship's journey was 
to take exactly three years, three months and three days. So Klaus 
Patera and Misha Pila had plenty of time ahead of them to observe 
and above all to observe each other; according to the scheme of that 
mirror of a behaviorist semiologist, which, alas, would have been so 
wonderfully perfect if there hadn't been the unfortunate Semi- 
unknown factor due to Misha's uncertainty. 

None of the men of the crew nor of the two protagonists, despite the 


prevalence of the serious tasks assigned to them by the company and 
by which they were manly understood - could escape the joy of that 
dive into the cosmos. : of that return into the spaces from which 
everything had come, |in an inorganic form]. Joy, I repeat, joy, albeit 
terrifying. 

The three years, three months and three days passed. The spaceship 
slowed its unearthly speed, and entered the stratosphere of "Takaita". 
The light reappeared. A light that came up as if from a fumigant 
funnel: frozen and ashy, with distant blue patches that looked like 
holes in another sky, summer and marine, and yellowish |banners| or 
smoke, stagnating thousands and thousands of kilometers away, 
probably around the planet. And here, in fact, the ball of Takaita 
appears, half-illuminated by its Sun (of course we were no longer in 
the solar system). Exciting, familiar ball! It approached vertiginously, 
because the speed of the ship was always vertiginous. Here we draw 
seas and continents, muddy, magmatic, with foamy lights that are 
both flat and grazing (from the height of the ship, in fact, with a 
single glance one could see, on the ball, the time of dawn, the time of 
noon and the time of sunset). Quickly the ship was right above the 
planet, at the distance of a common television satellite: that is, at the 
distance in which the design of the seas and lands becomes 
perceptible. And it was at this point that the unimaginable presented 
itself. 

As the ship approached Takaita's earth's crust, Takaita naturally 
spun: from day to night. And it is for this reason that what appeared 
to the eyes of the astronauts and the two observers, as well as being 
unimaginable, was also so rapid as to seem like a dream and leave 
such serious doubts about its reality: in short, as to suspend the sense 
on itself. 

What was all this surprise, astonishing to the point of disbelief that 
rapid dreams give? It simply consisted - albeit in the anomalous and 
crazy light filtered by other layers of the atmosphere - in the 
appearance on the earth's crust of Takaita, of shapes that recalled with 
a fidelity as to be in substance an identity, the shapes of the earth's 
crust of our globe. Here is the squat shape of France, below is the no 
less squat shape of the Iberian peninsula and the "boot" shape of Italy. 
An identity, I repeat, perfect. Immediately, however, everything was 
swallowed up by darkness: and the lightning-fast apparition - so lit - 
seemed, in the darkness, a spectral mirage. 

The ship lin the dark| landed. And she began again - after more than 
three years - for her xxx the convention of real time. The night was 
night and only night. And it was a night that regularly lasted, twilights 
included, a dozen hours. The darkness was deep. Takaita had no 
moon, or if by chance he did, that was a moonless night. 


The operations for disembarking from the ship were long. They 
should have lasted about as long as the night would have lasted. There 
is nothing more moving than the amazement of the technicians: and 
there is nothing more heroic than their stupidity and their sense of 
duty. Although naively amazed, they set about carrying out their task 
with the utmost seriousness. It could not be said that the night was 
finally over when the crew were able to get out of the ship. It was still 
dark all around: one could just glimpse, around, some immobile 
masses, perhaps trees or rocks: only to the east had the sky 
transformed into an enormous, dizzying crystal slab, through which a 
light, still low, was beginning to shine through, transforming the its 
deep indigo in an inky blue without a tinge, but already almost bright. 

The cosmonauts went out, and, as the experts had predicted, there 
was no need for a heavy diving suit full of ballast to walk, nor for a 
mask and oxygen tanks to breathe. She walked and breathed freely, as 
in our land. The crew was therefore able to leave the ship in coveralls 
and with their heads uncovered. Just off the ship, another astonishing 
thing filled the astronauts with astonishment and held them in silent 
alarmed attention: far away, deep in the darkness, had echoed the 
warble of a nightingale. But probably it - if it really was the warble of 
a nightingale - was the last of the night. Only an extreme interrogative 
sentence could be heard, little more than an echo. So it too 
disappeared too soon to seem true and not to give the impression of 
being the deception of a dream. The night around was warm, 
summery. However, there was, at the same time, that cool shiver that 
precedes dawn: in fact, the feet were damp with dew. How the sky, to 
the east, from a simple, endless slab of inky blue just lightened, began 
to mottle in an infinite series of precious nuances, among which an 
almost hard stripe of a cinnabar pink was already beginning to prevail 
— other noises mysterious, like | breaths, sighs|, began to be heard in 
the darkness. Until suddenly, this time without the possibility of 
ambiguity, larks began to chirp. Almost as suddenly, the air was 
bright. The light was there, already ready, a sad and pearly light, still 
cold. But it revealed everything, without "possibility of denial," in a 
gray fatality. 


«... we are like two abstract beings on a balloon who have met to 
tell each other the truth» (Dostoevsky, “The Demons”). 

Perhaps this is what religions were referring to, with the cult of the 
Ascension. As for the attraction of the sea, cf. especially "Thalassa" by 
Sandor Ferenczi, considered, apparently, by Freud "the most daring 
application of psychoanalysis that has ever been attempted". 

vomit 


[162] Note 103 L'Epoché: History of the massacres 


«If I have understood correctly - said what must have been the 
fourth narrator, preparing to pour his glass of ciceone - in all these 
stories, explicit or disguised, the same story is always repeated, which 
is the scheme, the paradigm, or , if you will, the real, historical 
"dromenon", to which these fictional stories, legOmena, give a 
symbolic guise, and refer to it. This "first story" seems to me that could 
be entitled: "History of a failed coup". 

Now I will tell a non-symbolic, non-secondary, non-secondary story. 
It does not refer to the "History of the Failed Coup", but it is. Whether 
the failure is a momentary failure or a permanent failure is something 
I leave to you to judge. As I leave it to you to judge whether it is 
historically possible or simply a reckless attempt. 

You will certainly wonder who I am, anonymous narrator - and 
moreover a teetotaler due to mourning - who can tell you such an 
important "first story", which did not occur in myth but in reality. 
Well, gentlemen, I am nobody. Outis, like Montale. Chance simply 
wanted me to be a connoisseur of facts. Facts that I therefore limit 
myself to reporting. Besides, I'm not even in the trade. I am a man 
who lives on an income, and I do not practice any profession. I spend 
my time doing cultural research as an amateur. And this is what 
offered me, precisely casually, the opportunity to come to know the 
"facts" in question. Just as it is also my economic condition that 
establishes, almost automatically, by its own necessity, the style of my 
reporting. Why? For I, at the same time, have much to lose - being a 
rich man - and nothing to lose - being engaged in no work and no 
responsibility. Consequently - as a person who has a lot to lose - I will 
not name the protagonists of these events or the places where these 
events take place; as a person who has nothing to lose, I will report 
the facts as they have been reported to me, without fear of their 
terrible truth. 

But first, a few words about the "case" that made me aware of such 
a story, or rather of its meaning, which can be reduced to a synopsis 
of no more than two or three typed folders. I have not come to know 
more (but it seems to me that it is enough). I was in Katmandu, and I 
was there because one of my "hobbies" is to collect popular music. I 
didn't know that in those days in Bhadgaon there was a great popular 
and religious festival, roughly corresponding to our Easter or our 


Christmas. So I found myself in a small square in Bhadgaon by chance, 
actually following the itinerary of any tourist: instead of holding a 
common film camera, I was holding a slightly less common \V, that is a 
beautiful Nagra. Besides, it was night: and the camera would have 
been completely useless: while, as far as I thought, there was a 
[beautiful] atmosphere for my [ribbon]. In the little square [ there was 

an unusual animation. And distant songs and music could be heard. 
This is absolutely normal in the evening in Nepal, because people 
always gather in the small rooms of the temples to sing, 
accompanying themselves with two or three ancient instruments. But 
those songs and music that resounded at times close at times far away 
on the Bhadgaon square had something special. Groups of people soon 
appeared holding small torches, slightly larger than matches, and 
brass saucers with small offerings: little red flowers, a little crushed, 
some red powder, too, perhaps a spice, half handful of rice, chillies, 
and other indefinable substances, between orange and purple, all 
strangely soaked and as if withered, and at the same time precious. 
The people held up those heavy metal saucers with offerings, not 
hiding their excitement, happiness, haste. They were groups of 
families or friends. Fathers and mothers with their children, or 
companies of young men. Around their necks they all had necklaces of 
red beads, or red thread, with a string hanging across their chests. 
Even on the head - in one ear — they had those flowers of an orange 
color that faded into an indefinable cinnabar red. In the middle of 
their foreheads, then, they all had a large mole, precisely of that 
mysterious colour: a sticky paste stuck on with a flick of a finger. In 
fact, a very cheerful old man, with slits of laughing eyes between 
wrinkles and protruding ears — followed by a group of young men also 
laughing, but [ with more shyness and en ay than children -— 
approached me and with a flick of his dark forefinger made that 
reddish mark on my forehead: which aroused a general cheerfulness. 
So much so that one of the young men, small and merry as a little boy, 
came up to me and put, as an extra, a necklace of red beads around 
my neck. I was now decidedly, even if jokingly, one of them. As a 
tourist, this was embarrassing. But I was not discouraged: my interest 
in everything that happened to me was - for a collector of popular 
music - too exciting and real. And then I can never feel any racial 
difference, or even social and historical. Just by nature. Finally, with 
that mole on my forehead and that necklace, and above all, those 
loving smiles around me, I felt perfectly at ease, even if I was almost 
trembling with emotion and tenderness. My occasional companions 
and guests, however, did not let their grace weigh even a moment: as 
the first moment of joy of the encounter, with his smiles was 
exhausted, they, [ intact l went on their way. 


It was already dark. The small red brick houses and palaces, with 
their stone bases and their carved wooden friezes, especially under the 
cornices and around the small windows, the temples with their 
repeated outlines (here, in this little square, there was one archaic, 
very rustic), the groups of tabernacles scattered a bit everywhere on 
the small red brick pavement of the streets, with their stone planks, as 
in our cities, the washhouses, at the bottom of the stone steps in deep 
and large holes, with their thousand precious friezes and statuettes — 
everything was about to be swallowed up by the darkness of a 
moonless night. The groups of people with their candles all went 
towards the end of the little square — the last one in Bhadgaon, 
towards the countryside — and took a stupendous street, surrounded 
by small buildings with stupendous little wooden portals or loggias, 
alternating with the frequent tabernacles, with their exquisite bronze 
monsters. I too went down there, mingling with the crowd. I soon 
reached the end of the street, which opened onto an open space, full 
of stupendous wooden loggias, with a rise in the center, full of the 
usual tabernacles, and now completely full, like the rest of the internal 
courtyards, which could be glimpsed behind the doors and at the end 
of the alleys, of expanses of red chili peppers and I don't know what 
yellow cereal, left to dry. Around there were still small temples, with 
their courtyards filled with statues, statuettes and small altars. The 
clearing was suspended high above the countryside, which could be 
glimpsed, thick green and muddy, in the darkness. The crowd had 
become very thick. Some stopped in the alleys or in the loggias, others 
in the middle of the clearing: others finally took a road, with a 
cobbled road no longer of bricks in a herringbone pattern, but of 
irregular stones, which descended towards the first muddy fields. But, 
above all, an extraordinary and exhilarating thing for me, everywhere, 
around, there were groups of men and boys playing instruments at the 
same time: some groups were poor and haggard, with rough archaic 
instruments and the ever-present rustic drum. Other groups, however, 
were numerous: real gangs. And these also had modern instruments: 
even violins and trombones, although they played their old tunes. 
However, some motifs did not always seem to me to be European: 
probably English, assimilated and elaborated during the colonial 
period. That so many groups of people played at the same time here 
and there, in that open space, was already, I repeat, an extraordinary 
and exciting thing for me. But it was little compared to what awaited 
me shortly thereafter. All the groups, whether playing music or simply 
carrying votive offerings, after lingering a while, merrily descended 
the road towards the countryside. I mixed with them. And this time I 
was literally squeezed into a cramming crowd. On either side of the 
cobbled street were ditches, filled with muddy water that smelled 


sharply of fresh human feces. In addition to the ditches there were the 
last low walls and the last enclosures of small farmyards full, 
overflowing with piles of hay and straw, tools and xxx. Then the 
campaign began, and the stinking ditches overflowed into the muddy 
edges of the fields. So the crowd, in the midst of which I walked 
slowly and with difficulty, was all contained in that road lost in the 
darkness of the countryside. And the march was all the more difficult 
as, precisely, after a while the crowd began to meet the other crowd 
that was returning back (I still didn't understand from where): and this 
crowd too was made up of groups carrying the jars of offerings (now 
empty) and playing their instruments. There was music, refined and 
wild, much closer to Western music than that of any other Eastern 
country: a music that rose as if by a miracle, dense and festive, in the 
midst of the crowd. Quickly it approached, and quickly, after having 
resounded deafeningly in the ears of those who passed it, it 
disappeared behind it towards the city. Quickly, yes, strange as this 
may seem, given the slowness with which the crowd proceeded in the 
two opposite directions. But that was it. I walked, pushed about by the 
crowd, holding up my tape recorder. The music arrived, intersected, 
disappeared. To play, I repeat, were men, even the elderly, and boys. 
But the majority were of the latter. And everyone was laughing, 
participating in the general happiness, and, as always with young 
people, they wanted to be champions. They were all young people 
who looked like little boys, with smooth faces, black hair neatly 
clipped, partly dressed in European style, in simple white blouses, and 
partly in their traditional clothes, consisting very simply of a white or 
light tunic, over trousers of the same color. They cheerfully played 
their instruments, crossing with their peers, and then disappearing 
towards the city without lights, looking forward to who knows what 
other continuation of the festivity. The road was getting narrower and 
more crowded, all the more so as the fields around had become 
veritable marshes, always vaguely smelling of fresh human shit, of 
children. Walking, among all that deafening music, that crowd that 
was becoming more and more fierce, was almost impossible. Finally I 
began to understand, with more precision (because I had already 
imagined it) what it was about. People made pilgrimages to a temple, 
or to a large tabernacle which could now be seen at the end of the 
road in the darkness. And it didn't look particularly ancient and 
beautiful, either. This also happens for the sanctuaries that are the 
destination of pilgrimages in Italy. It stood over there, in the muddy 
ground, beyond a ditch crossed by a poor wooden bridge. Suddenly, in 
the midst of a particularly dense group of crowds, among which it 
seemed impossible to pass, also because she was seized by a kind of 
orgasm or panic, the stupendous simulacrum of a divinity appeared in 


front of me: in reality it was nothing but a puppet , perhaps made of 
cloth and straw, like those that in Europe are burned either on the 
Epiphany or on the May holidays. But he was clothed in superb robes 
and had a mask attached to his face. Neither the clothes nor the mask 
were really rich, of precious materials. Indeed, they were poor. But 
the splendor was in the conception, which was nevertheless 
completely, purely popular. It was the captious, tortuous, sumptuous, 
baroque madness of popular imagination that reached an otherwise 
unattainable refinement. The predominant colors of the garments 
were two colors that are usually combined in the great Mannerist 
painting: red and green. A vaguely violet red, clear, and a poisonous 
green, of freshly sprouted wheat. Especially the strips, frills and 
ribbons were of those colors. And they were tied in strings and knots 
which, at least to me, reminded us of the strings and knots of the very 
elegant Alcibiades as he presents himself to Socrates in the Banquet. 
That simulacrum was carried by a group of young men: but it was 
immediately snatched from my sight, although they tried to hold it up, 
such was the crowd. I saw it sway and immediately disappear. But 
soon another similar idol appeared, crowded with knots and pendants, 
in a ragged and baroque sumptuousness, with the features of its rosy 
mask impassive. It too was swallowed up by the pious and possessed 
crowd. Slowly I proceeded towards the temple. Since there was now a 
fairly deep ditch under the road, I got off the road and walked, as 
indeed others did, at an angle, along the slippery bank. And so I 
arrived at the wooden bridge, full of fantastic handcrafted friezes, 
which led to the clearing in the middle of which was the small temple 
erected as a sanctuary. Yes, it was neither an ancient nor a 
particularly beautiful temple. People spread out in the clearing, 
trampling in the mud, and went around the temple, pausing in front of 
the statues of the divinities to pray and to place their offerings. Like 
all the other temples and small temples, this one too was full of small 
bronze bells, and people shook them, making them resonate sharply 
and deafeningly. I too walked around the temple, with the groups of 
pilgrims. The countryside around was damp, sad and black. When I 
returned to the clearing in front of the temple, instead of immediately 
crossing the bridge again, I stopped for a while, on the edge, next toa 
large, balding bush surrounded by very tall reeds. I had been there for 
a few minutes, always with my tape recorder raised (the music that 
followed one another incessantly was mixed with the messy tolling of 
the small bells), when, behind me, I thought I heard a moan. I strained 
my ears, as far as it was possible to do so in that din. It was just a 
lament, a human lament. It came from behind the bush, among the 
reeds. I pushed myself into the middle of the entanglement — around 
which, among other things, the persistent smell of children's shit was 


more acute — and, lying in the mud, I saw a human body: from the 
massive dimensions and from the clothes, I understood that it was of a 
European. I bent down and lifted his head, horribly covered in slime. 
It seemed to me that his mouth was bloody. He spoke to me, in a faint 
voice. But at that moment the ardor of the bells was such that I could 
not hear his words. But after a while I got the gist of it. He spoke in 
English. He had to be American. But when he realized, from my 
pronunciation, that I was Italian, he too began to speak Italian, almost 
perfectly. He had a long, yellow, miserable face. The long hair that 
was fashionable among young men (but he was about forty) fell 
abjectly down to his shoulders. His air was that of a drug addict, who 
doesn't know if you look in the eyes of others for complicity, 
forgiveness or admiration. In any case, his face was imprinted like a 
smile, distorting and continuous, of someone who, having been lost or 
degraded, is harmless. But that man was dying. Everything I learned 
about him by watching and hearing him was something indelible 
which, however, was about to be cancelled. After all, how could it 
have been otherwise? Like everyone else, he too remained himself 
until the end. He told me in the toneless voice of one who feels the 
emptiness of a mortal trauma within himself, how things had gone. 
"Those there", i.e. the poor citizens of Bhadgaon all caught up in their 
peasant festival, "had killed him". Apparently with a beating: in fact, a 
few hours earlier, when it was still day, he was there with his camera 
(I realized it: it was on the ground next to him in the stinking mud), 
filming the preparations in that clearing, somewhat poor, of the 
ceremony. Some kids had come to insistently put themselves between 
his camera and the things to film. He had repeatedly asked them to 
move away, but they, perhaps due to an absolute inability to 
understand his needs, did not move: so he, as he expressed himself, 
"kicked one of them in the ass". I looked at him. How could such a 
man reduced by degradation to meekness have kicked someone's ass? 
Question that he remained unanswered. The fact is that the child so 
severely punished ran crying to tell the elders. They intervened 
indignantly, perhaps after a brief council. What is certain is that their 
reaction was collective. They arrived in a large group, offended to the 
point of exaltation. They demanded that the culprit, to make up for it, 
would kneel down in front of the eldest of those present and kiss his 
feet. One also wondered how meek men like the Bhadgaonians could 
go to such an excess. But this, too, was a question destined to remain 
unanswered. The culprit did not feel like kneeling before anyone or 
kissing anyone's feet. Then they began to beat him with sticks, and in 
short they lynched him. Now he was kicking the bucket, there, behind 
that bush, in the mud, while the festive chimes of the temple bells 
rang ever thicker and more deafening. I understood that he was 


preparing to leave me, in a hurry, his last will. But it wasn't precisely 
a last will, but a kind of confession that he made to me because I was 
Italian. He did not want to be helped, transported to the hospital. The 
important thing was that he spoke to me. He had a kind of impatient 
sympathy for me about it, noting how I lied and pretended there was 
still some hope for him. In this he behaved like a perfect bourgeois. 
Only shortly after did I learn that he was of Italian descent (but of an 
Anglo-Saxon mother), and that he belonged to the mafia. What he had 
to confess to me was what he knew. His fault, therefore, consisted in 
knowing. Perhaps, like those peasants who had beaten him to death, 
he believed in God, and he wanted to pass on to the other light world. 
Maybe. Or he wanted to take revenge on someone. What he told me is 
a short period of recent Italian history (exactly six years). My Nagra 
always worked. So everything he said to me is recorded on a tape, 
mixed with the obsessive tolling of the bells and the Nepalese music, 
which continued to resound in that stretch of dark and cold 
countryside under the looming mountains. 


[the story of the dying man is in the first person: a long story that 
begins in America — assassination of Kennedy - arrival in Greece - 
Italian fascists etc. 

The dying person tells what he knows: but also what he has come to 
know from other dying people (three or four) who in turn, before 
dying, tell him what they know. 

The dying of Nepal is therefore the last in order of time. I suspect he 
wasn't killed by the good Nepalese. However he [metalinguistically] 
insists on saying that there are two phases of the massacres, two, and 
the narrator repeats it to his listeners: There are two phases, two] 


One of these falls in front of his feet at night from fourth floor of a 
clinic (D'Ambrosio). One dies by falling down an elevator shaft. 


no 
Anglo-Saxon 


si mettesse in ginocchio davanti al pit anziano dei presenti e gli baciasse i piedi. C'era 
anche da chiedersi come mai uomini miti come gli abitanti di Batgaon potessero arrivare a 
un eccesso simile. Ma anche questa era una domanda @estinata a restare senza risposta. I1 
colpevole non si senti di inginocchiarsi davanti a nessuno né di baciare i piedi di nessu= 
no. Allora quelli cominciarno a prenderlo a bastonate, e insomma lo linciarono. Ora stava 
tirando le cuoia, li, dietro quel cespuglio, nella melma, mentre i rintovchi festosi delle 
campane del tempio risuonavano sempre pik fitti e assprdanti. Capii che si disponeva a la= 
sciarmi, in fretta, le sue ultime volonta. Ma non si trattava precisatente di ultime volon= 
ta, bensi di una specie di confessione, che egli fece a me in quanto io ero italiano. Non 
volle saperne di essere aiutato, trasoprato all'ospedale. L'importante era che mi parlas= 
se. Su cid aveva una specie di impaziente compas ione nei miei riguardi, osservando come io 
mentivo facendo credere che ci fosse per lui ancora qualche speranza. In questo wi compor= 
+d da perfetto agglosasgone. Solo poco dopo venni a sapere che era di origine italiana (ma 
di madre fe), @ che apparteneva alla mafia. Cid che egli aveva da confessarmi era cid 
che egli sapeva. La sua colpa, dunque, consisteva nel sapere. Forse, come quei contadini 
che loa avevano ammazzato a bastonate, credeva in Dio, e voleva wm passare all'altro mondo 
leggero. Chissa. Oppure voleva vendicarsi di qualcuno.Cid che egli mi raccontd 8 un breve 
periodo della recente storia italiana (esattamente sei anni). Il mio Nagra funzionava sem= 
pre. Percid tutto che egli mi ha detto é registrato su un nastrino, mescolato ai sumimk 
rintocchi ossessivi delle campanelle e alle musiche nepalesi, che continuavano a risuona= 
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[163] Note 103a An [uncertain| fixed point 


I don't know if a formal structure really includes all the reality of a 
book. On this identification between form and content I would not 
have Sklovsky's certainty, also because every "unity", apparently, has 
always been "idealistic". However, there is no doubt that an identity of 
linguistic forms implies an identity of non-linguistic forms. For 
example, the entire present work is clearly divided into two parts (in a 
structural sense, because, I repeat, I am not writing a real story, but I 
am making a form): the first part is a "political bloc" centered on the 
struggle of power against the communist opposition; real fight, with 
real tension; the second part is a "political bloc" centered on the 
struggle of power against fascist subversion: conversely, a pretextual 
struggle, with a pretextual tension. Division of forms that exactly 
reproduces that of the last story inserted in the text, and attributed to 
an anonymous narrator in a circle of educated people. This "transfer of 
meaning" in a work between compartments that should be watertight 
compartments, V can certainly embarrass the reader. And I, like the 
Marquis De Sade, think that "Le lecteur a droit de se facher quand il 
s'apercoit que l'on veut trop exiger de lui..." This is why I generously 
posed the dilemma to him in almost elementary terms . 


follows: ? 


[164] 


[Instead of Zen tales| 


Two stories about the Epoché: the total change of history 

1) The story of the discoveries of an artistic personality (a nobleman 
discovers a poor painter ; a poor man discovers a noble painter; a 
petty bourgeois discovers a petty bourgeois painter who 
disappeared in an extermination camp): but then here is the Epoché, 
and no painter can be discovered anymore 


2) The father and his two daughters (saint and worldly): when he is 
about to reach his goal, here is the Epoché who transforms the 
values 


(comments from narrators and listeners follow) 
3) Tale of the Child-Shit 
(May 1974) 
4) Character created by dividing a person in two. 


Character created as a synthesis of an infinite number of characters, 
or an infinite number of characters created by the pulverization of a 
single one. 

In the first case we have order (which can therefore arise from 
dissociation) and death; in the second case there is disorder and life. 
In an intermediate case we have a block: that is, the Epoché. 


(June 4, 1974) 


[165] Note 102 L'Epoché: comments in the living room 


1) New era (of the "Communi" etc.) 
2 ) End of the Church 


3) End of classic Fascism etc. 


[166] 


Note 103 — Research for a new Carmelo Pisa 
"104 — Return to Turin 

"105 — Turin station, pension Sicily: the 20 
" 106 — Episode of the winds 


"107 - Disappearance of the winds, they meeting with the twenty 
fascist spirits 


"108 - The bomb 


" 109 — Vision of the massacre 


[167] Note 103 A literally indescribable anxiety 


While around [him| the roar of the Festa del Quirinale continued, in 
the background, and close to his ears, the cultured discussion, like a 
living bas-relief on a heavy and looming stone, Carlo felt penetrated 
by the pain of Carmelo's loss, or than anyone else who had been in 
Carmelo's place. The desire to find him robbed him of his senses; and 
the feeling, fatal, which clearly told him that he would never find him 
again, was like a physical pain that v [ held in its grip | everything in 
him that was mortal. From that condition, like a pit from whose edge 
he had the time and the way (like a dreamer) to lean Vv, and cast a 
glance at the world around him: | he recognized him, and this only 
increased his despair . How true they were V all those who stood 
around him, who spoke, who smiled, who sought each other, who 
avoided each other, in the uproar of life and of an old political 
struggle, bleeding moreover with novelties like his wounds! | There in 
middle, the memory of Carmelo's sex, enormous like the grappling 
hook of a pirate ship, of a tool found in farmyards, in carts pulled by 
oxen, and at the same time V, almost silky, tender, in its hardness — 
the he made him stagger, with his heart in his throat. And it is at this 
point that I must note that behind Carlo's desire and pain there is 
nothing: there are no equivalents, no precedents, no examples, no 
codes. What had bound Carlo to Carmelo so deeply that for that bond 
Carlo would have been willing, as they say, to give his life, was 
something perfectly arbitrary and gratuitous: something that cannot 
be found either in books on the history of religions or in ethnology 
books, nor in anthropology books, nor in psychology or 
psychoanalysis books, and not even in novels and memoirs: that is, in 
all |knowable|, which — ordered in albeit an immense, unlimited 
library - [I I could| consult, to | help me| in the assumption of 
describing Carlo's desire and pain. Those who have lost a loved one 
can only understand the intensity, the violence. Phenomenology: 
certainly not the meaning. In fact, this meaning was invented for the 
first time, in a total derangement of reality. In front of Carlo, an idle 
waiter, at the end of his work done without participation, was looking 
at his nails. The first shadows of evening had already fallen; but the 
wind had also stopped, and it was hotter; from the houses around, 
down towards the Trevi Fountain, came some confused music. 

At this point I feel it necessary to make an observation, especially 


for myself. The stylistic system of this book of mine prevents me V 
from inventing a character whose definitive departure or whose death 
can make one move, or even (as I have no shame in considering 
natural) give birth to the ancient, human desire to cry . 


The indescribable nature of an anxiety 
the divine 
of a loud cry, as disconsolate as it is comforting 


[168] 


I Political bloc 
[The sources — Yellow appendices] 
[Things you need to know] 


* First phase - experienced by Charles I semi-consciously (?) - of 
government construction ( State) of anti-communist massacres (see 
notes) 


[169] Note 103b Second political block (Premise) 


What is now to be narrated in this book is, again, "something 
written". But "something written" which by now only refers to 
"something written" previously. 

Only the initiated reader - and precisely initiated into the writing of 
this book - can perhaps claim to understand the column of signs 
imprinted on the page he is about to read. 

"Something written" had previously recounted the genocide wrought 
by Power among the working class and in any case poor, through the 
imposition of new Models (which, radically transforming the workers 
and the poor, had literally made them disappear from the face of the 
earth). 

Now, "something written" literally tells of a criminal initiative by 
Power (indeed, by the State, to be precise). 

Now, the criminal initiative taken by Power in its state bureaucratic 
form, and described in this "block of signs", consists precisely in a 
violent form of anti-working class struggle, and to be precise anti- 
communist. 

The question of the problem is therefore, what is the point of all 
this, if, as we saw in the aforementioned "block of signs" above, the 
working class, or at least the poor, has actually "disappeared from the 
face of the earth"? How is it possible, indeed, conceivable, to fight 
against those who no longer exist? 

Of course, an explanation can always be given. In this case — 
artificially posited by me — the explanation is this: Power is always, as 
they say in Italy, Machiavellian: that is, realistic. It excludes from its 
praxis everything that can be "known" through Visions. Now, the 
Vision that describes the violent end of the working class is found in 
this novel, it is included "in the domain of this writing": and it is only 
here, therefore, in this very place, that the intelligence of Power must 
reckon with with the visions. 

Now, since it apparently does not do them, it proves to be scarce, 
ineffective, obtuse, fearful, ruthless, criminal. While — as we will see 
later in a third “block of signs”, in a third block of “something 
written” — it is not. The stupid behavior of Power ({assembling| a huge 
machine, structured in a chain of common crimes to destroy 
something that Power itself has otherwise already destroyed) is 
actually, at least in this context, enigmatic. The light of history needs 


a calendar: upset the chronological sequence of events just a little - 
perhaps by breaking them down into their elements - and the light of 
history goes out, and no longer explains anything. 

The postponement of a series of (realistic) crimes to a Vision - a 
postponement that mocks the logic of Machiavellianism or political 
realism, making it frighteningly antiquated - is however - mind you - 
an indictment. Because politicians, as well as not being murderers, 
must also be able to have Visions. 


[170] 


—|Note on the fainting Shit (<?> )| 
—|The monument "to laugh" 
—|Note to "" (commitment made with the reader to guide him)| 


Part I 
- Feast of Julija Michajlovna (Carlo = Stavrogin = Tagore) cheekily 
Giulia De Micheli (eternal feminine) < ?> of Dostoevsky - 
parasitic moment - “rewritten” with analogies, concordances, etc. 
current world (feminists instead of governesses, but always see the 
Demons) — Also men of letters — also literary quadrille — etc. 


Part II [awaiting the scandal] [various and very pregnant physical 
aspects of C.] 

— All paraphrased by Dostoevsky because C. goes to hell etc. but not 
with a disaster (fires or crimes) but with the scandal of the two 
twists concerning C. 

1) He expresses new anti-fascism themes and it is he who cites and 
decides the Fanfani cataclysm (foreannouncing the "cosmic crisis" 
which will explode at the end of the novel) 

2) Religious paradoxes 


(insert possibly love story) 


- Journey to Edo - <?> by symmetry with first journey - all 
telegraphic etc. — since the appearance or suggestion of the journey 
by Cornelius 


11 Nov. 1974 


from here on: Giulia Miceli 


[171] 


Finale 


* Cosmic crisis (end of oil, water, air) 

- Gods — non-Gods who relive the scene of the original cosmic crises 
(the most archaic one is evoked instead of the current one — which 
in fact repeats itself the same: anasyrma, laughter, <?>, 
resumption of the course of history) 


— Laughter etc. 
- it's about deciding how - reunion — everything as before. 

Arriving they see the new look of the degraded, polluted earth - 
water, animals, grasses, graveyards of residue <?> and plutons —- 


funeral monuments to thermo-nuclear power plants (as well as the 
twisted ruins of everything petroleum, from refineries to gas stations ). 


[172] Note 103c The meadow under the tower of Pisa 


(it is a chapter similar to chapter 51a (Il Bullicame). Carlo reviews 
the young students who are lounging, stretched out etc. on the large 
lawn. Their physical and moral characteristics, totally legible, totally 
different from those of the young people of the Bullicame. There is the 
leap of the epoch, but this has not yet reached Carlo's conscience - 
while the other Carlo has already experienced it perfectly etc. - 
therefore he looks as if in a painful nightmare of impotence on his and 
their part etc.) 


[173] Note 104 The places of vice 


From Pisa Carlo goes directly to Turin. I spare myself, and I spare 
the reader, the description of his "unknown" pain of him. He carries 
himself around like a sack in which a man is gagged and bleeding. He 
is torn apart by a desire whose realization he considers impossible. On 
it he has only one experience, which has remained unique, isolated, 
abstract. That of when he was a boy and from his schoolmates he had 
learned that there were "places of vice". They talked about it quite 
normally: but even then he buried the awareness of such a 
phenomenon within himself. Then throughout his life he had 
continued the work of burial. Now, however, if the thing had sunk 
deep inside him as to despair that it could ever again somehow come 
to light, the "memory of the thing", on the contrary, had remained 
very vivid in him, almost recent, flaming. He remembered with perfect 
accuracy what these places of vice were and what was done there. 

He had been a torpid, awkward, unsympathetically ridiculous and 
cowardly boy, with knee-length English-style breeches tight on a lap 
as empty as a woman's. He didn't have the grace of shyness at all. He 
secretly [ grabbed | everything to which he was entitled, like the 
others. He was not a desperate "different". The large and shapeless 
cheeks of a peasant, the small and expressionless eyes (when not 
loaded with an indecipherable expression of defense and V), the flat 
nape of the neck tucked between the small and round shoulders, the 
big and tall ass, the swollen legs made to x: all of which made him an 
unpleasant but perfectly normal boy. 

Now, as an adult, he hadn't changed much. Indeed, he had 
remained curiously identical to then. Greedy, sensual, and blindly 
convinced that not saying things ensured them perfect and lasting 
secrecy: as then. 

Well. He now goes back to Turin, to look for those "places of vice" 
which were the only ones of which he had any knowledge, and to 
which he therefore attributed a kind of particular, "solid" validity: in a 
certain sense "traditional"! They were the only ones he knew, I repeat: 
and this meant that they were the "places of vice" par excellence, the 
only ones ever. 


«Votivus puer» precisely as «perversus puer», and vice versa (to 


adopt Vv the language of Pietro da Eboli and Gioacchino da Fiore, who 
naturally referred to a son of powerful people (Frederick ID. 


scary 


[174] 


- getting off the train in Turin 
— evening (spooky dim light, legal dinner, everything too lucid, etc.) 


— First “visions” — transvestite hustlers 
- Bar - Customers of the Bar 


- Acquaintance with Pambo 


— Appearance of characters with beards and big hair reminiscent of 
the writer in -trini. It is impossible to tell if they are fascists or 
communists and their mysterious attitude (drugs, bombs, etc.) 


— Meeting with Teodoro (Fjedka), modeled on the meeting between 
Stavrogin and Fjedka: but the latter is a vulgar blackmailer who he 
blackmails Carlo out of thin air. Carlo is a man of power (or he was) 
and does not allow himself to be blackmailed. 


— He will use Fjedka as a pimp — and it will be he who will take him to 
the Sicily boarding house (where there is bullicame and swarming, 
of immigrants, of new men - A society that is crumbling and 
renewing itself) 


[175] Precisely 105 Introduction to the great Digression 


However... although this costs me effort and gives me some scruple 
about the "disappointed expectations" of the reader, at this point I 
have to interrupt the trajectory that led Carlo so decisively towards 
the realization (albeit unsatisfactory and conventional) of his new 
desires , and start drawing another one. However, this new narrative 
impetus does not concern Carlo, at least momentarily, but a series of 
characters that are not "introduced", absolutely new and, therefore, 
rightly suspicious and unfriendly. Furthermore, the story about these 
new characters is not even original. It is "remade", parasitic: moreover, 
according to a technique perfectly unknown to the narrator which I 
take as a model (considered inimitable). That Carlo is a Stavrogin 
cannot be absolutely and not even remotely true. There is no doubt, 
however, that he is precisely the Stavrogin that Dostoevsky had 
planned to do (and then in reality did not do: for the simple reason 
that he could never bear to live together for about two years of his life 
(1868-69) with a similar character). [ Carlo is a truly “tepid” 
character. | It is true that Stavrogin too — as Dostoevsky states — is 
neither “ardent” nor “cold”. V He is both things together: but this does 
not mean, however, that he is "lukewarm". "Ardor" and "coldness" put 
together give something other than "warmth", that is, mediocrity, as 
Dostoevsky verbally claimed. "Ardor" and "coldness", put together, 
give ambiguity: | experienced Vv dramatically | but without explicit 
conflict. Ambiguity therefore fixed in the simulacrum of enigmaticity. 
I have already observed, I believe, in the course of this work, how 
Charles's carnal sins, precisely because they are endlessly repeated, do 
not even vaguely approach Stavrogin's few appalling sins. 

In short, in conclusion, Carlo is a Stavrogin as he should have been, 
that is, truly "tepid" (a horrible thing for Dostoevsky; and also for me): 
and if he too is endowed with a double life, this means, precisely, in 
our case, that we are dealing with two lukewarm lives. 

Like Stavrogin, who consumed his sins in the capital or abroad, 
Carlo too had an authoritative mother in —- he had a powerful friend- 
rival, who had recently settled in Turin, wholly similar to Yulija 
Michajlovna, and that I will therefore have the cheek to call, for 
convenience, Giulia Miceli. Of course, its "eternal feminine" scares me 
quite a bit: however I will try to measure myself against it, albeit, I 
repeat, by paraphrasing the establishment of "our city", that is Turin. 


And also this mother - who was actually called Barbara 


[176] Note 106a The great Digression begins 


Barbara (Varvara Petrovna) the mother of our Italian-style Stavrogin 
(definition or identification which, moreover, is not true: o She had 
married her husband, a poor devil of a bureaucrat, who in any case, 
due to the inert force of promotions, had made a certain career in the 
Ministry of Defence. V He was originally from the Marche region, and 
by nature he was on the one hand uncertain and neurotic, on the 
other peaceful and devoid of real ambitions. However, by chance he 
was in Piedmont during the war and there, always by chance, he had 
participated in the partisan war.This had seemed, among other things, 
a decisive reason for Barbara's old schoolmate to marry him, get him 
out of the Roman bureaucratic routine and succeed in having him 
appointed Prefect of Turin. It was the first time that the Prefect of a 
large industrial city came from the Resistance, and was, therefore, of 
proven anti-fascist faith.He therefore seemed to be starting a new 
method - from a perspective of tolerance - in governing and 
administering. In this Barbara had suddenly found herself in the 
vanguard as an old |forerunner| V. But she was there a shadow: the 
shadow of Giulia Miceli. As a result, only a close alliance could arise 
between the two rivals. And so it was (only partially true) in those last 
few years she had almost entirely left her SkvoreSniki of Canavese, to 
settle permanently in the city. She wanted to be present. She was (as 
we know) a woman politician. And more on the left. Certainly, for 
example, more leftist than Saragat, whom she had known well when 
they were both young. She was trained (so to speak) in the ideal Turin 
environment whose direct matrix was in Gobetti, and in Gramsci. Her 
ambition (not confessed to anyone and probably only known to me) 
was to resemble the Pajettas' mother "in a big way". At her time she 
had been a good friend of Pavese (who however - at least from what 
appears from the documents - had not noticed). She had decided to 
invest her left-wing progressivism in the Christian Democracy Party 
only because in this way she would feel freer (from a possible left- 
wing conformism) and also, and above all, more useful (the Johannine 
period and the Catholicism of dissent had then happened , in this 
sense, by the way). However, on one point she was unshakeable: her 
anti-fascism and her faith in the values of the Resistance. So she 
sincerely confused her desire to excel V with [ her papers in order]. In 
the period in which Carlo returned to Turin (not as a prodigal son) 


some very important events for Barbara had recently taken place. An 
old school friend of hers had moved from Rome to Turin, as the wife 
of the new Prefect. But, as often happens in such cases, especially in 
her novels, in reality she was the Prefect. 

V Given all this unbridled information, apparently mandatory in a 
story, I quickly come to the core: that is, to the xxx of facts, intrigues, 
xxx xxx in which Carlo found himself (in his most total disinterest) 
upon his arrival in Turin. 


by analogy with the "Govertoressa", in fact, of "The Demons". 


[177] Note 106b The great digression continues 


[178] Note 107 Meeting with "Fjedka" 


* 


* 


* 


[179] 


Introducing the figure of Father Pambo (an old, gigantic Sicilian 
fagot) and re-introducing the figure of the writer with his surname 
in -On - in a context of Marxist-Leninist and Feltrinellian groupism 
bordering on the world of crime (which will then fade from red to 
black etc. in the episode of the massacre, which links that same 
world of crime [Pensione “Sicilia”] to the extremist communists). 


The “typical” anonymous face of an enigmatic youth (neither fascist 
nor anti-fascist, neither conformist nor non-conformist: perhaps 
imbecile, perhaps criminal, etc.) 


Face that remains imprinted (symbolically) in Carlo's memory, in all 
his “degraded” adventures. 

The assassins or allies of the underworld (or of the Italian chaos) 
detonate the bomb with the 2 million given by Carlo to the 
"hustlers", at Pensione Sicilia 


Carmelo 


[180] Note 110 The Godoari 


Carlo went towards the back of the station. The walls collapsed, 
partly, and partly still standing, but with enormous gashes that split 
them obliquely, or opened large rounded holes in them, had the 
appearance of ruins. The dust had settled, and, to witness their recent 
collapse, there were only the piles of fresh rubble [around]. But the 
design of their cracks, the jagged profile of the xxx, given the solidity 
of the construction made of old material, still in use at the beginning 
of the century, meant that those destroyed walls had the appearance 
of noble ruins: those, for example, of some temple, or some 
seventeenth-century church left in the middle of the countryside, 
among tangles of nettles, poor ivy plants, with blue bells, thistles, and 
arches open against the sky and the distant horizon... In fact, 
mysteriously, even the gashes and holes in the liberty station let in the 
light, nothing short of celestial from the countryside, as if the city 
behind them had dissolved. [ The gashes and holes looked directly 
against the sky, from which exactly that light entered which could 
have been early in the morning, when it has just lost the tenuousness 
of dawn, and life has already begun - or that just before dusk, in 
summer, when the evening is still far away, and in its maturity there 
is something fresh and mortuary at the same time. | However, entering 
as if from a blue backdrop, or from a marine horizon in which the sea 
was not visible, that light took on the monstrous forms of the gashes 
and holes through which it penetrated, but its resting on the floor had 
a supreme and reassuring lightness: a true and proper return of life (in 
truth, never, not even for an instant, suspended). But where were 
those long reddish streets of the surroundings, made of Umbertine 
buildings and high porticoes, with the tram rails well embedded in the 
shiny pavement V? Was it possible that the explosion could have even 
razed the entire neighborhood around the station to the ground? 


[181] Memo 111 The Godoari (continued) 


Carlo approached the piles of rubble with the caution of a sedentary 
man, slipped over them and finally managed to get close to a hole in 
the wall and look out. Indeed, the city was no more. The station 
building |[stood| in the middle of an immense desert, just like an 
ancient church reduced to solitary ruins invaded by nettles and the 
sun. 

With difficulty Carlo climbed over the sill of a large window that 
had been torn open and reduced to the solemn misery of an arch 
consumed by the centuries. 

The desert before him was a kind of green heath, with here and 
there a few banks and a few coppices, made of lean alders, and bald 
gaggies. The grass had grown, stunted and wild everywhere, there 
were no traces of roads or paths. 

There had certainly been no mowing and haymaking for years; the 
more delicate herbs had disappeared, or were sparse, while the wilder 
ones, the fennel seedlings, the xxx, the xxx, resisted, thickened, with 
their tougher and almost calloused stems. 

Carlo advanced into the middle of that piedmont plain, in fact, in 
the direction of the mountains, which blocked the sky, gray or [bluish| 
like clouds: only a white thread of snow outlined their profile, 
distinguishing the nebulosities of their silhouettes from that , slightly 
more transparent than the summer sky. 

However, as Carlo advanced, the land became less barren and arid: 
perhaps he was approaching a line of resurgences, from which waters 
without dams, arriving underground from the snowfields of those 
nebulous mountains, came out and spread over the plain, making it 


green. 

Although no longer sown for years, evidently, here is the alfalfa, in large dark patches 
among the wild herbs, lighter and yellowish, boldly Mediterranean; here are the sweet trees 
of the Po Valley - although they too have not been pruned for years: woods of poplars, not 
lined up, but disorderly, as they must have been at the beginning of the centuries. And lime 
trees, which had recently lost their white blossoms; gaggies, laden, however, with their 
enormous corymbs, almost obscene due to the excess of their spring scent; brambles of 
blackberries; and then, towards increasingly domestic places, the trees that surround the 
farmhouses and orchards, or line up along the banks of the rivers. 


milky 


[182] Note 112 The Godoari (IID) 


For those [ green | places, however, it was more difficult to walk. It 
was no longer a desert, but a savannah, the edge of a forest. His legs 
sank into the thick grass, at the bottom of which you couldn't see 
earth or mud. Around them the copses grew thicker and thicker: elder 
trees with hard, dry leaves and weak branches; brambles of 
blackberries; wild figs: now at the bottom of a depression with even 
more [lush| grass and a muddy bottom, now on certain [heights|, 
which, from their regularity, had the appearance of having once been 
embankments. Although every blade of grass, every leaflet was 
familiar, and there was not a single tree whose shape had not always 
been known by those who had never set foot outside the Po valley, the 
sun and the silence spread something wild over everything and 
terrifying. Where the trees became thicker, with dry shrubs around 
them that seem to feed more on air and sun than on water, the cicadas 
were furious rather than chirping. [ Their concert was_ high, 
monotonous, deafening and powerful, like among the wheat fields, on 
the banks of the stream, near Athens, where Socrates and Phaedrus 
were strolling, one afternoon thirteen centuries ago. | After all, even 
the birds had completely returned masters of the sky and plants. At 
times they were so thick that the sky looked like an anthill. And so are 
the animals of the earth: reptiles, lizards, snails, beetles, flies. Behind 
a barrier of hedges that looked like marble, between cypresses 
wrapped in ivy full of blue bells, and, born there by chance, some low 
medlar trees, there was a ravine, fed by a course of deep green water, 
more transparent crystal: there, the sun entered obliquely in the 
thicket, illuminating the water and the banks in patches. Around a 
round pool of water, hundreds and hundreds of bees were gathered, 
quenching their thirst. [ It looked like a Homeric source. Or perhaps 
the clever eyes of Salimbene da Parma had also seen it. Some biante 
must have certainly been there, and have forgotten it, like many 
others so familiar. But there was no longer any trace of any passage. 
The only sign of life was those golden bees on the still, slightly putrid 
water. 


they drank 


[183] Note 113 The Godoari (IV) 


Then the savannah resumed, with its once tame poplars, which were 
getting thicker and thicker, until they became a real wild wood. Along 
which wood, however, one could also have run, because the grass was 
short and sparse, and the bottom hard. The long smooth trunks, hit by 
the already slightly grazing sunlight, cast long and thin regular 
shadows on the dry leaves that covered the bottom, which became 
more and more dense. 

After the poplar grove, here is the plain again; but less verdant, and 
almost barren as it had first appeared, around the ruins of the station. 

The grass had become yellowish and hard, and even more acutely 
scented, of fennel, chamomile and mint. And it thinned out more and 
more, leaving a hard and stony ground uncovered. 

Until, on the horizon, behind meager groups of the usual trees, it 
appeared as a void, an expanse all even against the infinite horizon 
that flowed, clear, under the dark and nebulous root of the mountains. 
It was a river; or rather of an enormous stream, at least a kilometer 
wide, and all whitish with clear pebbles, or white as eggs, or tenderly 
pink or gray, just dragged down from the mountains. 

In that desert of pebbles, streams of water flowed, now branching 
out now joining together: of a turquoise color that darkened only a 
little in the deepest points, in the holes, remaining however perfectly 
transparent, so much so that the color of the stones in the bottom. 

Between the boundless expanse of stones — listed [ at the bottom | 
by a diaphanous barrier of trees and bushes, small due to the distance 
- in the midst of those rapid blue-green xxx, small bushes grew with a 
[ sour | smell: vines veined, almost lacquered with red, in whose shade 
— on a bit of dusty earth — there are little yellow flowers, the poorest 
and most precious products of the summer which made itself felt 
there, on that immense bed, in all its residual but powerful heat. 


branching off and reuniting 


[184] Note 114 The Godoari (V) 


After the bed the magredo resumed once again, which, illuminated 
by the grazing light of the sun, clearly outlined the line of its horizon 
against the distant dark precipice of the mountains. 

The silence - if it could be called silence, with that strange 
screeching of cicadas, no less, however, than that of the swallows, or 
the chirping of the other little birds - was absolute. There was no sign 
of human life. 

Suddenly, there is a stretch of grass that looked like it had been 
mown: yes, you could clearly see the sawn and bristling stems of the 
xxx xxx xxx. However, nothing else, if not that precise indication, 
indicated any other peace around than the wild one of nature 
abandoned to itself. 

Unpruned for decades or centuries, the fruit trees had hard twisted 
branches, too many leaves, small unrecognizable fruits; and they were 
sparse, born at random, among the brambles, which seemed slowly, 
with the nettles and the xxx, to want to cover the whole countryside. 
Instead, beyond a hedge, precisely of brambles, tightly packed and 
hard as iron, after a small patch of short green grass — probably mixed 
with sweets and radicchio —- a second clue appeared: and it was 
something that he could not but give a [dive to his heart and bring 
uncontrollable tears to his eyes: it was a question of a small field of 
corn, with rows of vines in the middle, in which the xxx of a human 
hand was clearly felt. 


[185] Note 115 I Godoari (VI) 


Shortly afterwards, in fact, the trace of a path, or rather, of a dirt 
road appeared among the grass. 

Passing now through medical fields, now through thickets of linden 
trees and gaggies, that little road led to a larger road, but still made of 
beaten earth, like a brown mud, hardened by many days of good 
weather. 

Along the side of the road ran a ditch, whose swift water was green, 
and miraculously transparent. 

One could see the |mima leaf| of the aquatic grass growing at its 
bottom, with long leaves now ruffled by the current, now with a 
mossy, very green compactness. 

After a while over the canal — which, parallel to the road, was 
enclosed by a high hedge of linden trees and gaggies — a small bridge 
appeared. 

Above it was rammed earth, but below, the slightly arched vault 
was brick. Inside there, in a marvelous coolness, the current rushed 
by: no longer in perfect solitude, however, because, both on the bridge 
and on the very green edges of the banks, and in the water, there were 
some ducks intent on their occupations, well determined to don't let 
anything distract you. Now and then they flapped their stubby white, 
pearl gray and mouse gray wings, and the blue of the small heads 
around the eyes had a |sapphire] sheen. 


[186] Note 116 The Godoari (VII) 


Evening had fallen almost suddenly; or at least the twilight, v 
which seemed darker, there, at the bottom of those thickets of plants 
saturated with water. It was the time when she should have started 
ringing some bells, from neighboring villages Vv. Past the bridge, the 
long wall of lindens and gaggies ended, and behind it one could see a 
high brick wall with a gate in the middle. It was ajar. Approaching it, 
voices resounded in the air - or so it seemed - from inside the 
farmhouse. The words weren't distinguishable, only the inflections. A 
woman's voice, far away, perhaps on the opposite side of the 
farmhouse, which must have overlooked the open countryside, said 
something loud, and then continued more dreamily and muffled: 
probably the woman had withdrawn inside the house, from the 
balcony to which she she was facing. After a while, perhaps not 
responding to it directly, but resuming the conversation she had 
begun, the voice of a boy was raised, which was immediately 
superimposed on the authoritative voice of a man, certainly her 
father. The boy laughed a little and was silent. And he heard the cry 
of a dog. Then silence returned. It was the time when the peasants 
returned home from the field, put down their tools, went to wash and 
comb their hair at the pump, with the large tub where the animals 
were watered, and, while the one whose turn it was went to govern 
the stable, the others went up to their rooms to change; perhaps 
getting ready to go to town, perhaps by bicycle, or perhaps, clean and 
well combed, to spend the evening in the courtyard, with friends from 
the other cottages. And it was the time when once the women 
meanwhile began to prepare dinner; through the windows one could 
see the fires blazing in the dark hearths; there was a strong smell of 
toasted cereals, and the children, just waiting for that moment to give 
more to do, making themselves called by their mothers and sisters, or 
arguing among themselves... 

V It was enough just to push the door ajar, to enter that cottage 
over the bridge. But just in front of the door, through the fissure in the 
large massive and worn doors, something appeared which, in some 
way, was miraculous: in the middle of the courtyard there was an 
enormous mulberry tree, at least three or four times the size of the 
small mulberry trees that a At one time they were planted in rows in 
the fields or served to hold up the rows of vines. Its leaves, thick, 


massed in a roundish xxx, were of such an intense, deep, [bright 
blinding| green. Perhaps from that xxx all the extreme sunlight was 
being absorbed and radiated around the courtyard with its porches 
and canopies, its brick cobblestones already immersed in shadow. 


on 
gathered 


[187] Note 117 The Godoari 


The rumors had certainly been an illusion; perhaps they were the 
voices of birds or other animals, because there was not a living soul 
inside the cottage. Like the outer gate, all the doors were ajar; some 
were even torn down, and the thresholds were like dark mouths. The 
kitchen, as large as a barn, with its hearth against the wall of the 
house overlooking the countryside, with two small windows to right 
and left through which entered a last green glow of twilight, was 
empty; the uneven brick floor; the ceiling xxx. In the upper rooms one 
went up from the outside, by a wooden staircase that led to a long 
balcony; but the steps of the ladder were rotten, and could not be 
climbed. In a corner of the courtyard, there was the wall of a church, 
with a pointed pediment, a small noble fifteenth-century door, and 
above it a small, rough and precious rose window. Here, too, the 
doors were rotten and open, with the bolt dangling. It was dark inside: 
only that faint greenish light from the countryside behind the 
farmhouse entered, which it must have given to the west. 

As the eyes got used to that shadow still suffused by the faint 
disconsolate light of a sunset which in vain — in the precious clarity of 
the sky barely lit on the horizon — promised a long series of beautiful 
days — the faint remains of frescoes stood out against the walls . They 
must have been destroyed long ago; but after the definitive 
destruction, some fragments still surfaced: the face of a saint 
foreshortened, with high cheekbones, who looked with the gaze of a 
dark noble, perhaps coming from the south, lat least as a school]; the 
headless body of a madonna, with the Prussian blue cloak bleached on 
her knees, and falling here and there in symmetrical folds; some sheep 
and a dog, in a green patch of meadow, on which was drawn, in the 
foreground, the face of a devotee: not from the south, this one, but 
humbly, crudely from the Po Valley. In the apse, only a morello 
colored veil could be distinguished, with large stars and the knobs of 
the backrest of a throne. 


a soul 


[188] Note 118 The Godoari 


— Looking for a place to sleep Carlo (renamed) sees some fresh faeces 
(because of the flies) 


— He sleeps ( in a bed where you can smell the ancient peasant smells) 
in a nightmare: whoever made that feces could be an enemy 
presence, kill him, etc. 


-— He falls into a deep sleep and wakes up in the morning as if the 
nightmare were coming true — He is a boy around 15 or 21-22 etc. 
etc. Tunin (in Piedmontese) — He guides Carlo towards Turin — he 
doesn't speak he doesn't understand he's half mad (like the boys of 
the institutes) etc. 


(a 
Appunto Mer. I GODOART 


Le voci erano certo state un'illusione; forse erano voci di uccelli, o di altri animali, 
Ors AMae 
perché dentro il cesolare non c'era untanima. Come il portone esterho, tutte le porte erano 
socchiuse; alcune erano addirittura abbattute, e le soglie erano come delle bocche oscure. 
La cucina, grande come un granaio, col suo focolare contro la parete della casa che dava 
sulla campagna, con due finestrelle a destra e sinistra da cui entrava un'ultimo chiarore 
verde di crepuscolo, era vuota; il pavimento di mattoni sconnesso; il soffitto xxxxxxu0x 
Nelle camere superiori si saliva dall'esterno, per una scala di legno che portava a un lungo 
poggiolos; ma gli scalini della scala erano marci, e non si poteva salire. In un angolo della 
corte, c'era la parete di una chiesa, col frontone a punta, la Piccola porta nobile, quattro= 
cent&ésca, e poopra un piccolo rosone rozzo e prezioso. Anche li i battenti erano marciti e 
aperti, col chiavistello penzolante. Denvtro era buio: entrava solo quella ds bole luce ver= 
dastra delle campagna retredtante al casale, che doveva dare a occidante.\{Come gli occhi si 
abituarono a quell'ombra soffusa ancora dal tenue lucore sconsolato di un tramonto che va= 
namente — nella limpidita preziosa del cielo appena acceso all'orizzonte - prometteva una 
luaga serie di belle giornate - si distinsero contro le ae nee ieseanen di affreschi. 
as Hetr, firs 
Gia da molto tempo dovevano essere andati distrutti; ma eaoose  ggeeuaee eer frammen= & 
ti: il viso di un santo di scorcio, con lo zigomo alto, che guardava con un sguardo di no= 
bile bruno, forse venuto dal sud, almeno come scuola; il corpo acefalo di una madonna, con 
la tela del manto blu di prussia sbiancato sulle G@inocchia, e cadente di qua e di 18 in pie= 
ghe simmetriches delle pecore e un cane, in un pezzo ponte di prato, su cui si disegnava, in 
primo piano, la faccia di un devoto: non del sud, Meso, ma umilmente, grossolanamente pada= 
no. Nell'abside si distingueva solo un velo di tinta color pee a con delle grosse stellex 


e i pomi dello schienale di un trono, 


~ Feel & Wt le ele o lr Corts (ra mamlana dd J 
wack A [ger frets Ct coun CU vee) 

= Gotan (Remo ion carers a eg yonns ys et eh Soler’ corto rs ) 

ie ee verses » Le ha [ye prr_ru fea pee Creu Cus [teers 

mes eects Le, é : & 

Cpl Be furfrr 2 AWK nw mu fin en ue 
Cine 4 eerie — ELH Myo USE h SEA eR 15 

aTteane (Gres (es tomate) in aes Pew oly « CO pou. SP les = HON Rees 


Myce te Wren Cee SI RG Co tu) <x + 


[189] Note 119 The Godoari 


The next morning everything was gleaming with frozen dew; there 
was even a bit of fog hanging between the summer gaggies. Following 
the dirt road, one first reached a few cornfields; then back to the 
fallow countryside. It was the desert again; the land that men have 
never reached or the one that men have left. 

The remains of the ancient domesticated plants, gone wild, formed 
an inextricable forest. Not all plots had yet completely disappeared; 
not all the regular shapes of the vineyards or poplar groves, or the 
network of canals, or the long lines of the banks had been cancelled. 
But this made the primordial desolation into which the old plain, 
once, a short time ago, so familiar, had relapsed even more desperate. 

The plants that for so many centuries men had fought victoriously, 
relegating them to useless corners, where they perpetuated their 
invincible vitality in close alliance with the dusty sun, or darkness and 
mud, now, slowly, had resumed their life true, had swept over 
everything, in a kind of malignant triumph, which only the immensity 
and silence contained in a kind of solemn restraint. Nettles and weeds, 
xxx and xxx, stretched as far as the eye could see, smothering what 
had once been fruit or garden plants: they were the same size as the 
morning and its white light. 

The lifeless forest made entirely of old Po valley vegetation opened 
towards the nearby borders of a river or a chain of hills: but one felt — 
as in the heart of Africa — that everything continued the same, in the 
same chilling and perfect solitude, even beyond the horizon line. A 
sinister tangle of plants, which casually, here and there, retained, like 
traces of a dream, the design of the past - the sublime ornamentation 
of a vine - the umbrella of an oak among the walnut trees - a willow 
among the reeds - the black side of a hill covered with chestnut trees 
against the farthest flanks, of an intense and very clear blue, of the 
range of mountains - a yellow ridge against brown rocks thick with 
very green grass - appeared endlessly before the eyes, wherever they 
could seek the reality of the past. It was felt that this desert did not 
end between the Vezzolano or Montiglio hills, nor towards the plain of 
Poirino, Carmagnola, Carmignano or Airasca, nor against the first flat, 
lighted slopes of the Alps, above Giaveno, Avigliana or Vit; but that it 
continued unchanged for tens and hundreds of kilometers further, 
along the Chisone or the Dora Riparia, up to the glaciers, or along the 


Varaita and the Maira up to Cuneo, and then, v the Stura, up to 
Liguria and the sea; and again — beyond Monferrato — as far as |there| 
where Alessandria, Novi, Tortona or Piacenza once stood, from 
Bormida to Staffora, embracing in its immensity only, perhaps, a few 
Romanesque ruins, already existing for centuries to the civilization 
that was been buried by that desert reborn by a return to the origins. 


the annotation follows: all as seen by Carlo conducted by the boy, 
also repeated at the beginning of the following note 


[190] Note 120 The Godoari ( IX) 


Vv [Slowly, however, that "wasteland", which at first had a shape, 
ended up} becoming shapeless. It was nothing anymore. It was mere 
presence, matter, extension. Anonymous land, with weeds, poor 
mangy trees incapable of being [tragic] in their misery; streams as if 
barely sketched for the water to flow through, large boundless prairies 
and yet as if lacking in space, mounds of fresh earth abandoned before 
taking on any function, embankments pulled up and left unfinished. 
Finally, first, an immense expanse of waste appeared, in a sort of large 
depression in the ground, with an |sour, unbreathable| smell, with the 
ugly| glitter of the jars and the more [opaque| of the plastic; much of 
the rubbish had been burned, leaving a desolate expanse of ash; other 
part was burning. The fires crackled, languished or had sudden 
rekindling, fed by the infected wind, in the most absolute solitude. 

Then, at the edge of that boundless garbage heap, a small, squared- 
off mountain of coal or slag appeared; it was partly black, partly 
whitish: perhaps it depended on the different exposure to light; 
however it was, its color was a color of death, but I repeat, of a | real 
death | devoid of any form. 

[From the top| of that hill, the expanse of Turin appeared, which 
extended, boundless, almost to the foot of the mountains, which 
served as a dark background to the ancient whiteness lof the cities 
that appeared to the caravans. 


above reads: ditto; probably referring to the annotation preceding 
note 119 

below, with a sign that leads back to this point of the text, we read: 
at the foot of this small mountain the boy stops and hesitantly goes 
back (crying) and leaves Carlo alone - who climbs up and sees Turin 
from above 


[191] 
The city without walls (from Auden) 


Those fantastic forms, sharp as fangs, scattered like bones - which in Byzantine painting are 
the graph that represents the Boundlessness - the space out of power, inhabited by monsters 
and crossed by demons, or colonized by people who have abandoned the world, sophists 
penitents and sodomites — now here they are in close-up: V steel and glass structures. Today 
they are all hermits by force, closed in numbered caverns within immense prisons, hotels 
designed to spoil their gloomy and already corrupt guests, factories in which Hobbes's 
functional man is mass-produced. Down there every convict has a key to get out, but the 
Asphalt Lands are lawless regions, where gangs clash and policemen become barons of 
industry: it is now impossible to walk in that desert after dinner. 

However, electric lamps allow gallows meetings at night where subcultures can meet and 
discuss: languages are moved by the tribal jargon of vice or the deal that makes brothers. 

And shady cafes open all day host in their stale air unbridled talkers, slackers capable only 
of chatting, who can pour an endless string of absurdities on a dozen stoned listeners, in the 
name of some blackmailing and merciless ideological principle. 

Every working day, Eve goes to the department stores to grab her food, while Adam gets 
busy earning a little money without much effort: when evening falls, they eat their bread 
together, with great boredom, and certainly without need to wash off sweat. 

Here comes the weekend that was once holy, free, not a party but a simple interval in 
which one could not care about what the neighbor was doing. Now radio and newspapers are 
absolutely indispensable. What one goes to see may be vulgar stuff, what one hears may be 
idiotic noise, but it is a sure embankment raised to defend against Sunday's Disgrace, from the 
grim villainous gaze of Nothing. And why should the annihilated know how to answer to 
Nothing? 

Computers are poised to weed out all but the smartest few, spared to dig meaning and 
value out of an invisible universe of hobbies, sex and consumption. Against whom will the 
gang of the Sons have to rebel, if the Giant Father and the Toothed Mother are dream 
monsters, with a now irreversible tendency to fall into disuse? 

An Age of Machines, uncomfortable and uncivilized, however, like when the first light fell 
on the barbarian shepherds, who waited their turn at the resurgence, with the magical beasts 
that made the paths. 


things are 
armchairs 


[192] Note 121 The new suburb 


The first houses were placed on that formless plain: they were 
enormous, white, geometric, the walls beaten by the |rising| sun were 
blinding, and the infinite and all the same series of balconies dappled 
them with small, dry, miserable identical shadows; the shadowed 
walls were black and smooth: gigantic rectangles. The shapes of these 
large houses, arranged in asymmetrical but regular groups around 
courtyards surrounded by walls, were twin shapes. Repetitions of the 
same shape; which, moreover, was also repeated, analogously, in the 
other neighboring groups. Like constellations, these clusters of 
dwellings stretched out from the desolate desert into denser 
constellations. But the silence was no less profound than in the desert. 
In the huge courtyards of poor materials, concrete sprayed to look like 
marble, bricks that looked fake, the emptiness was absolute. In some, 
only two or three women were gathered, looming darkly against the 
[metal walls|, holding white, semi-transparent plastic bags in their 
hands. There were also some children, far away, silent, mostly beyond 
the courtyards, between the boundary walls and the dry ditches full of 
rubbish beyond which the desert stretched out. 


[193] Note 122 The new periphery (continued) 


Before starting to definitively thicken in the city that surfaced in the 
gray light of the sun (which, as it rose, lost its brightness and 
strength), the citadels of the tower blocks in series, thinned out, for a 
certain distance, and the desert began again. It is true that this desert 
was crossed by a wide asphalt road. But its margins were gaping and 
covered a little by the earth of that shapeless plain, a little by refuse. 
From time to time it was crossed by a canal with black and fetid 
water, on whose steep banks the rubbish seemed to be placed by a 
hand determined to give it a sense of firmness, of eternity: arrogant on 
the sun-beaten bank, melancholy on the shadow. In one of the bridges 
of the road that crossed the last stretch of desert, some adolescents 
were stopped, bent over their engines, dressed in trousers and shirts in 

artificial} colors, very lively, as if for a party. Then they all moved 
together, roaring their motorcycles angrily, and lifting the front wheel 
as if to make the mount ramp. But their faces were absent, pale, with 
twisted gazes, or turned elsewhere. The hair cut short on the forehead, 
and left very long behind the ears to hang down to the shoulders, gave 
them an air of ridiculous and monstrous female fetishes. They soon 
disappeared; and in that last stretch of the desert only solitude filled 
with the unbreathable stench of garbage remained. A little further on, 
there was another constellation, but mixed with it, like ruins or 
building forms from another universe, some old poor country houses. 
They were plastered in a vaguely rancid red, although faded and 
peeling: the roofs were of tiles, spotted with moss, and, on the inner 
wall, which overlooked the farmyard, now reduced to a small meadow 
with strangely green grass on a white earth background hardened, 
there was a staircase of wood and iron, which led from the outside to 
the upper floors, continuing in a balcony as long as the entire house. 
The doors that opened onto this balcony were closed; but those old 
houses were not abandoned. Some children were playing on the grass, 
and an old man was sitting on the balcony: his skin was dark, and the 
slits of his eyes glittered. A sensual mouth opened between the 
clenched jaws, blackish, covered with white hair. His body was small, 
but still dry, hard from work. The light in his gaze was too expressive, 
even in that moment of solitude: his kindling was perhaps due to the 
joy with which a person who considers himself inferior thinks of the 
misery of his own presence; or to the captivating smile with which an 


unwelcome or pitied guest, unable to adopt the habits of the place 
where he is, begs for understanding with a little buffoonery; or, 
perhaps, again, that light in the eyes was grim, dirty, that of a 
suddenly aged young bandit who, however, does not renounce his 
authority which has become that of a father, of a miserable senator, 
who no longer speaks, and whose silence is silent of things the world 
shouldn't know. 


claims 


[194] Note 123 The new suburbs (III) 


The terminus of the first bus appeared, a rather ancient thing, by 
now, in the world. But the driver and the messenger, waiting their 
turn, weren't joking like the common people used to do. They stood 
stiff as civil servants beside their big shiny new bus. Numb to the 
stench of refuse that drifted there, following the banks of a canal that 
ran behind an ancient, yellow, duty house, now abandoned and 
crumbling — the two smoked pale and reserved, their long hair falling 
to their collars under the old work caps. Their real life, they seemed to 
say, was somewhere else. He had delicacies, demands and anxieties 
that had nothing to do with work. Even the people who crowded 
around waiting for the arriving or departing bus had the same hostile 
behavior. The intensity with which he accepted the commitment of his 
day declared its irreplaceable absoluteness. They were taken by the 
work that gave them a certain dignity for which they were completely 
unprepared, in a way that had the characteristics of an albeit innocent 
betrayal: the humility of the hit men had turned into complicity in 
them, which made them presumptuous and unavailable . Some young 
men came, male and female mixed together in camaraderie; and with 
them, a little noise and joy. But it was all conventional, learned [ on 
television |. Indeed, some of them, next to a small utility car shiny 
like a mirror | took the attitudes that young people have in adverts 
for cars, in fact, or clothes, or some accessory product. He had the 
same total happiness in his eyes, which prevented [access| to any 
other feeling other than that of coinciding with a loved model with no 
alternative: but since this total happiness was naturally false and 
unnatural, deep down in those eyes a shadow of shame and fear 
remained. The cheery words were forced. But no one noticed. And so 
the play was, by all, perfect. 

People like that at the bus stop, it was the pattern that would be 
repeated not dozens, not hundreds, not thousands, but tens of 
thousands of times on the journey into the city. 

The constellations of tenements had fitted one inside the other, and 
the only cuts that cut through that compact surface were those of the 
overpasses, speculators on the disorder, traversed angrily by 
thousands of cars and trucks. The morning was already ripe, the sun 
disappeared in a kind of veil. 


well 
opened 


[195] Note 124 The new suburb (IV) 


Almost all those people (who, seen by those who didn't have the 
same interests as them, appeared as if they were in a kind of revealed 
reality) went towards the center of the city, attracted by that work 
which gave them well-being and consequently that air of dream . 
Those who weren't in his hurry, while going in his direction, could 
easily contemplate how that dream in which she was immersed 
actually acted and worked. It was essentially an action and a 
functioning [definable through a series of negations}: those people 
were no longer what they used to be, those people no longer had the 
purity (albeit forced) of poverty, those people had no the old respect, 
those people no longer had the old desire for redemption, those people 
no longer created their own human model, those people no longer 
opposed their culture to that of their masters, those people no longer 
knew the sanctity of resignation , those people no longer knew the 
silent will of the revolution. All these contradictions were inseparable 
from each other. 

All of this was expressed by their physical presence, by their way of 
being: by their body. Suddenly there was a counter wave, an invasion, 
which, from the center of the city went towards the periphery, or from 
one periphery to another. They were factory workers. Sirens 
screamed; a few surviving bells struck midday. 


t 
VISION 


As for an advertising photograph, divided into three departments: 
silent majority, crime, political and intellectual elites. 


re 
Appunto @@figheerer. LA NUOVA PERIFERIA (IV) 


Quasi tutta quella gente (che, vista da chi non aveva i suoi stessi interessi, appariva 
EumuxWxixwiwiat come in una specie di realt& rivelata) andava verso il centro della citta, 
attratta da quel lavoro che le dava il benessere e di conseguenza quell'aria di sogno. Chi 
non aveva la sua fretta, pur andando per la sua direzione, poteva contemplarne con agio 
come quel sogno in cui era immersa agisse e funzionasse realmente. asdxumwivatbioxunweunion 
ShawEvryevawxwiorexrimvunxtrakbvandixsirxdz, ee ea 

Si trattave di un'azione e di un funzionamento tn sostanza definibile per nepzione’ quella 
gente non era pid quella di un tempo, quella gente non aveva pit la purezza (sia pur coat= 
ta) della poverta, ouella gente hon xwavaWioxxpiixmixmkixk aveva pid l'antico rispetto, 
quella gente non aveva pil l'antica ansia di riscatto, quella gente non creava pit il pro= 
prio modello umano, quella gente non opponeva pid la sua cultura Besa‘ a quella dei pa= 
droni, quella gente non conosceva pit la santita della rassegnagione, quella gente non cono= 
sceva pid % Silensioso volonté della rivoluzione. Tutte queste contraddizioni erano impre= 
scindibili k'una dall'altra. er swenm awinkvewaumiiexcoumawscumincaganxixckex vx weuatiiors, 
ancurUnoxvavaoxiiveextroxdnitaxcibkhzy aranaxciatixerstrs vii xerakaimentexaneKeeeerexnik 
monbiqnapamLoras sega Epi aw ko kta amen printiori tix waviemes whi xe ONRNRUENREXaKeLAnD 
disiapavavowawaxsarn 

Tutto cid era espresso dalla loro presenza fisica, dal loro modo di essere; dal loro corpo. 
Soren gua ew vet Bio Avior reZR iE dew cuRieoRacen xeRiewitinc coms Di colpo 

ci fu un'ondata contraria, un'invasione, che, dal centro della citt& andava verso la perife= 
ria, oppure da una periferia a un'altra. Brano i operai che uscivano dalle fabbriche. Le 
sirene urlavano; qualche superstite campana batteva il meZzbgiorno, dxwmttieswawawanmawxwrx 
iximex Maw apatiaebkoxdwiinmximerse iy 
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[196] 
The new suburb (V) 


In a square thousands of young people rushed on their vehicles, motorcycles, small cars. 
The asphalt square shaved by the lunar sun, under the severe blue of the sky, was located in a 
split in the city, where junctions for motorways wind their way, there are deserted gardens, 
old houses, buildings with overhanging glass walls. Behind the rows of new tenements there 
might be a factory (perhaps the reappearance of the greenish desert in the misty distance of 
the city was due to its horizontal arrangement, its long low walls), and, around the corner 
from the street on which stood some rough Umbertine palaces (which once must have stood 
in the middle of the countryside), there could have been a school. That crowd of young 
people rushing in haste, laughing, talking loudly, some running, some lingering a little, was it 
a crowd of students or workers? 


follows: ? 


[197] 
The new suburb (V) 


Perhaps because early in the morning Carlo, walking on the dew-soaked desert grass, had 
gotten his feet wet, or simply because of the air which, despite that honey-colored sun, was 
beginning to cool off, the fact remains, that shortly after the large parking area, pompously 
called "Piazzale del Lavoro xxx", and taking a large avenue - this time completely new - 
baptized "Viale dell'Elettronica", Carlo began to feel such pains in his stomach that they took 
his breath away. Their meaning was unmistakable: but he tried to ignore it, v gritting his 
teeth and sweating cold. In fact, after a while the pangs began to subside. Brief illusion. He 
hadn't gone a hundred yards, under the plane trees softly lit by the sun, when the contractions 
in his stomach began again, more violent and fatal than ever. A bubble of terrible pain had its 
center in the lower abdomen, and widened upwards, until it lacerated the stomach, pressed 
into the chest, made the skin of the extremities wrinkle. Even his hair stood on end on his 
head, around a face gone white as a rag. Stuffing his hands into the bottom of Signor Valletti's 
pockets, he tried to compress his belly, walking a little bent forward, but with his head held 
high like a blind man. He looked around, searching for something with a mendicant gaze. 
Nothing in the world mattered, at that moment, more than a secluded place to evacuate those 
terrible excrements that were rushing like waters against a dam that was about to collapse. 
Pale as death, with dull eyes (which still had the strength, however, to feign a certain 
indifference not devoid of some humour) he questioned that great, brand-new avenue around 
him. Here is a corner that could be fine, Mr. Valletti was reduced to even dreaming of an 
open-air corner, just a little sheltered from the gazes of any passers-by, since at that moment 
the large avenue of electronics was deserted. Hand. That corner overlooked an internal 
courtyard, enclosed between the overhangs of high walls of dark glass, greenish, as if smoked, 
with windows that were glass squares, masked by lists of burnished metal. Further on, a large 
entrance door to an immense glass building was 


resist 


[198] [Note 125 Fascist demonstration| 


Carlo goes to his house. The noble floor of a building in Via xxx. His mother and sisters, 
Chiara, Emilia, Natalia, appear to him as anachronistic shadows. The incest consummated 
with all of them is now remembered as an event that occurred in a dream, and has practically 
abolished them from reality. They belong to another order, purely social. After all, at his 
house, Carlo is like in a hotel. He eats breakfast, sleeps. He goes out (now available again and 
without commitments like when he was a boy). He goes to the café where his friends (thirteen 
years older since he last saw them) gather. He comes there like a sleepwalker. For others he is 
a man of power; reached the top of his career. Qualities of a different order than human are 
attributed to him. His is like a theophany. The friends who have made modest careers in the 
city (who nevertheless turned out to be high, respectable within the city; in a certain sense 
even more respectable than that of Carlo, who is not without the idea of something 
adventurous, unstable, linked to the corrupt capital and of socially inferior quality), they 
welcome him with masked respect - without any effort, and indeed, with surprising 
naturalness — of confidence and cordiality. Their philosophical experience, restricted, 
conditioned by a life without alternatives, however has its perfection. In knowledge and 
cultural attitude they are very similar to each other: but what unites them is a common form 
of humor, very warm and vital, to which Carlo is not used to. Politicians who make a career — 
even if they come from circles like that xxx, from cafes similar to the one in Via xxx - are 
infinitely poorer, stupider and more provincial. Among the old friends one of those 
discussions arises which, precisely, in Rome, in the world that has become Carlo's world, are 
impossible (if not in bad faith). The political bigwig can only demagoguery and lie; the truly 
powerful - less publicly known, and who does not need to constantly beg for popularity by 
cartwheeling like a turkey - is however cold and totally cynical - melts away and becomes a 
bit of a boy only in his hobbies. The old friends from Turin, who have spent their whole life 
where they were born, it seems they can still enjoy not only good food and good wine, but 
also disinterested intellectual discussion (from which practical initiatives parallel to power are 
born, but Calvinistically - as far as possible in Italy — and particularly certain in Turin - in 
controversy with power). In a discussion of this kind, Carlo uses notions that are unusable in 
the sphere of power, which, in order to materialize and be implemented, need purely formal 
notions, that is, directly translatable - and without the resistance of pure reason - into actions, 
into facts. Making real speeches, for a politician, is making an academy. But Carlo has 
regressed to his previous cultural condition, and sincerely makes use of it again, like his other 
friends, more accustomed to this than him, and therefore more detached (ready to stop the 
discussion for a joke that is part of their group tradition , or to go to lunch). 

Quoting Auden, Carlo in a pause in the discussion on the immediate future of Italian 
society (seen from within reality, i.e. through the best bourgeois conscience), sighs, certainly 
not as a man of power: «Blessed are those who hope for the best, what waiting for them can 
be much worse...». 

"What kind of taste - quoted xxx, grizzled, almost hoary - who by chance also knew that 
poem by Auden - what kind of taste you try to represent Jeremiah with Juvenal: shame on 
your Schadenfreude!" 

«Damn it — said Carlo continuing the quotation - now you are also moralizing me! Would I 
be a qualunquista? Suppose it is, what does it matter if my words are true!” 

At this point the voice of a third friend intervened from a nearby table, laughing (he too 
knew the "City without walls". Perhaps he had just come out of Einaudi): «Let's go to 
breakfast, for God's sake! You will all feel better after eating.' 


These jokes—the only ones in this novel, if I'm not mistaken (apart 
from the tales embedded in it)—were immediately belied by 


something erratic down the street, like a sudden gust of wind that 
made shutters rattle and women scream. Life had a sort of pause, and 
a kind of question settled over all things and faces. There were thuds; 
and the high, isolated voices thickened, became a confused clamor of 
alarm. The cars began to stop, and soon formed a line that filled the 
whole street. From the area where the voices and cries came from, 
people began to arrive running: some of whom then stopped to wait 
under the arcades of that large square which seemed Neapolitan, due 
to the common princely Enlightenment. And here a line of people 
appeared from the end of the street, arm in arm, holding up as best 
they could flags, placards, bands; behind that row, another row. There 
was a river. 


the annotation follows: new chapter, referring to the following text 


[199] Note 126 The new center 


It was a fascist demonstration. The placards praised Almirante and 
Birindelli in large characters and with slogans that imitated those of 
the New Left. Some peremptorily asked for freedom for a certain xxx 
"free xxx". Maybe that's why the demonstration was organized and 
allowed. Carlo from under a high portico, [ gray stones of his city 
together with a small group of people (ordinary citizens who 
disapproved), stood by and observed those demonstrators (who were 
passing rapidly on the cobblestones of the old road). The occasion was 
conducive to contemplation. Chance put Carlo out of the fray. He 
could look at these people as if they were strangers; or as if he himself 
were a foreigner. But was that coincidence really a coincidence? Was 
that situation really reducible to any moment in which a man (outside 
his public figure, momentarily anonymous) met other men (who 
instead publicly manifested, as protagonists, what they were and 
wanted)? Perhaps instead it was a question of the sudden 
radicalization and crystallization of something that had already been 
maturing for some time: a definitive separation of good from evil: or, 
better, of a phenomenon that was neither good nor evil from another 
phenomenon that was neither good nor evil . There were among the 
demonstrators some middle-aged men (and also some young people) 
in black shirts; someone made (towards the photographers) a 
provocative fascist salute; “pennants” could also be seen waving. 

But this did not prevent Carlo from drawing his "inspired" 
conclusions with the utmost lucidity, which were more or less the 
following. 

No. These are no longer the fascists. Among them there are some 
"retarded", who are the classic fascists, but they no longer count (or 
they count as survivals count in a new historical [context]). The 
disappointment is terrible. The end of fascism marks the end of an era 
and a universe. The peasant and popular world is over. It was [ from 
the most miserable parts | of this that fascism gathered its bands of 
innocent and virile assassins. The middle classes [ also finished 
whose bourgeois culture was still based on a popular culture (similar 
to that of the assassins): peasant, pastoral, seafaring, poor. 
Differentiated (from region to region, from city to city, from center to 
periphery). Eccentric, particularistic. So Caetano's assassins could still 
believe in their values, partly false and partly true: asceticism and 


virility were real facts, in practice. Now they were nothing but painful 
ghosts, whose right to roam the city probably derived only from a 
decision of the royal family. The new power (of which Charles was a 
direct part) had relied after the war on these real cultural forms, but 
electorally |Sanfediste]. That is, he had done the same thing that 
fascism had done. But then slowly, unbeknownst to him, that power 
had radically changed its nature. The Church, which had summed up 
in itself all the common characteristics of those [various particularistic 
and real (electorally reactionary) popular cultures, had therefore 
served the power in a definitive| way. Suddenly, the Church was now 
outdated, abandoned, useless, cumbersome. Those real (particular, 
popular) cultures had disappeared (or were in the process of 
disappearing). It was power itself that had destroyed them; and, with 
them, to destroy the Church. The kind of life that power preached 
(every day, every hour, every moment of life), was completely 
irreligious. Nothing - for all those years - could be considered in the 
world more irreligious than, say, television. In the video, it is true, 
very often, official inaugurations with the presence of a ridiculous 
bishop; religious ceremonies were seen even more often, |with the 
Pope himself| etc. But all this was nothing but a representation of 
parades of power: the state religion. In reality, television preached 
pure hedonism every day, hour after hour; its impetus was all in the 
direction of the realization of well-being and consumption. And 
people had learned the lesson radically; palingenetic (for the first time 
in history). She had changed. He had made his own the new human 
models proposed by the culture of power. It had abandoned its 
traditional models. Existentially new values were experienced, which 
in consciousness were still only nominal. Life was ahead of 
consciousness. Tolerance, necessary for the hedonistic ideology of 
consumption, posed new duties: those of being equal to the new 
freedoms that were granted from above, and without opinion. 
Inescapable reason of neurosis. On the other hand, experiencing new 
values existentially without knowing them was in turn a good reason 
for neurosis. The peasant world had collapsed. The countryside (and 
seminars) were full of vipers. It had lost its traditional and real values, 
together with the conventional ones imposed by the official religion. 
What replaced these values? What were also the values, again, of the 
petty bourgeoisie? No one had ever told the truth — from power -— that 
is, that the new values were the values of the superfluous, which made 
lives superfluous, and therefore desperate. So, he pretended not to 
know. Carlo looked at those fascists who passed in front of him. They 
could only be those real people whom power (history) wanted at that 
moment. Their classic mental slogans, such as "God, Country, Family" 
were pure nonsense. They were the first to not really believe it. 


Perhaps, of the old buzzwords, to still have a sense, it was, in fact, the 
"Order". But that wasn't enough to make fascism. The people who 
passed in front of Carlo were miserable citizens now caught in the 
orbit of the anguish of well-being, corrupted and destroyed by the 
extra thousand lire that a "developed" society had slipped into their 
pockets. They were uncertain, grey, frightened men. Neurotic. Their 
faces were drawn and crooked and pale. The young men had the long 
hair of all young consumers, with eighteenth-century curls and 
ponytails, carbonara beards, Liberty-style mops; tight trousers that 
wrapped up miserable balls. Their aggressiveness, [stupid| and 
ferocious, was heartbreaking. They were painful, and nothing is less of 
an aphrodisiac than pain. Their fate called them to less badly paid 
jobs than in previous decades and to a slightly more bourgeois 
weekend |: that demonstration was a diversion from all of this. The 
Spinolas are worse than the Caetanos.CIA. The real fascists were now 
actually the anti-fascists in power. The powerful was Carlo, not those 
crying stupid children who did not know the origin of their pain. 

In those faces of old Italians rouged by well-being, what was not 
neurosis was vulgarity: thick black eyebrows over bulging eyes, [pale 
cheeks, repulsive and aggressive fatness, backsides of beasts of 
burden. Even vulgarity is | violently | anti-aphrodisiac. That mass of 
people swarmed along that old street without the slightest physical 
prestige, indeed physically painful or disgusting. They were petty 
bourgeois without a destiny, placed on the margins of the history of 
the world, at the very moment in which they were homogenized with 
all the others. 


Fascist demonstration (continued) 

annotation follows: finish the chapter with a visionary description 
of the misery of those classic fascists; next to the following text we 
read: Epoché 

in the margin read the annotations: incorporate in the visionary 
description — a poor assassin (Di Lauria?) (Angeli?) 


[200] Note 127 Fourth moment foundation of the poem 
(from the “Mystery”) 


As soon as the last of those undertakers had passed, dragging their 
swollen feet, and xxx with a voice croaking the songs that the first 
were about to end, Carlo felt a sudden, frightening pain in his belly, 
which made him suddenly pale like a bloodless man, like it always 
happens in these cases after the first V. The pain seemed to calm down 
for a moment, [but then| V it came back stronger, with an unbearable 
pang. Carlo could not help pressing his hands on his stomach, bending 
V on himself. The matter was now unequivocal. With his eyes [ veiled 

from the pain, Carlo looked around, desperately looking for 
salvation: maybe even a corner behind some door would have been 
enough for him. But here instead, there at the end of the square with 
its familiar gray cobblestones, inside the cool arcades, is Caffé xxx, the 
Caffé of his youth. Still pressing his hands to his belly, Carlo ran over 
to him and crossed the threshold. It was full of people. Of course there 
were also some acquaintances of him. But he, with a superhuman 
effort, so to speak, pretended to be distracted and cheerful, and 
passing in front of the cashier he ordered tea as if nothing were there; 
then continuing without slowing down, and showing that he is in the 
best frame of mind, towards the toilet. He slipped inside, closed 
himself inside, seized by an intractable happiness: intractable to the 
point of humming to himself, in a low voice, a thank you to God. 
{{Id_1795}}However, something else was added, or _ rather 
superimposed, on this situation of hers, already so fictional in itself. 

Apparently, all of human history does nothing but repeat one thing 
to us: here in the V mirror of the toilet, which had already mirrored 
him as a student, instead of Polhymnia he saw Polhymnos again, or if 
you want, Baubo instead of Baubon. Polhymnia or Polhymnos, Baubo 
or Baubon, it doesn't change much, really. It is cause for laughter - 
perhaps sacred - and with funereal references - both for the child and 
for the cosmic deity, as the reader knows better than I do. 
Nonetheless, it was with deep emotion that Carlo - in the old toilet 
mirror - saw that his chest was a thin chest without breasts; and, 
having taken off - precisely according to the rite of is only what has 
been. And in fact Carlo, undressing, saw that what had already 
happened to him was happening to him. Quickly performing the 
anasyrma, anasyrma, without, however, in this specific case anyone 


laughing — his trousers and underpants, he saw that the old penis was 
dangling again at the bottom of his belly, under the sparse hairs. 


[201] Note 128 Before enlightenment and puns 


"Do not be surprised that I know all languages, because I know what 
men do not say." 

Furthermore: «Those with eyes to see and ears to hear can convince 
themselves that no mortal man can keep a secret. If his lips are silent, 
he chatters with his fingertips: betrayal oozes from every pore of him." 

The Carlo of Literal Reality naturally spoke to no one about what 
had happened to him, for historical reasons: and with such simplicity 
("Verbum infans", "Dei dialectus solecismus"). 

In the world of power certain historical reasons are not understood 
on principle, and even less the simple language of symbols, which are 
always flesh or body. That said, I will simply refer to the "first twist" 
(i.e. the recovery of the penis - which also happened v [ specularly 
with the recovery of the penis of Carlo in Time of Dreams: but not re- 
enacted, however, not sacredly repeated: mere iteration, rather, in two 
different historical situations), not only a "second twist", but even a 
"third" happened almost immediately. 


Apollonius of Tyana. 
Sigmund Freud. 
Herein lies the absolute originality (the joke) of this poem. 


[202] Note 128a A few words before returning to the 
great Digression 


As soon as he regained possession of his penis (reintegration paid 
for with the loss of the breast, of course) Carlo immediately thought of 
resuming his place in the world. Which world (as we will soon see 
better) was this one. And it goes without saying that he could not 
even conceive of returning to this world except at the highest level, 
where Power is not only a source of meaning, but is also an exercise of 
itself. 

It was clear to Carlo, however, that he could never start over from 
where he left off. What he had experienced in that period had not only 
entered his consciousness, a place where it is generally easy to get rid 
of everything that can annoy. On the other hand, he could not even 
have said what was the real novelty, that is, the one experienced in 
the immensity of his unconscious life: «The tao that can be said is not 


the eternal tao». 

What can be said, anticipating the ideal course of events, is that, as far as conscience is 
concerned, Carlo's discovery was that fascism was no longer the fascism known to all and 
consecrated by habits (especially by the noble habits of the anti-fascists) : it was by now 
something else: and just to name this other the whole scaffolding on which Charles and his 
fellows had founded their power would have collapsed. 

Honesty (which is part of the literal world, and is therefore repressive: even - indeed, more 
so - when it is sincere) prevented Carlo from pretending nothing had happened: that is, from 
resuming his "management" position as if he had nothing discovered and understood, and as 
if, if he wanted to, he wasn't somehow able to name that thing... 

At this point, however, one observation remains to be made: that is, during Carlo's dream, 
the world too had taken its usual steps forward: and by world in this case we mean the 
economic and political reality. It will also be necessary to spend a few words on this 
advancement or change, and the reader must allow me to make a clarification within a 
clarification. 


But let's come to the big chapter at the end of which the two new 
"twists" that I have announced will take place and whose 
repercussions will be fundamental in the rest of our story. 


[203] Note 129 The anti-fascist party 


The party took place, despite all the perplexities of the past "hot" 
day. I believe that even if Vice-President Miceli had died that same 
night, the party would still have taken place in the morning: to such 
an extent Donna Giulia Miceli attributed a special meaning to it. It 
was touching how she remained in her blindness to the last and did 
not understand the mood of society. No one believed, at that point, 
that the solemn day would pass without some exciting unforeseen 
event, without a real "dissolution" as some expressed themselves 
(which, moreover, were destined to be disappointed, although they 
had foreseen well). Many, it is true, tried to look as frowning and 
"political" as possible: but, generally speaking, we know that the 
Italian man rejoices immeasurably at every scandalous upheaval in 
society. It is true that there was something much more serious in 
public opinion than the simple thirst for scandal. There was a general 
irritation, something implacably angry. It seemed that everyone was 
terribly bored with everything. A certain general confused cynicism 
spread, a forced cynicism, as if unwillingly (it was the last legacy, left 
by young people to adults, of 1968). Only the ladies, the eternal 
ladies, were not confused, and they too only on a single point: in the 
impotent hatred they felt towards that "flatus vocis" of our poem 
which is Giulia Miceli. In this all the tendencies of the ladies met. 
While the poor thing didn't even remotely suspect it: she persisted 
until the last hour in the conviction of being "surrounded" and that she 
was still "fanatically devoted". 

I have already mentioned the fact that in those years a lot of 
"gentucola" had appeared in good society. In the troubled periods of 
oscillation and transition, this "gentucola" appears always and 
everywhere. I'm not talking about those who, in general, always try to 
be first, and in this they have a purpose, even if very often perfectly 
stupid, nevertheless more or less logical. No, I speak - as Dostoevsky 
says, and as I would not dare to say - of the "half socks". In every 
period, first of troubles and then of transition, these "middle socks" 
emerge in immense numbers and above all with an immense capacity 
for blackmail and terrorism, which evidently swarm in their potential 
state (and who knows what they do in this state). in every company. 
And they come out not only without any logical purpose, but without 
having even the shadow of an idea: they simply express with all their 


strength the general restlessness and impatience, indeed intolerance. 
First of all, without even knowing it, this crowd of "mezzettes" (who 
sprung up, in this case, in '68), almost always do nothing but follow 
the watchwords of that small group of "avant-gardists" who act with a 
purpose logical (and, I want to add, also with honest and noble 
revolutionary intentions, even if at the same time improvised and 
childish). It was clear that the general inspiration was precisely 
revolutionary and Marxist, and, as far as our party is concerned, 
Donna Giulia Miceli was inspired by her young revolutionaries and 
Marxists. How (and what) happened in that period very few would be 
able to say (and as for my reader, he is referred to Note 43: 
"Linkskommunismus"). The fact is that a crowd of the most despicable 
"middle socks" (complete with mustaches, sideburns, hair down to 
their shoulders) had taken over, had begun to criticize everything 
"that is most sacred", while before they did not even dare open their 
mouths: and the prominent people who had hitherto so happily held 
the supremacy had suddenly begun to listen to her, and they 
themselves were silent. And others even giggle in derision “in the 
most shameful way”. The crowd of revolutionary “half-socks" had 
gained the upper hand not only over the good bourgeoisie, 
professionals, high bureaucrats, industrialists, soldiers (we don't even 
talk about it): but also over the always restless petty bourgeoisie, and 
even over the parties of left with their authoritative politicians and 
their irreproachable intellectuals. Even if Barbara xxx Valletti — up to 
the moment of the catastrophe of her Carlo — had, it can be said, been 
the bellboy for all that crowd of "middle socks", the other ladies of the 
city are partly excusable for their aberration of those years . Now 
everything is ascribed to the Extremists, especially, and even 
objectively as regards the facts of our history, red. Of course: even in 
our good bourgeoisie, conservative or progressive, a small number of 
people who had withdrawn from the beginning and who had also 
locked themselves up had been preserved. But which lock can resist 
before the natural law? Girls grow up in the most dignified families 
who need to dance a little. And then all these people ended up 
subscribing to feminists as well. The dance was expected to be so 
brilliant, immense; marvels were told; there was talk of the 
participation of politicians born with the "Resistance", of ten 
"celebrators", by audacious contrast, all of noble families, of certain 
Roman promoters; by the writer F. who, to increase the collection, 
would have allowed to read his essay "Merci" (amphibological 
between the French "merci" and the Italian word "merci"). It was said 
that there would be the "quadrille of literature", in which different 
costumes would represent different tendencies. How could you not 
subscribe? Everyone had signed up. Although southern immigration 


had transformed it into a metropolis, Turin had always remained a 
small provincial capital: a town within a megalopolis. 


[204] Note 129a The anti-fascist party (continued) 


The day of the party was divided, according to the program, into 
two parts: a literary morning, from noon to four, and then a dance, 
from ten to the whole night. But the seeds of disorder were already 
nestled in this same arrangement. First of all, from the very beginning 
the rumor of a breakfast immediately after the literary morning, or 
even during the morning itself, in a specially instituted interval had 
taken root in the public: of a breakfast, of course, free, forming part of 
the program: and with champagne. The enormous price of the ticket - 
thirty thousand lire - favored the rooting of the voice. This seemed 
perfectly logical. It must be said that Donna Giulia herself had 
contributed with her levity to rooting this ruinous voice. About a 
month earlier, still in the fervor of the first enthusiasm for the great 
idea, she had also written to one of the capital's newspapers (rebuking 
a reader who had written a "letter to the editor") that toasts would be 
made at the party. Then, these toasts (naturally political) seduced her: 
she herself wanted to offer them, and in the meantime she continued 
to compose personal ones. But for toasts (even if they were political) 
champagne was needed, and since champagne cannot be drunk on an 
empty stomach, breakfast had also become indispensable. Then when, 
through her efforts, the committee was formed and the matter taken 
more seriously, it was soon made clear to her that if one dreams of 
banquets, there would be very little left for Russian exiled writers, 
even with a very rich income. The question immediately offered two 
solutions: a Nabob's feast with toasts, and about nine hundred 
thousand lire a million for Russian writers in exile, or the realization 
of a considerable income in a party that would have been, so to speak, 
pro forma. Besides, the committee only wanted to frighten her, while 
they had naturally thought of a third, reconciling and reasonable 
solution, that is, a very decent party in all respects, only without the 
champagne, and thus a considerable sum would remain, much more 
than nine hundred thousand lire. But Donna Giulia Miceli did not 
consent: her character despised the middle-class bourgeoisie. She 
immediately established that if the first idea was not feasible, it was 
necessary immediately and wholeheartedly to throw herself at the 
opposite extreme, that is, to create a colossal proceeds and give it 
sensationally to the exiles. In her fiery speech to the committee she 
maintained that the public should have understood that the 


attainment of political goals is infinitely superior to the momentary 
pleasures of the body, that the party was basically nothing but the 
proclamation of a great anti-fascist idea, and therefore it was 
necessary to be satisfied with the "Four and All", if it was really not 
possible to do without that unbearable dance. She had suddenly come 
to hate her nobly. But finally they calmed her down. And it was 
precisely then that the anachronistic but kitsch idea of the "literature 
quadrille" and other aesthetic things came about, to replace the 
pleasures of the body. And it was also precisely then that the writer 
definitively consented to read his "Merci", or "Merci" (whereas up to 
that moment he had only been dragging on and hesitating) and with 
this also to destroy the very idea of food in the mind of the 
intemperate public. The party was therefore once again correctly 
presented as a political party. But in order not to fall completely into 
the severe and abstract, it was decided that at the beginning of the 
ball it would be possible to serve alcohol, and perhaps even ice cream. 

While for those who invariably always, everywhere feel hungry and 
especially thirsty, a special "buffet" could have been arranged at the 
end of the rooms, which Pandimiglio Fioretto, cook of the Miceli 
house, could have taken care of, which Donna Giulia made available: 
at the "buffet" under the strictest supervision of the committee, 
anything could have been served, but on payment, and therefore it 
would have had to be warned with a special sign written on the door 
of the room that the buffet was out of schedule. But then in the 
morning, it was decided not even to open the buffet, in order not to 
disturb the reading, despite the fact that the buffet would be placed 
five rooms away from the white room, in which F. had allowed 
"Merci" to be read. It is curious that to this event, i.e. to the reading of 
"Merci", the committee and even the most sensible people, had 
attributed such enormous importance. As for sensitive people, as well 
as lovers of culture, Mrs. Casalegno, for example, wife of the deputy 
director of the "Stampa", told F. that after reading it, they should 
immediately be ordered to fix a marble plaque on the wall of the 
room, with the golden inscription that on such and such a day of such 
and such a year, there, in that same place, the great Italian and 
European writer had read what would have been, publicly, his last 
writing. What is known for sure is that F. expressly and insistently 
asked that there be no buffet in the morning, during his reading, in 
any form and against any need for nourishment and thirst, however 
urgent it was. 

That was the way things were, when in the city they still continued 
to believe in the gargantuan banquet, that is, the buffet at the expense 
of the committee. They believed you until the last moment. 


[205] Note 129b The anti-fascist party (III) 


The literal identification of a scene or an episode with one of its 
archetypes, which, as the word implies, cannot fail to be immensely 
earlier, can be astonishing and above all unreliable. This archaic Turin 
literally no longer makes sense: it almost manages to dismay. I am 
well aware of this. But that's exactly the dismay I want. It is a totally 
anomalous, unjustifiable dismay: and what is more irritating because 
it is "unsuccessful". I'm a provocateur too. Let me do it just once. I 
have no practical purposes, like the provocateurs (of the right or of 
the left) who surrounded Donna Giulia Miceli. My purpose is 
aesthetic. In fact, as we shall see, a religious shadow looms over the 
story I am telling. It is therefore logical that the stylistic equivalent v 
has. characteristics of umreliability, clumsiness, out of tune, 
disorientation. In fact, as it will soon be clear, it is not a question of a 
confessional religion and probably not even of an existing religion. So 
I got away with it by remaking an archetypal episode, and then 
absurdly re-projecting Turin in the Fifties, if not the Forties, if not 
even the Thirties. There is a supernatural sadness in parties that are 
no longer celebrated. V On the other hand, the beginning of the party, 
with the mimetic step with which it had begun, could only lead to a 
catastrophe of spectacular proportions: the fire of an entire 
neighborhood by the extremists, the murder of the eventual wife of 
the protagonist — a horrifying murder, from a crime history textbook - 
and then the degradation of the party, which ended up in v [ shit | 
with drunk southerners trampling and dirtying parquet floors and 
curtains, pissing, shitting and vomiting everywhere. This is not, 
however, the end of the party of the present story. The feast of the 
present story "desinit in piscem". Scandal is an internal scandal which, 
for a few minutes, flashes and [shakes| in public (as we shall see). Vv 
The disproportion between the beginning and the end is more than 
evident. But even this disproportion can be explained by the religious 
character that our history is about to assume |: a religious character 
that colors with itself even the political moment that immediately 
precedes it. However I will leave, from this point on, my model; and 
instead of reproducing it literally - with dismaying xxx results - I will 
"adapt" it to the real time in which our story takes place, and to its 
intransgressible environmental characteristics. So, as President Miceli 
and his wife had taken their places in the improvised audience, 


dropping the fables and [giving| the truth his right, the audience 
seemed to "rest". 


And then you never know what I mean by backdating the "anti- 
fascist party" a lot. 


[206] Note 129c Elements, it should be said, retardants 


The prefect himself seemed to be in perfect health. After all, very 
few suspected that he was ill with something: that is, with that disease 
which in a few days would have led him to a nursing home in 
Switzerland, that is, practically, to a mental hospital. Furthermore, 
everyone found his actions the previous morning perfectly normal, 
against the fascist demonstration, and indeed, in general, they 
approved of them unconditionally. Everyone agreed, if anything, that 
this had to be done from the outset, contrary to what the radicals 
claimed without realizing that their principled democratic legalism, 
their poetic formalism, would end up backfiring on themselves. If ever 
it was thought that the anti-fascist prefect should have behaved with a 
little more cold blood (as it is natural for the old Turin bourgeois to 
think). With similar curiosity, his eyes also turned towards his wife, 
Donna Giulia. Certainly no one has the right to demand from me - as 
narrator — too precise details about one point: there is a mystery here, 
there is a woman. But I know only one thing: the evening of the day 
before she had gone into Signor Francesco Paolo Miceli's office and 
she stayed there long after midnight. Francesco Paolo was flattered 
and consoled. The spouses agreed on everything. I won't go into their 
nocturnal antics. The fact is that the prefect's anti-fascist prudence had 
been completely eradicated. Everyone now saw her happiness on her 
face. She had come forward through the crowd with an open air and a 
magnificent dress (long gypsy or vaguely mugiky petticoats and junk 
or "hippy" necklaces, but all extremely moderate, proportioned and, of 
course, expensive). It seemed that she was at the height of her desires: 
her party — the purpose and crowning achievement of her politics - 
had taken place. 

Approaching their seats, right in front of the stage, both Miceli 
bowed and democratically responded to greetings. Many ladies, 
among the most authoritative in the city, "corrected" by the presence 
of their far-left children, stood up to meet them... But here a terrible 
misunderstanding occurred: the "Four and All" suddenly began to play: 
and not one “shake”, but one of those old-time marches, perhaps 
Tyrolean or Bavarian, if not Anglo-Saxon, which were used to be 
played for toasts, especially during the Christmas period or on the 
anniversaries of some national holidays. Then it became known that 
the writer who was a friend of the Venetian writer had taken charge 


of this with his name in -6n, who, as we have seen, after ten years, 
moving south, had taken on a name in -elli: he was a certain 
Balestrini, a handsome with certain hair that seemed to be 
backcombed, of a color between yellow and pink. Of course, this 
Balestrini could always have justified having done so out of stupidity 
or out of too much zeal... Unfortunately, however, the reality was that 
the moment for justifications, at least for that day, had passed: and 
that it was decided to go all the way bottom. [Nobody ever knew if 
against Mr.'s anti-fascism. Francesco Paolo Miceli and his wife Donna 
Giulia - i.e. by fascists - or against the lukewarmness of such anti- 
fascism — i.e. by the “Reds”. Everything remained equivocal, in a quite 
demonic way, among other things - it is the case, in this context, to 
say it - and also monstrously refined. This Venetian writer in -on, then 
Sabine in -elli, must have been a rather remarkable type: he and his 
cronies. After all, the misunderstanding was characterized by the fact 
that it was not the usual misunderstanding arising from the theory of 
opposing extremisms. In a case like that of the party for exiled anti- 
fascist writers, the extremisms would certainly have distinguished 
themselves and dissociated themselves (as they always do). Extremists 
are always in a hurry to say, naturally, that is, by their nature, what 
color they are. After all, the painful and perhaps, but only perhaps, 
mocking thing did not end with the march. In fact, together with the 
annoyed perplexity and the smiles of a part of the audience, suddenly, 
great ovations were heard at the back of the hall and on the boxes. It 
was clear that these were exaggerated ovations, bordering on brawl 
and ridicule. But no one could have sworn that it was so. And in any 
case were those ovations xxx due to fascists or anti-fascists (whoever 
came there to ruin everything)? Donna Giulia's face lit up, her eyes 
sparkled. Dr. Miceli stopped near her place, and turning to the side of 
those who were shouting, majestically and severely looked at the 
hall... On her face was that certain dangerous smile that a minimum of 
psychology could only cause to observe with terror. There was 
something sinister in it, but also, what was worse, something comic... 
Donna Giulia hastily nodded to one of the boys on the left, the son of 
one of the ladies on the committee, to run to F. and beg him to begin 
immediately read his text. But in those there occurred another 
turpitude much worse than the first. 

At the same time, Carlo entered the room: in all the 
authoritativeness and objective prestige of his person. No one knew 
anything. All this, naturally if one had had the time to observe it: but 
never was God's witness so scandalous, | how much | rapid. Some 
robust hands evidently predisposed took care to remove him 
immediately, and he staggering meekly obeyed. His was therefore 
little more than a flash, a rapid whirling on itself. But the figure of 


Father Pambo at that moment could only remain indelible. Physically 
in his place appeared, excited and conciliatory, albeit with a great 
pantomime of embarrassment and quivering modesty — as well as with 
a subtle air of refined and vaguely compassionate complicity with the 
entire audience — the writer with the name in -trini (the one with the 
backcombed hair between yellow and pink). He was wearing a tie and 
with a narrow-shouldered and wide-flapped jacket, with pockets xxx. 
He asked for silence with a shameful air and warned that Father 
Pambo was a Jesuit, anti-fascist, friend of the poor, a priest of dissent, 
and that he had simply come to bear his testimony about him. 
Circumstances had not meant that he himself, morbidly shy, should 
read his text, so he, the writer in -trini, took charge of it. He cleared 
his throat, took a piece of paper out of his pocket which, to everyone's 
relief, appeared single and very small, and began to read on it the 
following verses, entitled, said in a loud, dry voice, gazing fixedly and 
somewhat menacingly at the audience, of “Dirge” |: of what had 
happened to him. Only Einaudi's "staff", if he had intervened, would 
have had equal prestige, thus placing themselves above the fray, and 
with the respect of both possible parties. The "ugly thing" that was 
happening as he entered (and no one yet knew that he would actually 
be the protagonist of that "morning") consisted of this. On the stage - 
on the empty stage that awaited the writer F. and Signora Antonietta 
Carinella, president of the famous “Literary Wednesdays”, who was 
supposed to present him — on the empty stage where there was only a 
small table, a chair in front of it, and on the table a glass of water on a 
small silver tray — suddenly the colossal figure, so unmistakably 
Sicilian, of Father Pambo appeared. It is true that this is exclusively 
our knowledge, and that it is unlikely that it was known to more than 
one or two people (obviously homosexual) of that audience. His was 
therefore only an apparition in the pure state. He had no connections 
and references that were in themselves scandalous. However Father 
Pambo was so sensational that he did not need to be previously 
known to immediately reveal himself for what he was. Huge, like a 
Norman statue, with a round face, small round sparkling eyes, a mop 
suspended in two great tufts on either side of the head, the small 
fleshy mouth parted and squeamish in a smile of irresistibly 
narcissistic but wild satisfaction, he certainly looked much more like a 
character from an equestrian circus than a priest, and moreover a 
Jesuit. He was expected to roll up his sleeves, show monstrous biceps, 
thus accentuating his triumphant smile of childish self-love, and lift a 
boulder with his teeth. So the clergyman had a strange effect on that 
body. Especially since Father Pambo was evidently drunk: he had that 
sagging, messy, disheveled, ragged and presumably fetid quality that 
drunks have in the morning. Vv 


flotsam an jetsam 

are gentlemen poeds 
urseappeal netsam 

our spinsters and coeds, 


thoroughly bretish 
they scout the inhuman 
itarian fetish 

that man isn’t wuman 


vive the millenni 

um three cheers for labor 
give all things to enni 
one bugger thy nabor 


eneck and senecktie 
are gentlemen ppoyds 
even whose recktie 
are covered by lloyd’s 


Naturally in all that audience there was no one able to understand 
that it was one of those unheard-of texts that Ezra Pound - and only he 
- manages to quote in his poetic writings with such naturalness, and 
perhaps with sublimely didactic pretensions. If then there had been 
someone capable of recognizing that "untranslatable' text and 
undoubtedly worthy of the "catullian saevitia", however, he would not 
have been able to recognize it there, in that context, given the 
pronunciation of the writer in -trini who among other things did not 
know English. So it was very strange the intervention of someone who 
from the very back of the stalls, as if from an unearthly shadow, first 
growled in an incomprehensible way, just like a dog, and then 
managed to pronounce the word in an intelligible voice: «Pound!» . 
Which "Pound", playing, and badly, "pand", said nothing at all to the 
audience. But the writer in -trini looked with a "demonic" and 
encouraging air towards that "young man" (for such he necessarily had 
to be) who intervened from the depths of anonymity, from the ideal 
gallery where xxx xxx the authentic. All his eyes were fixed 
enraptured and filled with a burning hope towards there. He wasn't 
really a young man, he must have been well into his thirties, one 
could see a furious beard, two equally furious side-whiskers and 
furiously cut hair at the neck in all its enormous thickness: 
furthermore thick glasses glittered on the reddish nose. So the face 
was not visible: but, still as if barking, in a stentorian and accusing 
voice, from inside all that tawny fur, something intelligible finally 
emerged which enunciated how Pound was also the author of the 


following passage: «A thousand candles together make splendor. The 
light of no candle harms the light of another. Thus the freedom of the 
individual in the ideal and fascist state». Title of the fragment: 
“FASCIO”. All underlined "significantly" by the speaker. 

What was the meaning of this "significance"? Did they want to make 
neo-fascist propaganda, dusting off a spiritual and monetary greatness 
endorsed precisely by Pound? And in this case, why had Father Pambo 
and the writer in -trini offered their side, bringing out that 
unprecedented text from Pound's universe in an anti-fascist party? 
Perhaps (and, frightening as it was, this hypothesis too was not 
illogical) they were in agreement with the "student" who had 
intervened? But the thing could also have been diametrically opposite: 
that is: the "student" could have intervened by quoting Pound 
"negatively" and therefore disparagingly, in order to underline the 
criminal inconsistency of the anti-fascism of that meeting. Even in this 
case, however, perhaps Father Pambo and the writer in -trini agreed 
with him, providing him with the occasion for that intervention, in 
this case not fascist but anti-fascist: hooliganously and extremistly 
anti-fascist, of course. Nothing could be understood from the attitude 
of the writer in -trini, who had remained like a cod with his slip 
nervously in his hand, in an attitude of embarrassment and at the 
same time of xxx. In his little doll eyes the light of someone who 
enjoys a blow shone; the exalted amazement of those who listen to a 
revelation that puts them in a state of guilt. With that extremely 
ambiguous light in his eyes, the writer in -trini withdrew from the 
stage. As for the speaker, he had reappeared in the depths where 
youth and V class struggle lurk. But to tell the truth, nothing in him, I 
insist, could clarify the subtle enigma of whether it was a question of a 
fascist provocation or an anti-fascist provocation. After all, it could 
very well have been neither of the two things, and that reddish 
lansquenet could simply have been a Pound scholar, perhaps a 
collaborator of Scheiwiller. 

The new retardant element was not long in coming. Signora Giulia 
Miceli had not yet laid aside the expression of heated, spirited 
curiosity, which had made her erect on the chair, as if emboldened, 
and hastily turn her gaze up and down from the writer in -trine to the 
distant intervener, almost in a state of ecstasy for the surprises that 
democracy and public debate reserve, when like her firmly xxx (in 
reality she was trembling in a panic equal only to that of her husband, 
who had collapsed disconsolately in his chair): and lo and behold, the 
writer F. and his presenter, all smiling, Antonietta Carinella. 

They took their seats, huddled together behind the too-small table, 
and the glass began to clink on the silver tray. Tinkling that was never 
to cease for the duration of "Merci". A round of applause greeted them. 


But it shouldn't have been the applause that the writer F. expected: in 
fact he pretended to be impatient, to consider it anti-democratic 
nonsense: while he was clearly the first to want to debunk the cult of 
his own personality. He sat down trying to be as expressionless as 
possible, while Signorina Carinella, in a child's voice, read her 
homework, full of compliments, the gist of which was this: 
introducing the writer F. is useless as he is known to all . Then the 
writer F. took out his pack of papers and began to read. 

In the room there was still something not very good, as if suspended 
in the air. I declare immediately: I bow before the greatness of genius: 
but why do our geniuses, having reached the old age, which should be 
that of wisdom, behave like little boys? Who does not know that it is 
impossible to entertain an audience like ours (even if from Turin) for 
an entire hour on an article? In general I have observed that, even 
being a supergenius, in a public reading one cannot keep the audience 
occupied with oneself for more than twenty minutes with impunity. 
Furthermore, that audience was particular, like all audiences in those 
years of transition: if the frontal attacks and ridicule of 1968 were 
now only temptations made in flashes, the restoration that replaced 
them was far from any form of stability. I said it: the famous writer's 
appearance had been greeted with considerable respect: even the most 
severe senators showed a certain approval, and the ladies even a 
certain enthusiasm, even if self-deprecating. The applause, however, 
was short, and as if there was little agreement, confused. And in the 
last rows, in the great shadow, if no one applauded, there wasn't even 
anyone who whistled; and even when he began to read, nothing 
particularly unpleasant happened: |but it was} like a 
misunderstanding. The writer F. had a very shrill, somewhat feminine 
voice and spoke with a kind of excessive naivety. As soon as he said a 
few words, someone suddenly allowed himself to laugh, probably 
some inexperienced peasant, perhaps from the South, who had never 
participated in cultural debates and who also had a congenital 
weakness for laughter. However, it was not yet the tinder that he had 
to light the fuse; indeed, he was silenced. Meanwhile, it soon became 
clear that "Merci" was not the French word that means "thank you", 
but that it really meant "merci", plural of goods. And that these 
"commodities" were literary works and artistic works in general. The 
article that the writer F. had begun to read consisted of about twenty 
typed pages, packed together in a terrifying way; the orator, 
moreover, read with a purposely dull, severe voice, without 
concessions, completely taken by the intellectual height of his speech, 
almost thus intentionally "offending" the audience: but adopting, in 
"offending" a technique perfectly opposite to that of provocateurs. He 
"offended" with the rigor of culture, not with the terrorism of 


subculture. It was clear. 

The theme... But who could understand this theme? Certainly not 
the ladies, the heroic ladies, so stubbornly surviving everything, and 
also willing to do anything, poor things: even a revision of Hegelian 
logic, given the chance. Certainly not the old bastards of both 
bureaucracy and politics and journalism: even if they would naturally 
never admit that they didn't understand, and indeed they would then 
say | some of their "little words" about it (already tested on other 
occasions) which they would , good-naturedly and compassionately, 
destroyed V [ everything |: Certainly not the zealous young people, the 
"integrated" ones, who, being fresh from their studies, were certainly 
not willing to give up the goodness and legitimacy of what they had 
recently learned, perhaps with so much enthusiasm (for example 
precisely the Hegelian logic, basis of progressivism). Certainly not the 
young protesters, who raised such defense mechanisms to everything, 
who would not even have listened, since they were already in their 
hearts accusing anyone of at least revisionism (the criticism of Hegel 
then could only be a reactionary blasphemy in a correct Marxist- 
Leninist context). Certainly not the other possible intellectuals present, 
and lined up among the young people, indeed camouflaged among the 
young people, with their own beards, their own moustaches, their 
own sideburns and their own hair with a perm: who, if it had been the 
case, for example, of criticizing Hegelian logic, they would have done 
it, and with "much hotter balls" than old F. So that old F., with his 
dramatic and austere little voice, began to recite the his encyclical on 
the thesis of antithesis and synthesis: an encyclical in which, partly 
jokingly and partly not, and therefore provocatively, the lost 
possibility of a "duadic" logic is invoked, in which everything remains 
coexistent and not "outdated" ”, and the contradictions were only 
“oppositions”; in this case history would no longer have been the 
unilinear and successive history, born, as is well known, from the 
reformist exegesis of the Old and New Testaments, as well as from the 
Letters of Saint Paul. All modern Western rationalism was based on 
this, just as science was demonstrating that time was not at all based 
on unilinearity and succession, and indeed did not even exist, 
everything being co-present (as the Dravidian religions had already 
taught). 

It was more or less at this point that the naked expression rose 
stentorianly from that shadow where the people nestle with their 
salute: "Enough!" It was a popular, peremptory, menacing claim: there 
was something cosmic about it. In fact, the passing of time, albeit 
illusory, determines both the end of a historical period, but also the 
end of life. The one who had shouted "Enough!" she knew it: he knew 
he was doing harm, and not just expressing a just political claim. 


What once again remained uncertain was whether the cry had been 
simply a tired spectator, or a fascist to whom Pound, as an 
intellectual, perhaps with Evola, seemed more than sufficient, or still a 
Marxist extremist, who simply found reactionary any proposition that 
undermined the concept of history. Whatever it was, the panic made 
the audience, so to speak, discolour as a sudden gust of south-west 
wind causes the sea to discolour, suddenly making it livid, dangerous, 
too clear. But it was only a first sign. The moderate party - which still 
seemed to be the uncertain majority - won, silencing the spokesman. 
Who, for the moment, mysteriously silenced. Old F. wasn't that old 
after all: on the contrary, he had the air of a young man. Naturally he 
had come there to read that text of his, after infinite hesitations and 
yielding only to the prayers of his friends, albeit with much anguish 
and many residual scruples. He had a mocking look at the intruder: a 
look in which he sparked a kind of flattery in the form of complicity. 
Then he lowered his eyes to the encyclical and began to read again. 
Works as "commodities" - he argued - present a form of insoluble 
ambiguity: the "linguistic" is not contradicted by the "non-linguistic" 
(i.e. the moment of commodification) according to the traditional 
norms of Hegelian logic: there is no possible synthesis , within a work, 
between "linguistic" and "non-linguistic". So it would be more accurate 
to speak of "opposition", in fact, than of "contradiction", Vv | which| 
produces an ambiguous amalgam rather than a synthesis (the work). 
Now the problem has always been solved idealistically, that is, by 
postulating the innocent unity of the work. It is true: in the work there 
is a moment of unity, and of total autonomy, inasmuch as it is a self- 
constituted form through norms that are then self-sufficient. But that 
in the laboratory. For example in the laboratory of a formalist or a 
structuralist. As long as the innocent unity of art is postulated by a 
technician who examines "how it is made", "how it works", etc., 
everything goes well. But if it is a philosopher who postulates the 
innocent unity of art, then he is guilty of the unforgivable guilt of 
irrationalism and idealism. In the materialistic field (at this point, that 
is, at the moment in which F. pronounced this word, boos were heard 
here and there, to which no one could have answered in kind, because 
it was not possible to understand whether those boos were a 
conditioned reflex of fascists V, or the protest of the extremist anti- 
fascists who did not recognize F.'s right to speak of materialism): in 
the "materialistic field", therefore, it was necessary to do with regard 
to art the same demystification of unity and innocence, which 
Marxism had done for the social man and psychoanalysis for the inner 
man. Marxism had revealed to man that man, contrary to his own 
false idea of himself, is divided (classistically) and this makes him 
guilty (exploitation of man by man). Likewise psychoanalysis had 


revealed to the inner man that he (again contrary to his own false idea 
of himself) is divided (I and Id, conscious and unconscious) which 
makes him guilty (all the infinite, unmentionable filthy sins that the 
man, in a hallucinatory way, never ceases to do or to want). As for art, 
it would be necessary for a Third Jew to come and demonstrate that it 
is neither "innocent" nor "one"... 

At this point, the boos erupted again, and this time it was the end. 
Two factors played together, wonderfully in harmony: political 
criticism (still somewhat unclear: and yet apparently reaching the 
limit of endurance) and the indistinct weariness born of the 
unforgivable length of the [thought]. These two factors, wonderfully in 
harmony, first of all obtained the result of making Signorina Carinella 
cry (moreover prone to tears) and then that of causing the "debate" to 
explode without further delay, to which everyone was impatient to 
arrive, in a common, unitary, irresistible condemnation of all 
personalism, all paternalism, all ex cathedra_ teaching, all 
repressiveness. F.'s weak invitation - regarding the whistles - to 
express their opinions in a slightly more rational way than that used 
by the blackbirds, was not accepted for the moment. This only made 
Signorina Carinella smile a little between her tears, but it was clear 
that they didn't want to come to terms with F.. 


the annotation follows: his gestures as a female homosexual 
together 


[207] Note 128b Clarification in the clarification 


* the Italian political situation of the moment 


[208] 


- establish within the paragraph previous (128) a summary of the new 


* 


Italian political situation: i.e. the reasons that pushed Cefis from ENI 
to Montedison, and the conquest of the presidency of Edison with 
the help of the fascists (Nencioni 

This "historical situation" - which Charles I overcomes by 
relaunching a new type of revolutionary anti-fascism beyond Cefis - 
and following the transnational line of Cefis - is then experienced 
and brought to the bottom by Charles II, who therefore "regresses", 
makes of realpolitik (alliance with the fascists, etc.) 


Chia, late August 1974 
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[209] Note 128c Reprise of "Before the illumination and 
the calembours" 


V He co-opted honesty, involving it in the calculation: v [ of which 
he became the grave | (but not for Apollonius, that of Tyana, nor for 
the usual Freud). [He would have only partially transformed his anti- 
fascism and his relationship with fascism. | He would have named only 
some aspects or elements of that unmentionable something that was 
the new real Power: that is, he would have practiced nominalism, 
perhaps with a liturgical character and structure. For example, 
regarding development and its relationship with progress, however 
prudently called "civil development", here is an excerpt from his notes 
in perfect observance of a "cursus" of a catechetical nature: V 


Having noted the damages that the country derives from the lack of 
connection between the civil development program and the 
economic programme, we have drawn two conclusions: first, the 
parties that assume responsibility for governing the country must, 
without the impatience of short times, try together to define the 
‘inspiration, objectives, ways, timing of a civil development 
program, which must have as its ultimate purpose the expansion of 
the personality of every citizen in a democratic society with high 
civic participation and strong community ties, and consequently it 
cannot be a short-term program. Second: coherently with the civil 
development programme, the governing parties must define the 
economic programme. Noting the shortcomings recorded up to now 
by the economic planning policy, we have deduced that today, by 
using all the natural resources, the technical capacities, the human 
energies available - and therefore eliminating the waste of 
inadequate research, the brain drain and capital drain, of 
emigration — must establish the conditions for a modern balanced 
development... 

Where the reader is asked to note the euphemistic value of absolute 
ablatives («Constatati i damages etc.», and «Constatate le 
manchevolezze ecc.»). The linguistic dignity "traced" with notarial 
spirit from the Latin gives the matter that official character which 
they undoubtedly lack in the most complete way when examining the 
facts. Outside of the absolute ablative, those "damages" and those 
"shortcomings" are | undoubtedly| criminal; inside the absolute ablative 


instead they normalize, they become moments, albeit deplorable, of 
necessary or inevitable "negativity". The euphemistic element of the 
discourse becomes explicit in the expressions «without the impatience 
of short times» and «it cannot be a short-term programme». In other 
words, criminal acts can still be perpetrated. The reader is again 
requested to note the "lists", in the most exquisite - almost cantabile - 
didactic cursus of the liturgies: «to define the inspiration, the 
objectives, the ways, the times of a program of civil development», 
«all the resources natural resources, technical skills, human energies», 
and finally «the waste of inadequate research, of the drain of brains 
and capital, of emigration»: lists that have the liberating power of the 
“Act of Sorrow” pronounced in the confessional, in a monotonous and 
official voice, in that, by making the sins committed in the "codified 
and official" moment of repentance nominal, it nullifies them: and it 
nullifies them, in this case, through a mnemonic technique. 

But above all I would ask the reader to meditate on the great 
invention consisting in the invention of the government expression: 
"civil development program", to replace the typical expression instead 
of the left: "progress". There is something evil here. In other words, the 
almost magical trust in the power of names, which hides: first, the 
fascist character of an "economic development" that does not include 
"progress"; second, the change of this fascist character as implemented 
precisely through an "economic development" and no longer through 
the classic conservative violence; thirdly, the abandonment of the 
traditional values symbolized (and certainly not only Platonically) by 
the Church, in favor of the assumption of new values (for example the 
hedonism deriving from "economic development") which changes the 
reality of the power to be served. But these hidden concepts are not 
named precisely because the style of this "examination of conscience" 
is perfectly and uniquely nominalistic! 

The liturgy continues further on|, in the program drawn up in the 
heart of our new Christian Democrat, who, having freed himself from 
fascism, does not intend (at least in part) to fall into a new fascism, 
which is unmentionable. This time it is an "examination of conscience" 
exercised within one's own being; a "self-criticism" whose object is 
"parasitism" which is an exclusively typical problem of those in power: 
for the convenience of the reader I transpose the prose into its real 
pattern of "cursus" which can be recited according to the model of the 
homily, or “Mystery”: 


The phenomenon of parasitism concerns all those who 
from time to time, 

in exchange for a specific income receive goods 

or services that are worth much less, 


or they even pocket without giving up anything and they do all of 
this: 

or by exploiting particular monopoly or almost monopoly positions, 

or difficult times, 

or others' pressing needs, 

or ignorance of applicants, 

o deficient surveillance of the above, 

o scruffy executions, 

o non-compliance with working days and hoursoooo, 

o fraudulent practiceseeee... 


to which it is irresistible to add the seal, recited Jloud|, of an 
«Aaaaamen», which definitively backdates this Vv “Parasitism” in the 
ritual formula and in the mnemonic |semi-unconsciousness]. 

The same goes on: when the time comes to protest the firm (but not 
hasty) will to ensure the continuity of economic progress, not 
separated from civil progress: 


But at the same time an anti-cyclical policy must be implemented 
made up of measures against inflation, 

aimed at reducing unnecessary demand, 

items of deterioration of the balance of payments, 

the excess of monetary means in circulation, 

capital flight, 

tax evasion, 

public budget imbalances — 

and also made up of measures to increase or at least 

maintain the pace of production, 

of the level of employment, 

of the volume of exports, 

with qualitative and quantitative credit control, 

with incentive measures, 

with the defense of the demand coming from low-income classesiiii, 

with facilitations for the supply of 

products and services for foreign marketsiii... 


«Aaaaamen». The cursus of the voice reciting the "Mysteries" leans 
here sharply towards inflections of goliardic "Rhythms", and the 
feeling of sacrilege and fescennino is imminent. 

In any case, his fretus, i.e. with his memorial in his pocket, V Carlo 
made his official reappearance in society on the occasion of the 
Automobile Exhibition - given that he was in Turin, regenerating 
himself - according to an interpretation that could have been all 
reliable — in a return to the Lares. The restoration was now in full 
swing, compared to 1968, and there was no threat of recession. 


Clothing had returned more or less to normal, at least in the older 
people. And so the language. It was otherwise that Charles | proposed| 
to cause scandal, and to present himself as a "new man". 

The reader will have well understood that all this is pretext. After 
all, Carlo was preparing (when he reappeared in society) to perform a 
play: and therefore whatever the content or script of this play was, in 
reality it was nothing more than "a process of unloading masturbatory 
fantasies", as he says I don't remember whether Klein in 
“Psychoanalysis of Children” or Fenichel in “Psychoanalytic Theory of 
Neurosis”. And the order of masturbation is in turn a pretext order, it 
too belongs, finally, when it is enunciated, to the World of Letters: 
while the Allegories - like the present one - are not scientific. 

The fact is that Carlo presented himself at the Inauguration of the 
Exhibition — an absolutely pedestrian official act — lin the fullness of 
his| virility and in the excellent disposition of spirit of one who 
accepts the Game of Power. What happened in Turin had in fact to be 
"assumed" in Rome, to become a political act. 

However, at this point, here is the "second twist". 


The time of this book is not unilinear. 
follows an arrow that probably refers to what was noted in § 212 
in words 


[210] Note 129The fatal proposition (from the 
"Project") 


Carlo was in the middle of the dense crowd of (privileged) guests, in 
a small group made up especially of ladies who were discussing 
indignantly about the previous day's fascist demonstration. They were 
all very elegant. Carlo was also very elegant. Tall, a little opulent, like 
a man who had swum as a young man, with a certain stagnant blissful 
smile in his clear eyes, a full mouth with a slightly protruding upper 
lip (which accentuated even more the memory of him as a young 
swimmer), humble attitude, a little stooped, but as one who wants not 
to weigh the sense of authority that emanates from his whole person, 
dressed in light gray, he listened in silence to the speeches of his 
friends: although he kept it for himself, in his silence, a certain ironic 
patience was urgently needed: an irony that was evidently due to the 
pretext and the now evident and almost scandalous evasive nature of 
the indignation against those fascists. When an old waiter passed by 
with his tray full of sparkling glasses, and Carlo reached out almost 
mechanically to take a glass of whisky. It was at that point that he 
woke up. 


follows an arrow that probably refers to what was noted in § 212 


[211] Note 130The Illumination and the calembours 
(from the "Project") 


Often in Carlo's dreams (as we have said) a character appeared 
mute. 

When Carlo woke up, this character suddenly began to speak 
(naturally using Carlo's mouth). 

He spoke thickly, without stopping, like a cataract that could finally 
fall, V in an almost aphasic frenzy, V extremely cheerful: in fact, all 
that character said through Carlo were nothing but puns, puns, 
linguistic jokes, neologisms , fake slips, or amnesia. In Turin we still 
remember that absolutely rare, [one could say| epiphanic exploit. 
Apart from the sublimely amusing definitions that he gave of some 
people, based on exchanges of syllables or distortions of clichés or 
titles of literary works (about himself he spoke of "Carriera della 
Sera"), they remained imprinted in the memory of the Turin society, 
some aphorisms that Carlo improvised | on that evening |: «While you 
are alive, be a dead man», «He who enters the kingdom of God must 
first enter his mother and die», «If matter is nothing, we are 
materialists», «Instead of vanity, inanity», «Having found himself in 
the forms of a human being, he emptied himself» (here was a 
reminiscence of Saint Paul, I believe the Letter to the Philippians), 
«You must hear me and do not understand me», «That which always 
speaks in silence is the body», «It is the foolish King Lear who asks his 
daughters how much they love him, and it is she who loves him who 
does not speak». And again «In Lifu, one of the Loyalty Islands, the 
sexual organ is called the word of him», 

«Do not be at home anywhere», «To teach is not to say, it is not to 
speak the obscure», 

«The God did not know how to lie: and so he did not deceive his 
fellow citizens», 

« If truth is not new, it is not", 

"The meaning is not in things, but in between", and "if it is not 
evanescent, it is not", 

"Freedom is violence », 

«The seed must be sown with waste: if it is not too much, it is not 
enough», 

«Restoring nullity to words», 

"Admit the emptiness: accept the loss forever." 


But I who report all this are "on this side". I am compared to the 
point of view in which Carlo spoke in the grip of "civil objectivity", 
which "is non-participating conscience", "a conscience as separation, 
dualism, distance, definition", alas. I am a slave to the Letter. My 
words are literal and therefore always define properties: they are 
within the principle of reality and reification, therefore false. 
However, I understand - and I can only relate it with these words of 
mine - that at the end of his verbal delirium - and many of the good 
bourgeois Turinese present would be ready to swear it - Carlo had 
become "brilliant" not only in his speech, but also in his appearance , 
in his body. The bystanders said, in fact, "brilliant": but perhaps it 
would have been more correct to say "luminous". 


"In dreams, muteness is often a familiar representation of death" 
(Freud). 


followed by an arrow that probably refers to what was noted in § 
212 

followed by the annotation: Managing the "Mystery", omniscient 
and pedantic, 


[212] 


All the previous paragraphs should be combined in one only large 
chapter (Note 129) which has as its center the feast of Mrs. Giulia 
Miceli etc. etc. (see the note 110) 


[213] Note 131 New gloss 


Managing - omniscient and even a little pedantic - this 
“Legomenon” of mine (albeit, at least in part, grossly abandoned to its 
rough proximity to the “Dromenon”), I am at this point forced to 
distance myself from my own subject : and therefore to report the 
facts with that certain amount of disbelief which allows me not to 
compromise myself too much with the miraculous that - from this 
moment on - the reader will be able to recognize in them. 

I would also like to advise the reader to re-read Note 37 entitled 
"Something written", as well as, at least, Notes 22i ("Continue to the 
puzzle, etc."), 3c ("Preface postponed, III") and 103b ("Premise to 
second political bloc"): where I speak of my ambition to build a form 
with its self-promoting| and self-sufficient laws, rather than to write a 
story that can be explained through concordances, more or less "key", 
with the very dangerous reality. (In this regard, the reader should also 
recall the story "Story of a man and his body", which constitutes Note 
98). 

It is not without a certain pride that I recommend these references 
to the reader within my own work. What I wanted to do takes place 
precisely in this making and explaining of the work with itself, even 
literally. 

The extreme case - which was justified by Note 3c - i.e. an entire 
section of the work written in Greek or neo-Greek characters, 
practically illegible and therefore constituting, in fact, nothing but 
"something written" - now we are about to repeat. This time the 
characters are Japanese. Here pure ideography and _ significant 
illegibility are evidently expressed |even better]. 

But while the first “purely written” (neo-Greek) insert — however 
extremist and anomalous with respect to the austere normality of 
writing that I have imposed on myself - was nevertheless justified, 
this second insert (Japanese) is certainly less so: on the contrary, it 
risks even to be repetitive and superfluous. 

But the reader will certainly have heard of symmetry. Well, I could 
not resist the temptation to build this second "symmetrical" 
architectural body. On the other hand, Cathedrals and Allegories are 
based on symmetry, even when they are magmatic, disproportionate 
and abnormal. 


Moreover, the educated reader will have noticed that there are 
other similar "symmetrical architectural bodies" in the work: only that 
these are texts reported in Italian and in normal alphabetic characters 
(cf. Notes x, y, and 129-130). 


[214] Note 132 Towards Edo: travel planning 


The "mute character" of Carlo's dreams dissociates himself from 
Carlo and acquires a body - He also acquires a name: that, 
onomasiologically playful, according to his character, of Cornelius - 
His typical somewhat ambiguous and "playful" irony - He observes 
how Carlo yes, yes, "awakened", but who, however, does not know 
practically what to do - Enlightenment, as usual, comes when it 
pleases - In Carlo's case it came to someone who had not looked for it 
at all , nor was he at all prepared for it - Once he has been gratified 
by his choice, he absolutely does not know how to behave — He, Carlo, 
is not one of those very boring monks who wait there perhaps for the 
rest of his life, and then, when comes, they immediately know what to 
do - (Sacred?) Laughter of Charles and Cornelius - Need for a new 
culture and a new model of behavior for Charles - Cessation of logic in 
Cornelius' speech - Transfigured, but always laughing, or rather 
winking, he points towards the point where the sun is rising at that 
moment — Six in the morning, in Turin — Cornelius pronounces the 
word «Edo» — Cornelius disappears — Meditation of Carlo — His 
unpleasant disposition of spirit - “Returning” impression that 
Cornelius you look like a drugged and a bit stupid “hippy” — Maybe 
even very ignorant, and, moreover, Italian. 


(Japanese text) 


[215] Note 133 Mockery (from the "Project") 


Repatriated, Carlo basically only had to treasure the precious 
teaching received in Edo, living it to the fullest. In the meantime, in 
the Canavese area, along the Adda (?), gravel and deserted at that 
point, he had a villa built in the form of a small hermitage, identical 
in shape to the small temple of Edo: this frame appeared to him as 
undoubtedly necessary. Here, solitude, meditation, retreat: 


Iam happy. My life is so much 

equal to my dream: the dream that does not vary: 
living in a solitary villa, 

without a past anymore, without regret: 
belonging, meditating... I sing 

1 exile and voluntary renunciation. 


It was the cult, practiced through idleness, of the "idle God", or, 
otherwise, the cult, practiced through play, of the "joking God": the 
God who plays hide and seek, the God who uses puns to express 
himself like a madman, and who, wandering around at random, with 
unpredictable lightness, clearly shows that "wisdom is in stupidity", 
and that, fortunately, "the world cannot be made safe either for 
democracy or for anything else" . However this cult, if it prevented 
Charles from having usual relationships with men - the mockery of 
which was rightly the form of the most supreme love towards them - 
did not prevent him from practicing a certain trade with those Gods, 
to whom the first God , lazy and playful — perhaps even asleep beyond 
the heavens — entrusted the management of this world. 


This is at least the belief of the Kai, a small population of New 
Guinea, planters of tubers: they believe that the Creator, Malengfung, 
after having created the cosmos and man, withdrew to the edge of the 
world, to the horizon, and there he fell asleep. But one day he will 
wake up, rise from his bed, and destroy everything he has created. 


APPENDIX 1 
FROM THE TYPESCRIPT 


[216] 


Charles I having become a saint, in searching for Charles II etc. in its 
“stoic” social struggle etc. etc. supernatural help etc. performs 


A DESCENT INTO HELL 


which takes the form of a classic journey, according to mythological 
and medieval models, including Dante. But it is only a chapter (as for 
Ulysses) and much simpler, frontal, nomenclature, etc. 

What are these Underworlds today, for a man like C.: they are the 
place of Dreams, or of the Unconscious (the personal Circle and the 
Circle of the Massenpsyche, or collective Unconscious) with all its 
symbols. An "Ideal Dream", which summarizes all possible dreams, 
with all their possible symbols; the dream of dreams, which has 
become commonplace, archetype and crystallized in a series of 
didactic visions. Arrived at the deepest point of these Hells, in front of 
the original Scene (which can be invented, overturning all the 
hypotheses of scholars: it is reduced to an irrelevant and disappointing 
act, and therefore extremely significant, like overturning a glass 
placed on a grave under which the true Region of Death extends, etc.), 
C. performs the ritual and liberating gesture — freed from all sense and 
logical mechanics (even from the logic of the symbolism of dreams). 
Of course the "Descent" is fictionalized. For example. reappearance of 
sex, through the Vision of the Centaur with the huge cock between the 
front legs instead of the back ones etc.; “architectural city” visions. 
But the real fictional story of this Descent does not concern C. but a 
character whom he actually accompanies in this Descent, and who 
must repeat his mythical feat, regain a relationship with his equal, a 
companion - like Orestes and Pilade etc. died (a few centuries ahead) 
before him. An Alexandrian myth (like the Argonauts, again, by 
Apollonius of Rhodes) which concerns events that took place in the 
classical world, although everything then refers to the primordial. For 
this I could re-elaborate a primitive Indian, or African or Polynesian 
myth, in which there are, crudely, the elements of the Mediterranean 
and Christian myth, etc. 


— Tracking backwards whereby Carlo is a spectator of the exploits of 
the mythical hero - Only at the end does Carlo become the 
protagonist - The tracking shot is similar to that of the Vision in the 


“Merda” section. 


Chia, August 16, 1974 
(dreamed during the night) 


[217] 
For the career of "Charles" 


Dossier (Sifar, Mafia) on Charles II 

Charles I, blackmailed, without him knowing anything: relationship 
between Io and Es. Help Cefis in the assassination of Mattei (out of 
any chronology). The period begins in which the State Massacre has a 
pure anti-communist function: the Fascists and the Greeks 
(coordinated by the Mafia) are used. 

Ascension of Charles I to ENI. Adoption of the Cefis ideology: 
multinational companies, disappearance of the nation, new function of 
a professional and technological Army, etc. 


In the end: Cefis at Montedison, Carlo follows him. New course of the 
State Massacre: now the massacres have an anti-fascist function to 
recreate an anti-fascist virginity in power. French and German are 
used. And also some left-wing extremists (Feltrinellian). 


When in place of Charles I there is Charles II (who knows nothing of 
the first: always the relationship between the ego and the id - 
somewhat extravagant compared to psychoanalysis!), whoever is to be 
assassinated, like Mattei, is Cefis. Carlo takes part in this elimination, 
which must take place during the funeral of Fanfani, who died taking 
with him the secret of the first phase of the State Massacre (a secret 
shared by Andreotti, however). Lay funeral. Vatican snubbed (by 
Andreotti). 


The two pillars within which the bizarre subject is arranged are the 
speech to the students of the Academy of Modena and the speech at 
the Centro Alti Studi Militari of Cefis. Dates are manipulated. 


All matter is arranged in time, by juxtaposition and subdivision into 
its own elements, precisely juxtaposed, as in a primitive, frontal, 
precisely allegorical painting, etc. 


(Note to be destroyed) 
Chia, August 1974 


All this is divided into two stages: 


State massacre with an anti-communist function 

State massacre with an anti-fascist function 

(to relaunch the state, restore its lost prestige, etc.) —- In this second 
phase inserts the "return" of Charles II in place of Charles I 


Per la @arriera di "Carlo" 


Dossier (Sifar, Mafia) su Carlo II 

Carlo I, rieattato, senza ehe egli ‘sappia nulla: rapporto tra Io e Bs. Aiuta Cefis nell'as= 
sascinio di Mattei (fuori da ogni erohologia). Sixiivgerk Comineia il periodo in cui la Stra= 
ge ai Stato é in pura fungione anfieonunista: vengono skkr adoperati i Faseisti e i Greei 
(eoordinati dalla Nafia). 3 
Aseesa di Carlo I all'Bai. Adogzione dell'ideologia di Cefis: imprese multinazionali, sparizio= 


ne della nazione, nuova funzione di un Hseercito professionistieo e tecnologico ece, 


Alla fine: Befis alla Montedison, Carlo lo segue. Nuovo corso della Strage ai Stato: ora 
le stragi sono in fungione antifaseista per ricreare una verginita antifaseista al potere. 


Vengono usati Francesi e Tedssei. £ anehe qualehe estremista di sinistra (feltrinelliano). 


Quando al posto di Carlo I e'é Carlo II (che non. sa nulla del primo: Sempre rapprto tra Io 
e Es — alquanto extravegante risgetto all pSicanalisi!), ehi deve essere assassinato, come 
Mattei, 8 Cefis. Carlo prende parde a questa eliminazione, ehe deve avvenire durante i fune= 
rali di Fanfani, ehe & morto probando eon sé il segreto della prima fase della Strage ai 
Stato (segreto eondiviso perd da Andreotti). Funerali laiet. Vatieano snobbato (ad opera di 
Andr@otti). 


I due pilastri entro-eui si CED ia ree hy si il diseorso agli Allievi atell'Ae= 
eademia ai Modena e 11 diseorso atitAlta Seusla-_Milstere di Cefis. Le date sono manipolate. 


Tutta la materia si d‘spone atemporalnente, per giustapposizione e suddivisione nei propri 
elenenti, appunto giustapposti, cone in una pittura prinitiva, frontaet, appunto allegoriea 


(Appunto da distruggere) VA os 


Chia, Agosto I974 


Tae ae BN Ces a Teen 
Itsy, 8 the ~  fumros qutemmmneds 
1 Av Art or forwre Sick tt 
Cp rheniorr C IRL | alte’ 4 
pore 3h [re te.) - he yrurt 
Pree oe 4 low oi ecceen A "avhwvrs! 
fo ek De Btfe. bee? 
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<?> 


Explain the anomaly of Polis and Tetis, together with the sense of the 
scheme of their stories. 

To hint that the secrets they confided to the men they chose is the 
story of Carlo Valletti. 

The other paragraphs on Carlo: "The prefatory madness continues" 


* All the stories inserted are the concrete and living representation of 
facts or characters which in the text are the result of pure abstract 
deformation. 


1) For e.g. the first group of stories "represents" the political figures 

who in the text carry out - abstractly - the politics of development 
and the two groups of political massacres - 
Only one of the narrators - in the end - tells a true story - He omits 
the names - but tells concretely the facts, in fact, of his massacres in 
their historical arrangement (he pretends that a CIA agent confided 
everything to him on his deathbed) * This is also the thesis of my 
book (not saying this explicitly, but implying that this is also the 
outline of my book) 

2) In the group of stories from the Epoche, failed "coups" are 
overshadowed: they are opposed by historical reality, symbolized by 
natural apocalyptic upheavals - mud - fire - etc. (the mud in the tale 
of the Roman nobleman and his two daughters) — (The fire may 
recall the fire in the tale of Bihar) 


* For the tale of the father who gives birth to the shitty son. 


— At the same time as the big Milanese bourgeois, a man of the 
central-southern people also shits a child. The thing is taken into 
consideration by a luminary of science etc. which welcomes the 
pregnant woman in the same rich clinic where the son of the big 
bourgeois is also welcomed — The two shit-children are confused — 
The fathers therefore exchange them - The living-merde therefore 
also have a classist universality etc. etc. they are interchangeable 
etc. 


- prefinal: sunny summer day after a few days winter returns - New 
men, new spirit - End of a fashion, a haircut - Naivety, <?> - 
everything is concentrated in the figure of a young man (the 
regression of the crisis and of poverty creates a novelty) 


— The deities who help to resolve the cosmic crisis are naturally 
“peasants” (Baubon or the Japanese deity, etc.) — This fits into the 
downsizing of agriculture and the crisis of the peasant world (cf. 
also caricature of Fanfani's speech made in Carlo nella festa in 
Turin) — The procession passes through a peasant landscape around 
the cemetery of an atomic power plant 


[219] 


PETROLIO 


(Novel) 


[220] 


A person and his double, or his double. This person is a woman: a 
petty bourgeois who "arrived" on her own merit, etc. 


A man and twice his size, or his double. The protagonist is now one 
now the other. If A has a double B, B has a double A, but in this case 
he himself is A. 

It is the schizoid dissociation which divides a person in two, uniting 
some characters in A and others in B, etc. 


A is a rich, cultured bourgeois; an engineer who deals with oil 
exploration; he is part of the power, he is integrated (but educated, 
with openings to the left etc .: all this is implied). 


Long description of him unable to make a career. 


B the man with "bad" characters is in the service of A the man with 
"good" characters: he is his servant, that is, he is assigned to low-level 
services. There is perfect agreement between the two dissociates. A 
real balance. 


Reversing the situation, A, the man with bad characters, uses B, the 
man with good characters, to justify himself to society and ensure his 
safety from the police, judiciary, etc. 


Leaving on an official trip - with the Head of Government going to a 
Middle Eastern country — A the good guy leaves B the bad guy in 
Rome: but just before leaving, he realizes that B is a woman (becomes 
so due to a castration complex in front of youth of '68). He can't 
postpone his departure. 


B, the man with bad characters, and moreover a woman, left alone in 
Rome, dedicates himself to performing the lowly services: but he no 
longer seeks women (sisters, mothers, etc.), instead he seeks men, the 
male sexes. He falls, along this road, into limitlessness, into anomie. 


Protected by solitude and total freedom - signified by the stay of his 
Double in the East - he manages to degrade himself without limits. 
His desire is now to make love with twenty men, neither one more nor 


one less. Of course he succeeds. The thing, organized, takes place in a 
meadow, on the mud, while it rains at times, etc. 


The twenty young people who have made love, one by one or in 
groups, leave. They go towards the places where their life usually 
takes place (very realistically indicated): but behind a curve, at the 
end of a street, in the darkness of a courtyard, in the opening of a 
doorway, etc., that is, where they disappear into their lives , in order 
not to reappear again, as if swallowed into thin air — they are killed in 
the most diverse ways: and all of them prodigious: symbols of the real 
reasons why people die in the modern world (whether it is a physical 
death or another death). 


Back from the Middle East (public duties, journalists, economic and 
scientific results) A, the good man no longer finds B, the bad man who 
has become a woman. He loses his equilibrium, and must himself 
provide for the low services to which he had been assigned B: he 
degrades; he faces with his physical presence and his awareness those 
situations from which he had always kept apart. 

he Of course he can't continue. He must choose to be only "public", 
and therefore "holy". 


Politically and socially, the result is that it moves much more to the 
right, almost to the point of an implicit alliance with the fascists. In 
the meantime, she too has become a woman, and she makes love with 
a young Sicilian fascist, who forces him to acts that only her Double 
could do, but which he was unable to tolerate, etc. 


After making love with A, the fascist goes towards his house: and he 
too dies devoured by a monster. 


A has won, forced by circumstances, modesty, the bond with his 
bourgeois conscience, which prevented him from being B: and he 
wants to repeat the act that the young fascist taught him once and for 
all. On this road, he arrives at limitlessness, at anomie — as B had 
arrived innocently. 


He too has to make love with at least twenty men, to reach extreme 
degradation, etc. He arranges the meeting, with twenty young men 
etc.: in a filthy cellar in a township. He makes love to everyone. 


After making love, the young people go to their homes: but they all 
live in the same neighborhood: one of them has decided to throw a 
bomb in Bologna station. It is obscure whether he is an anarchist or a 
fascist. The others, drunk, and inspired by Monsters analogous to 


those who have devoured their peers, follow him. 

The bomb is detonated: a hundred people die, their corpses remain 
scattered and piled up in a sea of blood, which floods, among scraps of 
flesh, platforms and tracks. 


B (whom we don't call A just for clarity) has a deep nostalgia for the 
fearful and reassuring life that A guaranteed him. From the small 
miserable apartment in the suburbs where he had settled to enjoy his 
solitude without limits, he goes in search of A. 

But the beautiful apartment in the center of A is deserted. B calls 
himself unnecessarily. He doesn't find it. He wonders how to find a 
replacement for A. The Church and the Communist Party are no 
longer needed. All that remains for B is to make Petroleum the ideal of 
his life: he castrates himself. And he goes to take his place in the 
office, where the fascists with whom A had begun a tacit policy of 
alliance have secured a larger share of power. With a castrated man, 
however, the fascists cannot have relationships of friendship and 
esteem. With their ancient vulgarity, they instruct a girl to groped B, 
castrated, in order to then be able to publicly mock him (and 
blackmail him into eliminating him). 

But while poor B tries to defend himself from the courtship of the 
fascist, the devouring monsters arrive and blow a pestiferous breath 
on the fascists, making them hideous, semi-rotten, infected, full of 
pustules and pus. Thus reduced, they can no longer mock B the 
castrated: on the contrary, they have to adapt to living with him, in 
the great building of oil research. 


In the meantime he has gone to live in the middle of the countryside, 
in an old rustic house, where he no longer sees anyone: in the Middle 
East he had been initiated (by a Westerner) into the mysteries of an 
Orphic religion: he deepens this initiation; he becomes a saint; he is in 
relationship with God, to whom he in any case asks for the good of all. 
God hears him. 


An angel sent by the God of A unknown to all, arrives in the Palazzo 
del Petrolio, during a session in which the Minister of State 
Participations is also present: B the castrated and putrefied fascists, 
have given a marvelous impulse to scientific research and to the 
organization economic. Everything is going swimmingly, despite their 
tragedy. The angel heals them. B returns a man and the fascists of 
human beings. Now that they're healed, they have to decide what to 
do. They decide that everything will continue as before. 


Spring or Summer 1972 


marginal addition 


By chance my eyes fell on the word "oil" 
in a small article I think by Unita, and just 
thinking of the word "Oil" as the title of a 
book then prompted me to think about 
the plot of that book. In less than an hour 
this "plot" was conceived and written. 


next to the annotation: Bologna Montagnola 


Termini 


[222] 


Sequences for Carlo Primo: 


Visit to Pope John (a day in 196...) to be described etc. 

Balducci and the objection of conscience (Don Milani) 

Mattei uses him for contacts with the fascists (precisely because of his 
unassailability as an anti-fascist and left-wing Catholic) 

The Sicilian fascists they blackmail — for this reason - Carlo when it is 
time to kill Mattei; and Carlo becomes an accomplice (albeit only with 
silence). About the Mafia. 


Carlo Primo woman: 


when he decides to do what Carlo Secondo did, he remembers the 
times of the "Mill", the sex life and prostitution annexed to his 
youthful intellectual experiences. <?> Pisa. This reminds him of 
male prostitution in the Montagnola. It is there that he goes to 
organize the meeting with twenty similar to that of Carlo Secondo. 
The bomb is planted at the Bologna station. The massacre is described 
as a "Vision". 


Notes for Charles II 


The twenty boys who then disappear are guided by beneficial 
(traditional) Monsters, even though they are "modern" (consumerism, 
continuous struggle, etc.). Death as oblivion and loss of self in 
existence has archaic and benign characteristics: tragedy is pure, etc. 
The Monsters then identify themselves with the little lights of the 
Verano. Their sparkle in the night. Essay on the old dead of Verano. 


[223] 


Names of Indian devils for communist spirits 


NAMES OF FASCISTS 

Lupo Canuto Ruolo Pragma Nostalgia Bitumen (or Asphalt) Cazzotto 
Porsche Pugnetta id_2041}} Refrigerator 

Quarantatré 

Moschetto 

La Bernabei 

Complaint 

Incase 


— Everyone recommends one of the bombers (reduced from the fascist 
cunt); and all in a group distract the policemen at the Bologna 
station, creating unspoken complicity etc. The attackers all have the 
names of fascist hierarchs or martyrs, but they are all very modern 
(some will have the names of pop singers) 


1] 


Dostoevsky "The Demons" (and all) 
Gogol' (all) 

Dante Last songs of Purgatory 

Swift 

Schreber Memoirs of a nervous patient 
Strindberg (Hell) 

Longhi (descriptions of paintings) 
Apollonio Rodio (Argonauts) 

Ferenczi (Thalassa) 

Locke 

Hobbes 

Sollers (on Dante and De Sade) 

De Sade (120 days [project] 

Joyce (but not the writing) 

Pound (idem) 

Propp 

Plato (everything: world of ideas... Cities) 
Aristotle Cities 

Sterne 

Shklovsky (su Sterne) 


LY] 


All of “PETROLIO” (from the second draft) must be presented in the 
form of a critical edition of an unpublished text (considered a 
monumental work, a modern Satyricon). Four or five concordant and 
discordant manuscripts of this text survive, some of which contain 
facts and others do not, etc. The reconstruction therefore makes use of 
the comparison of the various preserved manuscripts (of which, for 
example, two apocrypha, with curious, caricatural, naive or "redone in 
the manner") variants: not only that but also of the contribution of 
other materials: letters from author (on whose identity there is an 
unsolved philological problem, etc.), letters from friends of the author 
who are aware of the manuscript (disagreeing with each other), oral 
testimonies reported in newspapers or miscellanies, songs, etc. There 
are also illustrations (probably by the author himself) of the book. 
These illustrations are of great help in the reconstruction of missing 
scenes or passages: their description will be accurate, and, since these 
are high-level graphic works although absolutely mannerist, alongside 
the literary reconstruction there will be a figurative critical 
reconstruction. To then fill in the vast gaps in the book, and for the 
information of the reader, an enormous quantity of historical 
documents will be used that have a bearing on the facts of the book: 
especially as regards politics, and, even more, the history of ENI. 
These documents are: journalistic (newspaper reports, l'Espresso, etc.) 
and in this case they are cited in full; "recorded" oral testimonies, for 
interviews, etc., of high figures or in any case of witnesses; rare 
cinematographic documentaries (and here there will be a critical 
reconstruction analogous to the figurative and literary one — not only 
philological but also stylistic and attributive — for example «Who is the 
director of this documentary?» etc.). The author of the critical edition 
will then “summarize” on the basis of these documents — in a flat, 
objective, gray etc. style. — long passages of general history, to link the 
“fragments” of the reconstructed work together. These fragments will 
be arranged in paragraphs ordered by the editor. Sometimes these 
fragments correspond to entire original chapters (that is, they are the 
chapters whose text corresponds almost identically in all the 
manuscripts — except the apocrypha, which continue to suggest 
curious variants). The fragmentary nature of the book as a whole 
means, for example, that certain "narrative pieces" are perfect in 


themselves, but it is not possible to understand, for example, whether 
they are real facts, dreams or conjectures made by some character. 


Spring 1973 


[TIT] 


* FORTE (September 8, 1973) 


App. 8-9 dedicated to the careers of oilmen, in which Carlo's career is 
outlined. 


App. 9-20 The two Carli separate (tacit agreement). Charles of Tetis 
goes to Turin. For train journey before abouts exhilarating etc. 
female adventure. Home of him. Fragmentary reconstruction of his 
life, education, training, early career, etc. His family members. He 
seduces and makes love to his elderly mother (hateful agrarian 
bourgeoisie, but she personally is not —- as advanced a Catholic as 
one could be in the Fifties —) then one by one he seduces and makes 
love to the four sisters, one of which thirteen years old; with the 
servant; with various girls from Turin; finally, in the countryside 
with her grandmother and one of her southern servants. He leans 
towards poor girls, especially southern ones. He ends up in the 
“Sicilia” boarding house. [all as seen by a spy] 


App. 20-40 (or alternating with the previous ones) The Carlo di Polis, 
the same evening in which the other Carlo left for Turin, goes to a 
meeting (?) and has the first success of his career, the first mention 
of part of the Power to assume him in the highest circles &c. First 
positions, first responsibilities: rapid and_ brilliant career, 
introduction to the ENI environment. 


First initiatory journey (Argonauts) 
At this point, precisely as a man of the left, he is chosen (it is a 
counterpart to then having what he wants) for a right-wing, far- 
right operation: complicity in a crime (the killing of Mattei dated at 
the end of the 1950s?) which puts him in contact with the CIA and 
the mafia. But he experiences all this as in a dream. As an ideal 
accomplice, he does not understand and sees nothing. The criminal 
maneuver takes place in the SICILY pension, in Turin. 

App. 40 et seq. Carlo di Tetis has a first great love: it lasts about two 
years. It ends tragically. He returns to the poor girls, this time in 
Rome. For five six years. Until we get to 1969. [History plagiarized 


from Kafka — letters to Felice] 


App. 40 et seq. (alternating with the previous ones) Carlo's career 
reaches its peak. (Stories about Power, inserted in the novel, and 
partly one inside the other) 


App. 50 (current 25) Trauma of '69, change of sex of Charles of Tetis 
etc. Grande amore (unrealized by Charles of Polis, which explodes 
on the disappearance of Charles of Tetis) [plagiarized from 
"Manon"?] and continues until shortly before the Vision (Medieval 
Garden - current App. 55). 


June 1973 


next to the paragraph reads the annotation: The blackmail of 
Charles II and the punishment of Charles I are joined 


x a Forté (8 rettecatin 1923) 


App. 8% -9@ dedicati a carriere di petrolieri, entro cui si delinea quella di Carlo. 


° 

APP. od-20a I due Carli si separano (tacito patto). Carlo di Tetis va a Torino. Per 
viaggio in treno prime sordida esaltante ecc. avventura femminile. Casa sua. Ri= 
costruzione frammentaria sua vita, educazione, formazione, inizio carriera ecc. 
I suoi famigliari. Seduce a fa l'amore con la xwesk anziana madre (odiosa borghesia 
agraria, ma lei personalmente no — cattolica avanzata come si poteva esserlo negli 
Anni Cinquanta- poi a una a una seduce e fa 1'amore con le quatto sorelle, tra cui 
una di tredici anni; con la serva; con varie ragazze torinesi; infine, in campagna 


con la nonna e una sua servetta meridionale. Inclina verso le ragzze povere, speciex 
; Ae cele capes wate» Hes Ga ay 
weridionali. Finisce alla pensione "Sicilia". [ee MARS ULY . 


ee —— _ 
App. E9@s68Q°(o alternato ai precedenti) Il Carlo di Polis, la sera stessa in oui-ltaltro 


Caflo & partito per Torino, 


a una riunidye (?)-e ha il primo successo della sua 


arriera, ilprimo acceno da parte de. iptere di assumerlo nelle cerchie pit alte 
7 ; ; 


ecc. Prime carithe, prime rsponsabilita: carriera rapida e brillante, introduzione 

11' ambiente doll'Bnie __—Frnmas moggi> emraatve Cd rpwaut) 

o A questo pinto proprio come uomo di sinistra viene scelto (& una contropartita per 

, x, avere poi cid che egli vuole) per una merazione id destra, estrema destra: h a com= 

a plicitaé an un delitto (l'uccisione di Mattei datata alla fine degli Anni Cinguanta}) 
che lo mette in contatto con la CIA e con la mafia. Ma ecli vive tutto questo come in 
un sogno. Da complice ideale, non capisce e non vede niente. La mnovra delittuosa av= 


viene nella pensione SICILIA, a Torino. 


«Go 
App. #2@ « segg. Carlo di Tetis ha un primo grande amore: dura circa due anni. Finisce 


tragicamente. Bgl ritorna alla ragazze povere, stavolta a Roma. Per cinque sei anni. 


Dinch® arriviamo al 1969. [ flow phepote de Boffo - VHre a | 


ao 
App. BO e segg. (alternati ai precedenti) La carriera di Carlo giunge al culmine. 


(Racconbi sul Potere, inseriti nel romanzo, e in parte uno dentro 1'altro) 


° 
AppL bo (attuale 25). Trauma del '69, cambiamento gi sesso di Carlo di Tetis Gtx ecc. 
Grande amore (i pealizzato dai aay di Polis, che espéide alla scomparsa di Carlo 
di Tetis)Ve prosegue fino a poco prima della Visione (Giardino Medioevale — attuale 
App.55)« 


pan (923 


APPENDIX 2 
THE BLOCK NOTES!?5 


Details: 
— fart in front of the <?> 
— short pedals in an unofficial dinner with friends 
—-<?> 

etc. 


— Partner appearance 
This time the resemblance consists in an identical physiognomy 
(noble, pathetic but miserable) of a northern blond 


* The partner's appearance (one third of the way through the book) 
makes so that Carlo "take off' and finally make a real career, be 
successful 


* Upon returning from the trip from the East, C. can no longer find his 
partner. This puts him in a crisis, and objectively ends his career, 
even if C. wanted to continue he could not 


* The second effect of the partner's disappearance is that he no longer 
subjectively wants to continue living and making a career, hence 
the his retirement 


* The real and sincere mystical aspect of C. leads him only to mystical 
practice, to action: that is, he learns to perform miracles, not to live 
more theoretically and deeply <?> — It's Italian 


— Letter to a friend as an introduction asking him if it is appropriate to 
transform these notes whose language he has naturaler found into a 
real story with his own objective language whose key he cannot find 


<?> after the 20s (last communists of '68 etc.) — he falls ill - because 
he also takes the disease on his shoulders — Through this illness, he 
judges the young people of '68, and overcomes them — He becomes a 
man again — He misses the Center , human duty, etc. 


It is January 4, 1970 (?) 


(in the dream of the bomb in Bologna and accompanying 
accompaniments) Carlo does not take the massacre in Milan into 
consideration - he ignores it and has a common idea, etc. — Only after 
two or three years will he make it 


* Note immediately following that of the Medieval Garden 


The fascination of fascism — as a mystery of the fathers 


The questions (what will happen to our hero as a result? etc.) 
resemble suspense questions 


Let's go back to... 
(wonderful word — word of the novel) 


Describe the Montagnola in the chapters of the book (as well as Pisa) - 
remember that the old cathedral of Pisa produces the vision of the 
Medieval Garden. 


- (Precisely Medieval Garden) 
- Power = sexual power in young people, who place themselves at the 
service of Kings - bullies etc. Fascinating <?> head to Power etc. 


C.S. 
— Heroism and Resignation 
— Humility (or humble Italy) 
- also reactionary world 


C.S. 
The body... 

Perhaps the grace to underline Carlo's racism was not exaggerated, 
like all the bourgeois — in reality <?> the contagion of vulgarity etc. 
However, it was in the body that he lived everything. <?> said that 
etc. etc. and all of this (<?>, struggle for power, etc.) lives it in the 
body, in sex. 


Sex description 


Blow to Carlo's heart but heaviness in the chest and spasm in the belly 


He carries out the massacre in Milan when he charismatically learns 
the truth (in the dinner of corruption) in May 1972. 
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My homeland is called a multinational Speech by Eugenio 
Cefis at the Modena Military Academy Modena , February 23, 
1972 


Gentlemen, 

why does a former student of this Academy come back within these 
walls after more than thirty years to talk to you about a topic as 
foreign to military art as multinational companies? 

Why does a former officer who the events of the war and the post- 
war period have led to roads very distant from military life feel the 
need to open a dialogue with the soldiers of tomorrow? 

It's very simple. 

I am convinced that you will be called to play a very important role 
in the coming years and I would like to be of help to you by offering 
my experience as an element of meditation. 

I left Modena when it was still thought that the war could be won 
by bayonets; behind us we still had subsistence agriculture, scythe 
agriculture and an industry closed in the restricted schemes of the 
autarchy desired by fascism. 

The war threw us into the fray against those who by now had 
understood that battles were won with tanks, against those who had 
tractor agriculture behind them and an economy open to large 
international dimensions. 

Thirty years ago the Officer still had a nineteenth-century function, 
he was above all an instrument of the war machine, committed to 
sacrificing himself completely for the defense of the territory of the 
Homeland. 

Then something changed in the world; it has changed since 1945, 
when atomic explosions demonstrated that war could kill not only 
human beings but all of humanity. 

But at the same time military art enthusiasts have discovered from 
many experiences (and we mention only three: European resistance, 
Algeria and Vietnam), that even the most frightening war devices 
could not prevail without the support of the population: in a certain 
sense we found ourselves faced with the revenge of the bayonet, when 
behind that there is a moral force, there is a sense of history. I think 
that today a double responsibility is imposed on the officer. 

On the one hand, he must be a citizen of the world, because he has 
a worldwide task for the defense of peace; on the other he must 


understand better and better the political and above all economic 
mechanisms that influence our future more than military power. 

The same elements that indicate the strength of a country have 
changed: it is no longer just the availability of resources and raw 
materials that counts, but the organizational skills and the speed of 
updating the technological process. 

And more than ever the sense of duty is important; but I mean that 
sense of duty that can only arise in a free country, with that freedom 
that in Italy is guaranteed by the republican constitution that you are 
committed to defending. 

In an era in which it is thought that the earth is a spaceship that is 
part of a convoy together with the other planets and that in the not so 
distant future, to stock up on raw materials, we will be able to turn to 
the other ships of this convoy, ie the other planets, thinking of a war 
of conquest, of a war to steal resources from another nation is as 
absurd as it is criminal. 

Laboriously and amidst a thousand contradictions, the men of our 
planet, both in the East and in the West, are looking for the best tools 
to ensure the progress, well-being and dignity of the entire population, 
and when you think of the global framework in which it will fit your 
presence, you must always remember that you too are at the service of 
this gigantic effort, the very reason for peace. 

So that's why I come to tell you about multinational companies; 
these companies are one of the major players in the recent history of 
the western world and we can predict that, for better or for worse, our 
future will be largely determined by the initiatives of these large 
economic bodies. For this you must know them. 

The topic of multinationals is very vast, I don't want to bore you 
and therefore I will try to limit myself to the more general aspects by 
answering above all a few questions: 

— what are multinationals? 

— what consequences do they cause in the world economy? 

— how will the relationship develop between these companies that 
operate on an international basis and the sovereign states that 
increasingly tend to want to control the economic events that take 
place within their territory? 

Let's start with the definition of multinationals. 

It's far from easy. 

The theorists themselves disagree: some define as multinational all 
those companies that have production structures in different countries, 
i.e. that are present with their own plants, and not just with a 
commercial organization, in many countries of the world; in this case 
already today the multinationals would be at least a few hundred. 

Instead, there are those who say that multinationality is a point of 


arrival and that it will be possible to speak of multinational companies 
only when in the more or less distant future the most important 
choices of an industrial group will not only be made in one country, 
but there will be effective decentralization of decisions and, as a 
consequence, there will be equal career prospects up to the highest 
level for managers of all nationalities. 

If we accept this definition, we must say that there are none of 
multinationals, because when the management team of a company is 
made up entirely or almost entirely of elements of the same 
nationality, on whom the major decisions depend in practice, there is 
always a tendency understandable to choose one's close collaborators 
and therefore also any successors among people who have the same 
background of culture and language. 

This phenomenon, moreover, is not limited to economic 
organizations, as demonstrated by the case of the Catholic Church 
which, despite having a universal character, has always expressed 
Popes of the same nationality for many centuries. 

If, therefore, we accept this last definition of multinationals, we will 
have to say that we are dealing with a type of enterprise that does not 
yet exist and that at most today we can speak of binational companies 
such as Royal Dutch-Shell which is Anglo-Dutch or the Pirelli-Dunlop 
which is Italian-English. 

However, for the sake of simplicity, allow me to dispense with the 
precision of the theory, and to speak of multinationals to define all 
those companies which today substantially articulate their activities in 
many countries and with their initiatives affect the economy of vast 
geographical areas both from the point of view from the point of view 
of the exchange of resources and technologies, both from that of 
investments and the effects on employment levels. 

The tendency of companies to look beyond national borders is very 
remote and can be traced back to the commercial companies of the 
1600s, such as the famous India Company, which, despite belonging 
to a European country, owned and exploited concessions in other 
continents with its own flag and also with the right to dispose of its 
own armed forces. 

But the first real multinational companies aimed not at colonial 
exploitation but at the intensification of exchanges between the more 
advanced countries, developed in the last century with the initiatives 
of Shell and Royal Dutch and later in the United States, when the 
latter began to establish themselves as economic power on the world 
stage. 

As a result, numerous American companies established themselves 
in Europe and Canada with a hundred production units. 

We mention a few: Colt, Singer, I.T.T., General Electric, 


Westinghouse, Kodak and Parke Davis. 

In all these cases, these were companies with productions that were 
already relatively sophisticated and of considerable technological 
content, which justified the construction of their own production units 
in other countries with the fact that their exports to these areas, 
although already considerable, risked not being successful over time 
to adequately face the threat of local competitors. 

Subsequently, in the early years of this century, with the advent of 
the internal combustion engine, oil companies began to develop more 
and more, mainly of American origin, which had the problem of 
constantly increasing their sources of supply. 

The philosophy of the oil companies led directly to multinationality. 

In fact, crude oil, with the exception of the conspicuous North 
American resources, had to be sought in distant and backward 
countries. 

The supply possibilities therefore maintained an _ uncertain 
character, both because the places of origin could be involved in 
colonial wars, and because the transport routes could be threatened by 
war events. 

All this led the companies to theorize maximum flexibility, i.e. the 
possibility of drawing their supplies from different countries and also 
of directing the flows of crude oil towards increasingly diversified 
areas of consumption. 

The development of oil companies, precisely for these reasons, has 
been enormous: Standard Oil New Jersey, i.e. Esso, operates today in 
100 countries, Gulf in 50, Royal Dutch-Shell is present with about 300 
production and commercial units all over the world. 

The economic power of these companies often led them to play a 
leading role in local political life, a role that could be predominant in 
weak and backward producing countries but, as the history of our 
country teaches us in the immediate post-war period, could be of great 
importance also in consumer countries, above all when there was 
consistent political support behind them, such as that of the victorious 
powers in the last world war. 

And it is precisely after the last world war that multinational 
companies have developed, extending to many other industrial 
sectors, above all the most technologically advanced ones, for which 
multinationals are an effective need: the development of the transistor 
or the computer could not have been conceived than in conditions of 
multinationality. 

When future historians examine the span of these twenty-five years, 
it is probable that among the principal characteristics of this period, 
which has so radically transformed the economic and even the 
political face of our planet, they will cite in the first place the gigantic 


increase in the volume of world trade. 

In 1950 the volume of world trade (with the exception of Eastern 
European countries) reached 153 billion dollars. 

Twenty years later, in 1970, the volume of trade reached, for the 
same area, 573 billion dollars (at constant value). 

In twenty years, therefore, the volume of trade has almost 
quadrupled. 

It is useless for me to dwell on the reasons for this development. I 
will mention just a few: 

— the elimination of quantitative restrictions on trade; 

- the reduction of tariff protections; 

— the greater liquidity of international means of payment, i.e. the 
greater ease of making payments from one country to another; 

- the increasingly accelerated development of technological 
progress; 

— the formation of economic communities on a continental scale, 
such as the European Community; 

— an increasingly extensive and efficient transport network; 

— the extension of well-being, and therefore of greater purchasing 
power, to an ever-widening stratum of the world population. 

In this period, therefore, companies have become accustomed to 
looking at large continental areas as a single market. 

Even in investment decisions, companies have attributed secondary 
importance to national borders, choosing for new plants the location 
that could appear more profitable, regardless of whether this is 
located in one state or the other. 

Some data can illustrate the dimension reached today by the 
multinational industrial phenomenon. 

The total production of goods and services carried out by 
subsidiaries of multinationals, therefore excluding the production of 
minor companies, is today approximately 120 trillion lire. 

That figure is higher than the gross national product of every 
country except the United States and the Soviet Union. Approximately 
2/3 of this figure relates to subsidiaries of parent companies based in 
the United States, the remaining third being mainly owned by 
subsidiaries of European companies, mainly the UK, Dutch, Swiss and 
German. 

Major American multinational corporations now have over 3,000 
manufacturing units overseas; the turnover of these units is about 
double that of US exports. 

Some more data. 

Today the rate of increase in the turnover of the subsidiaries of 
multinational companies is about 10% a year, while the gross national 
product, that is the most significant index for measuring the economic 


development of a nation, increases by an average of 5%. 

This rate of increase is 40% higher than that of exports. 

In other words, the growth rate of multinationals is much higher 
than the growth indicators of all industrial economies. 

Based on these data, some scholars predict that the share of world 
production controlled by multinationals is set to increase further. Also 
considering the economies of scale enjoyed by these companies, i.e. 
the possibility of making economies through the coordination of their 
activities, the same scholars predict that in 2000, i.e. in less than 
thirty years, more than two thirds of world industrial production will 
be hand to the 200/300 major multinational companies. 

At this point we can ask ourselves what reasons drive a company to 
enter foreign markets with its own production units and what 
advantages it derives from it. In an era of increasingly open markets, 
it might seem easier and more profitable to develop your business 
through an increase in exports. 

Yet, as we have said, the turnover of overseas subsidiaries of 
American-born multinational companies is now about double that 
earned from exports. 

In a very schematic way we can indicate these reasons for 
multinational expansion: 

— aspiration to reach optimal size. 

Once a certain level has been exceeded, which naturally differs from 
one production sector to another, economies of scale on production 
are no longer possible, i.e. by building increasingly larger plants; on 
the other hand, it is possible to increase the economies of scale of the 
enterprise, which are achieved with a coordination of financing, 
research and development activities, advanced management systems. 

Direct investment in foreign countries makes it possible to achieve 
these economies through: 

—a greater distribution of research costs; 

- better use of increasingly sophisticated and expensive 
technological knowledge, managerial skills, management and 
marketing techniques. 

- need to overcome trade barriers with the establishment of 
production units in the markets to be penetrated. 

There are still a great many economic areas where exports are 
almost impossible due to prohibitive customs tariffs or quantitative 
limits, i.e. import quotas. 

Therefore, if you want to exploit the sometimes significant 
possibilities offered by these markets, it appears necessary or at least 
advisable to proceed with a production activity on site. 

- possibility of better coping with adverse economic situations. 
Instead of concentrating all production activities in a single market, it 


sometimes appears more advantageous to distribute one's commitment 
across several markets; in this way it will be possible to balance the 
mediocre results obtained in another with success in one of them. 

— need to adequately face competition. 

In many cases it is appropriate to counter foreign producers by 
directly investing in their market. 

Furthermore, if there are third markets with favorable conditions, it 
is advisable to precede the initiatives of competitors by making one's 
own investments. 

We have seen that the decision of a company to transform itself into 
a multinational by making huge investments abroad depends above all 
on the needs of production and those of the outlet markets. 

Production and markets have different characteristics in each 
industrial sector; it is therefore easy to understand that the 
multinationality characteristic is more present in certain sectors and 
less so in others where the production cycle can take place in 
economically valid conditions even on limited areas. 

In general it can be said that multinationals are present: 

— in sectors involving the exploitation of huge resources of raw 
materials from developing countries; here, however, we are dealing 
with a particular type of multinational of colonial origin. 

— in the most technologically advanced sectors. 

About 85% of foreign investment by US manufacturing companies is 
concentrated in the automotive, chemical, mechanical, electrical and 
electronic sectors. 

However, there are sectors that are of primary importance for the 
world economy such as steel or the aeronautical industry in which 
multinationality has not been able to develop above all because the 
political power has deemed them of such importance, for reasons 
usually connected to defense needs, to place them under strict 
national control. 

We have seen how the countries of origin of multinational 
companies have been above all the United States and, to a lesser 
extent, Great Britain. 

The penetration of multinationals from these countries is also 
dominant in certain nations that can be considered economically 
developed, such as Canada where 75 of the 100 largest companies are 
controlled by the United States or Great Britain, or Australia where 
industrial production is 40% controlled by American companies. 

In Europe the presence of a more consistent industrial structure and 
also the greater political sensitivity of the Governments has slowed 
down the process of development of the multinationals without 
however preventing it from reaching impressive dimensions. 

Indeed, in 1969 American investments in European subsidiaries, in 


manufacturing industry alone, exceeded 700 billion lire. 

However, it should be stressed that certain discourses on the 
American industrial invasion of Europe must be reviewed in the light 
of the most recent events. 

It is true that the presence of the United States in the European 
economy is very substantial, above all through multinationals, but it is 
also true that a process in the opposite direction is also developing. 

The case of large companies of European origin which also set up 
plants in the United States is increasingly frequent. 

This is the direct consequence of the emergence in Europe of 
multinational companies which, due to the very logic of their 
development, cannot give up a market as rich as the North American 
market; rich and also interesting, because in certain highly advanced 
sectors, such as the pharmaceutical sector for example, an industrial 
presence, even limited, in all the more advanced countries has the 
same function as explorers in the military art: signaling the 
movements of the adversaries, being aware of the most advanced 
products which, first tested on the domestic market, will then be 
placed on the world market. 

The multinational, therefore, is also a European phenomenon. 

However, we cannot hide from the fact that the political situation in 
Europe makes a process of industrial concentration in a multinational 
sense rather difficult. 

As long as our continent is fragmented into different states, as long 
as multinationality can be identified with one or two countries of 
origin, i.e. with the countries of the parent companies, the initiatives 
of the multinational's affiliates will always have to combat a certain 
climate of distrust and suspicion due to the fact that their most 
important decision-making centers escape the control of the local 
public power. However, before getting to the heart of this discussion, 
i.e. examining the complex system of relations between multinationals 
and national states, it is appropriate to briefly examine how the 
decision-making process takes place within multinational companies, 
i.e. essentially who holds the decision-making power in these 
companies whose initiatives have global dimensions. 

In the category of multinational companies we can place companies 
with the most diverse characteristics: from highly centralized 
companies which, for various reasons, allow little space for the 
initiative of subsidiaries, to largely decentralized companies, which 
are based on maximum autonomy within the Group. 

As a general rule, it can be said that the autonomy of the 
subsidiaries is greater: 

— when the countries in which they operate are characterized by a 
relatively high standard of living; 


- when they present good management results, an effective 
implementation of the development strategies proposed by the parent 
company, a valid exploitation of the possibilities offered by the local 
market. 

However, there is an ongoing trend towards the adoption of global 
strategies of multinationals integrated on a global scale and this above 
all for financial, planning and control reasons. 

This is an inevitable phenomenon, connected to the logic of ever 
faster and easier communications, to the formation of a financial 
market now on a worldwide basis, to the very fact that many 
multinational companies delegate certain services for the entire Group 
to their specially constituted subsidiaries, such as it can be transport, 
research, engineering. 

In this way, a company that is part of a multinational and operating 
in a specific national territory comes under the control not of a single 
parent company but of various associated companies which control its 
various functions. 

Sometimes then the largest multinational groups provide for two- 
level control companies; first on a continental scale and then in a 
single world society which in turn controls the continental societies; 
and it is inevitable that a structure of this kind, however imposed by 
the needs of the times, will take away a further margin of autonomy 
from the national subsidiaries. So far we have talked about 
multinational companies. Let us now see the other protagonist of the 
world economy, the interlocutor with whom all multinational 
companies must dialogue in their initiatives: the nation state. 

If we examine the problem historically, we immediately see that the 
relationship between multinationals and political power has arisen in 
different ways according to the degree of development of the country 
in which the multinational operates. 

In the first phase of the development of third world countries, 
multinationals played a very important role. In fact, these countries 
absolutely need for their growth the wealth of capital, technologies 
and experience available to multinational companies. 

On the other hand, only these companies can take on the risks 
relating to political instability that usually accompany the take-off 
phase. 

In this first stage, in which the local political class is still very weak 
and often subjected to de facto protection by the ex-colonial powers, 
multinational companies can dictate the rules of the game. 

At the very least, it can sometimes happen that some government 
proceeds with the nationalization of individual production units 
belonging to multinationals. 

But it is difficult for such a government to be able to withstand the 


political pressure that multinationals can exert. 

On the other hand, even a nationalization in a country without a 
ruling class and adequate technicians risks ending up in a mere loss of 
profit and prestige. 

Soon, in fact, the protagonists of nationalization discover that it is 
not enough to own raw materials and perhaps industrial plants when 
there is a lack of means of transport and distribution in areas of high 
consumption. 

This is the classic mechanism on which, until a few years ago, the 
so-called seven sisters supported themselves, who did not fear the risk 
of nationalization of the oil industry as they knew that developing 
countries were not able to market on their own crude oil and refined 
products. 

On the other hand, it is very difficult for a still poor and backward 
country to afford to adopt political initiatives that discourage foreign 
investment. The royalties that are paid to the host country, the 
currency derived from exports, the wages with which local labor is 
paid, are economic facts of such importance as to put the problems of 
autonomy and political prestige into the background. 

In a subsequent phase, that of economic take-off, the local political 
class strengthens and examines solutions that can serve to limit the 
power of multinationals. 

In this phase, the nationalization of the local subsidiaries of 
multinational companies can also give positive results, when the 
possibility exists in the country to manage the production activities on 
one's own, with one's own technicians. 

At the same time, the local ruling class is facing the problem of how 
to get their products directly to areas of high consumption. 

Agreements are sought under other conditions, with other 
international companies, perhaps in competition with those already 
engaged in their own territory, or associations of producing countries 
are formed which block forms of harmful competition on the sale 
prices of raw materials. 

Here too the oil sector is characteristic. 

Certain countries have preferred to resort directly to the 
nationalization of extraction plants and sometimes of refineries. 

But the most common forms of intervention by producing countries 
on oil policy are implemented today through: 

— agreements with the state companies of consuming countries; 

— the initiatives of OPEC, the organization of the oil exporting 
countries, which allow producers to present themselves with a 
common front with respect to multinational companies. 

Whatever form of defense adopted by the political power, for the 
multinational the result is doubly alarming: on the one hand, the 


sources of supply of the whole system are questioned; on the other 
hand, there is an erosion of profit margins. And the response of the 
multinationals takes the form of two different forms of differentiation 
of their production activities: 

— diversifying its sources of supply to compensate for the losses 
suffered in one country due to possible nationalizations through the 
increase of production in other countries; 

— through intervention in other, technologically more advanced 
sectors, where it is very difficult to do without the wealth of 
experience that only a multinational organization can offer. 

To continue the example taken from the petroleum industry, the 
consequence of this strategy is an increasingly massive presence of 
multinational companies from the petroleum sector in the chemical 
and petrochemical industry, which requires much more advanced 
knowledge and is more difficult to acquire than the simple oil 
extraction and refining business. 

In this second phase, even when the states adopt a policy of 
maximum encouragement for foreign investment, the local 
government will in any case try to deprive the presence of 
multinationals of any political connection. 

Thus, for example, in some American countries, the local 
governments have asked the affiliates of the multinationals to give up 
the possibility of diplomatic and political intervention of the country 
of origin, undertaking, in exchange for this renunciation, to behave 
with the affiliates of multinationals with the same legal and economic 
criteria that apply to local companies. 

Finally, there is a third phase that characterizes the now 
industrialized countries. 

The local political class has now achieved its economic 
independence, and discovers that in order to keep up with the pace of 
the richest nations, it cannot do without multinational companies and 
their contribution of capital and technology. 

The problem of relations between modern industrial states and 
multinational companies is precisely the one on which it is 
appropriate to delve further into our discussion, also because it 
concerns us more closely. 

In this phase, the State must not only carefully follow the initiatives 
of the subsidiaries of multinational companies of foreign origin but 
must also consider the consequences of the initiatives of its 
multinational companies, i.e. those that have their parent company 
within their territory. 

In fact, these initiatives can often be the subject of concern on the 
part of the political authorities, either because they are likely to create 
areas of tension in relations with other countries, or even because they 


aggravate the economic imbalances within the country itself. 

For example, when a country has contingent difficulties in its 
balance of payments, i.e. in external accounts, it would much prefer 
that companies carry out an action within the country by building 
new plants and exporting their products rather than exporting capital 
whose return is always longer term. 

If the country still has underdeveloped areas or there is still 
significant unemployment, the political power will take care that the 
exported resources are subtracted from internal development. 

Naturally, this just need must not turn into a short-sighted 
perspective, because we have seen that often plants that can be built 
abroad, perhaps through joint ventures, i.e. joint initiatives with 
companies from other countries, would not be equally feasible abroad. 
internal. 

Preventing these initiatives would therefore entail a deadweight loss 
in the possibility of exporting technologies and possibly also supplies 
for the plants being designed abroad. 

But is the current dimension of the States compatible with an 
effective policy towards multinational companies? 

All governments today find themselves having to live with a 
dilemma whose solution is very difficult. 

On the one hand, there is an increasing evolution towards the 
identification of politics with economic policy. 

In other words, economic facts, from employment levels to income 
production, from investments to flows of goods and services, are 
increasingly important in determining the social and political climate 
in which the government must act. 

There is therefore a tendency for the state to control economic facts 
more and more. 

This happens: 

— through direct intervention, in the form of public companies; 

— through monetary instruments, i.e. by regulating the amount of 
money and credit available to economic operators; 

— through fiscal and tariff instruments, i.e. with tax concessions and 
reductions that facilitate or make it more difficult to achieve certain 
objectives, as well as of course with the classic instruments of external 
action: customs barriers, financial and exchange controls. 

The use of these tools is normally framed in a more or less rigid 
planning policy which defines what the objectives that the State 
pursues in economic policy must be. 

The other horn of the dilemma is given by the fact that the national 
territory is increasingly insufficient for an economy that now tends to 
move on a global scale. 

Indeed: 


— If state controls create excessive constraints on investment and 
operations in one country, the multinational company can still 
respond by expanding its activities in other geographic areas and by 
divesting from the country where it feels too contrasted. 

— Fiscal instruments are difficult to use. 

A company operating in only one country can always be taxed by 
the Government on the basis of its actual earnings, provided that the 
balance sheets can be audited; but it is easy enough for the subsidiary 
of a multinational company to demonstrate to the tax authorities that 
they are always at a loss and, at the same time, that they are a good 
deal for the parent company. 

In fact, it is enough for it to purchase raw materials from another 
Group company at a price high enough for it to produce income for 
the Group as a whole. 

- Customs and tariff barriers and in general the control over the 
movement of goods and money with respect to foreign countries are 
increasingly difficult to apply because they cause a series of reprisals 
by other countries. 

— Even the use of state-owned enterprises has its limits. 

The state enterprise responds directly to political power, is strictly 
bound by internal social needs and undoubtedly has great difficulty in 
placing itself on a competitive level with respect to multinational 
companies, which are much freer in their movements between one 
country and another. 

In short, the nation states in their relations with multinational 
companies often seem like the players of a football team forced by an 
absurd regulation to play only in their own penalty area, leaving their 
opponents free to move around the whole field at will. 

After all, you too will experience a similar phenomenon when you 
have to grapple with the problems of defending a national state. 

Today, the military art, You know it very well, is closely linked to 
the availability of financial resources and technical experiences that a 
country can hardly achieve on its own without being included in a 
stable framework of military alliances. 

Even from a military point of view, the only possible answer is that 
of an expansion of the dimension of political power at least at a 
continental level. 

The defense of one's country is identified less and less with the 
defense of the territory and it is probable that we will also arrive at a 
modification of the very concept of homeland, which your children 
will probably experience and feel differently from you. 

After all, it shouldn't be surprising because, as you know, the 
concept of homeland is a concept that has transformed over time to 
such an extent that, even at the time of the Risorgimento, there were 


very few citizens who knew they were Italian and didn't consider 
themselves instead simple inhabitants of the Kingdom of the Two 
Sicilies or of the Grand Duchy of Tuscany. 

We have seen that political power finds it difficult to cope with the 
problems posed by the international dimensions of economic 
processes. But it must be clear, when thinking about this problem, that 
it cannot be tackled in static terms. 

Multinational companies cannot be asked to stop and wait for states 
to work out an adequate political response to the problems they pose. 

Just as - and the Italian experience teaches us this - one cannot ask 
the union power, which is the other major economic force that exists 
in modern democratic states, to block the workers' claims while 
waiting for the state to elaborate the adequate responses . 

The economic forces have their own logic of development which 
must be directed by the political power towards the best results on the 
social level; but to achieve this objective, the States must always 
develop up-to-date responses, I would almost say invent ever new 
economic policy instruments. 

In short, it is a question of a continuous challenge on whose 
outcome the future of Western society will depend. 

If the forces operating at the national level fail to keep pace with 
economic development and its problems, we will see a progressive 
emptying of national political power. 

The main decision-making centers will no longer be so much in the 
Government or in Parliament, but in the management of large 
companies and in the trade unions, which are also on the way to 
international coordination. 

The central state bodies will increasingly tend to carry out a task of 
mediation: 

- between one company and the other; 

— between companies and trade unions; 

— between businesses and local self-government bodies, regions and 
municipalities, which will maintain a particular vitality because they 
express more intensely the drive of the citizens of modern 
democracies towards a wider participation in the management of 
public affairs. You can see for yourself that the institutional system is 
being profoundly transformed under the pressure of the economy and 
above all of technology if you only reflect for a moment on the 
growing thrust that technology imparts to "professionalism" in your 
field. 

National armies based on compulsory conscription could be 
destined to give way again to professional military apparatuses similar 
to what happened a few centuries ago; military apparatuses not 
dissimilar in their technicality from a modern productive organization. 


However, it is clear that this type of professionalisation of military 
forces would bring with it the enormous problem of political control 
over an army made up exclusively of technicians; just as the problem 
of political control over a managerial class whose power is constantly 
growing is already posed today. 

If this is the type of society we are moving towards, it is easy to 
foresee that in it the citizen's feeling of belonging to the State is 
destined to weaken and, paradoxically, could be replaced by a sense of 
identification with the multinational company in which you work. 

I am not saying that this prospect of emptying the national states 
and annihilating that set of ideological, historical and traditional 
values that they have represented is the best and most desirable 
prospect. 

I'm just saying that we are facing a de facto tendency of modern 
society that can be reconciled with those same ancient values only if 
the national political power is able to respond to the challenge of the 
economy by profoundly renewing its role. 

What can political power actually do to carry out its function of 
defending the interests of the social community without condemning 
the country to a slower rate of development which results in harm for 
everyone? 

The first and most obvious answer is to favor forms of political 
integration on a continental scale. 

It is clear that if Italy is too small a market for a large company, 
Europe is instead the largest market in the world. 

If there were a European-level interlocutor capable of exercising 
political control over multinationals, with powers well beyond those 
of the European Economic Community, the _ initiatives of 
multinationals could more easily contribute to resolving economic 
imbalances rather than aggravating them . 

However, this hypothesis can only be realized when the individual 
nation states renounce, at least in part, their sovereignty. 

It is therefore clear that this is not a short-term perspective. Instead, 
let's see what can be done today in a Europe still divided into 
numerous States of limited dimensions. 

First of all, the States must promote the regulation of industrial 
initiatives in international law. 

As you know, international law arises from agreements between 
sovereign states. 

This is the only real way to try to solve problems that cannot be 
tackled unilaterally either by the host state or by the country of origin 
of the multinational or even by the company itself. The latter may 
seem to benefit from the plurality of legal systems and the state of 
uncertainty and lack of political controls. 


In reality, it also suffers from all the inconveniences of a situation of 
confusion, which certainly does not favor investment, and it also has 
to constantly fear the hostile reactions that may arise from local 
economic and political pressure groups. 

In any case, the solution of those who want to establish an 
international authority, perhaps within the framework of the UN, for 
control over international companies seems utopian to me. 

It is easier and more profitable to create a common discipline, 
possibly at the level of continental areas, by harmonizing the legal, 
fiscal and administrative rules in force in the various countries, 
through, as I said before, a tenacious, ongoing bargaining activity. 

The age in which we live is, moreover, clearly under the sign of 
negotiation and agreement: even the "imperative" programming that 
was, has become "contractual", and every day - one can say - the law- 
imperio gives way the step to contract law. 

The creation of the so-called European company, i.e. a new 
corporate law that allows companies to operate on equal terms in all 
the countries of the European Economic Community, would also 
represent an important step in this direction. 

But the main protagonist of the dialogue of political power with 
multinational companies will still be the organ of national planning 
for a long time. And I believe that whoever is responsible for planning 
a country must evaluate the work of the multinationals by making a 
calculation that goes beyond any xenophobic mistrust, but also any 
immediate convenience. 

Too often those in charge of economic policy, when they examine 
the projects of multinational companies in their countries, limit 
themselves to considering their convenience in terms of royalties, 
taxes, import quotas, reinvestment of profits. 

They do not sufficiently evaluate those consequences which do not 
immediately affect the state budget, but the economy in general, i.e. 
the type of technology introduced, the level of autonomy of the 
company, the presence or absence of research activities, the 
relationships are established with the staff, the possibility of 
employees of the country to reach high decision-making levels. 

If the national planning bodies want to carry out a check of this 
kind on the programs of large companies, the only possible solution is 
the continuous negotiation of company programs. 

Companies today operate with 5-10 or even 20-year plans; it is 
therefore right that these programs are continuously checked with 
those of the States to promptly identify possible areas of friction and 
develop solutions before arriving at incurable conflicts. 

One of the leading experts on multinationals, Christopher 
Tugendhat, wrote: «The position of companies is in some respects 


analogous to that of the Catholic Church in the past. 

Often Kings and Emperors feared that their position of power was 
weakened by the international organization of the Church, by its 
influence on national policies and by its immense wealth. 

Usually these tensions have been resolved in two ways. Some 
countries have broken with Rome and created independent Churches, 
others have negotiated concordats with the Pope, defining their 
respective spheres of influence and creating a legal framework that 
would allow them to work together in harmony. 

Today no advanced industrial country can create independent 
Churches, that is, isolate itself totally from multinational and 
international companies, because this means giving up all the 
advantages that these companies can offer. 

The multinational enterprise is a political and economic reality of 
the modern world. If States want to be able to enjoy the maximum 
benefits that companies can provide, and reduce costs to a minimum, 
they must promote agreements that allow them to work together". 

Gentlemen, I apologize for taking up so much of your time, but a 
topic of this size and importance could not be summarized in a few 
words. 

From what I have told you, I hope that above all one sensation has 
remained: that the world is changing rapidly, and that the role that 
each of us will be called to play in the future could be very different 
from what we expect. 

Therefore, addressing you, tomorrow's officers, I would like to 
conclude with an exhortation: do not disdain political science, do not 
neglect the study of social phenomena, study them carefully and 
meditate on their evolutionary lines. In a nutshell, get involved in 
politics. Certainly not as soldiers, as a caste, but as citizens, to give 
meaning to your commitment to loyalty to the Republican 
Constitution. 

Study the problems of the world around you; reflect on the 
importance of your role in an age that can no longer afford war. 

The defense of the homeland, of the piece of land on which one was 
born and raised, is not achieved today only through the armed 
struggle to defend its borders, but also with a clear awareness of those 
values of freedom, democracy and social justice on which our 
Republic is built. 

Be the defenders of these values, and the best tradition of the Italian 
Army will be perpetuated in you. 


The chemical industry and development problems Conference 
by Dr. Eugenio Cefis at the Center for Higher Military Studies 
Rome, 14 June 1974 


1. Gentlemen, 

I think that during your study session the contributions of various 
sectors of industry to economic development have been 
authoritatively and exhaustively illustrated and that there have been 
no lack of technical considerations on particular aspects of the 
evolution of each sector. 

Today it is my turn to speak to you about the chemical industry, 
one of the most strategically important sectors for economic 
development, but also one of the sectors which contributes most, 
directly or indirectly, to the solution of essential problems in human 
life contemporary. 

I would like to tell you right away, however, that you shouldn't 
expect a technical discourse from me. 

As you know, I'm certainly not a "chemical technician". 

Instead, I am a man who has the responsibility of leading the largest 
national chemical company and one of the most important in Europe 
precisely in a period in which, in Italy and in the world, the problems 
generated or left unresolved by the economic development of the last 
thirty years create huge and dramatic contingent difficulties and 
above all they pose disturbing questions. 

I therefore hope that you will allow me not only not to enter into 
technical topics on which I would not be qualified to speak to you, but 
also to avoid the considerations, by now quite obvious, on the role 
that the chemical industry can play in general economic development 
due to its intrinsically "horizontal" character which interacts with 
almost all the other sectors of industrial activity. 

If you allow me, I would like to give my discussion a broader 
reference, first of all dwelling on the theme of economic development 
as it takes shape today, in my opinion, in a world tormented by the 
problems of hunger and poverty and by growing imbalances, to then 
examine the role of chemistry. 


2. Anyone who considers the economic and social situation of the 
contemporary world cannot fail to be struck by a macroscopic 
phenomenon which is punctually found, albeit with varying degrees of 


intensity, not only in relations between continents, but also within 
different areas and even of individual countries or their regions. 

This phenomenon is represented - it seems almost obvious to 
mention it — by the existence of profound and growing structural 
imbalances and dramatic contradictions: on the one hand, wealth and 
often opulence and waste, on the other, misery, and often hunger and 
the desperation. 

On the one hand, an activity in rapid expansion and rapid 
technological progress, on the other, an activity in decline or in 
abandonment. In the same country we sometimes find sophisticated 
nuclear technologies that coexist with the nail plow and famine. 

We have highly advanced technologies, man has reached the moon, 
but a few months of drought is enough to bring death to entire regions 
of Africa and Asia. 

Thirty years after the beginning of the atomic age, the problems of 
hunger and poverty have not only not been resolved but have actually 
worsened and spread. 

About half of the world's population suffers from undernourishment 
or malnutrition. Poverty is the normal condition of life for hundreds of 
millions of men. 

In the richest countries themselves, such as the United States, 
poverty is still a serious problem. 

The conscience of the contemporary world rejects these imbalances, 
rejects a development generating imbalances and does not tolerate 
that hunger and poverty have such a tragic extent and are a 
permanent threat to social peace and international equilibrium. 


3. The statute of the United Nations in 1945 and then the 
magisterium of the "Populorum progressio" and of the "Pacem in 
terris", reminded peoples of the primary objectives of an effective and 
systematic fight against hunger and poverty and of balanced economic 
development , centered on man and his needs. 

But the whole world, if it has gathered these messages to establish 
forms of economic collaboration which constitute, albeit within their 
limits, one of the most positive facts in the history of the last thirty 
years, has not fully understood their meaning. 

Fascinated by the myth of well-being, the whole world has 
concentrated its efforts and expectations on certain development 
mechanisms deemed to solve every economic and social problem. 

In the Western world as in the communist one, the expansion of 
industry at any cost has been the central theme of economic 
development in the last thirty years. 

Even Third World countries, which also had to deal with enormous 
problems of hunger and poverty, have directed their greatest efforts to 


the creation and development - stunted and expensive - of often 
artificial industrial structures, convinced that this was the only a 
means of freeing themselves from the state of subordination in which 
a world economic system based on the absolute dominance of 
industrial activity placed them. 


4. It may perhaps surprise you to hear these statements pronounced 
by a man, like the person speaking to you, who carries out his 
professional activity in industry and who is here among you today 
precisely as an exponent of one of the most important sectors of 
modern industry. 

It is therefore appropriate that I better explain my thoughts to you, 
especially in a phase such as the current one in which irrational 
controversies of Luddite or nostalgic intonation of the "good old days" 
re-emerge against industry. 

Industry is not a value "in itself’, but only the tool that makes it 
easier to increase the production of goods and to create multiplier 
effects by generating new activities. 

Like every tool available to man, like every way of expressing the 
human intelligence and spirit, industry has limits and potentials that 
must be taken into account in its use and in determining its directions. 

If industry can sometimes appear to be the monster that ruins and 
overturns everything, it is because its development has too often been 
pursued by disregarding the fundamental needs of man and his 
associated life. 

An almost absolute equivalence has been created in recent decades 
between economic development and industry, between well-being and 
the factory. 

We can see this in the face of the request, which is repeated every 
day, to have a chimney next to each bell tower. 

However, an irrational push towards industrialization caused 
everywhere to underestimate the need to ensure - together with the 
indispensable progress of industry - the balanced development of 
other activities and above all of agriculture. 

It has not been understood that an immediate cause of poverty and 
underdevelopment in most of the world - and we see it also in Italy - 
lies in the extremely low productivity of labor in the agricultural 
sector. 

Despite the warnings of the most enlightened economists, much of 
the world has uncritically relied on the dangerous illusion that there 
could be effective economic development without a careful policy of 
conservation of resources. 

Efforts and energies have thus been largely concentrated in an often 
unilateral and exaggerated development of _industrialization, 


sacrificing the weakest activities, sectors, classes, territories, 
aggravating social imbalances, creating growing differences between 
incomes and the living conditions. 

Thus, not only have the existing disparities between developed and 
developing countries been accentuated, but within each country the 
gaps between area and area, between sector and sector, between city 
and countryside have widened. 


5. The increasingly generalized adoption of a development model 
based essentially on the satisfaction of individual needs and on a 
mystifying well-being has led to an unbridled race to exploit energy 
sources and raw materials which has laid the foundations for the 
current crisis and formation of a new divide within the Third World 
itself. 

While the countries producing oil and raw materials have been able 
to assert their position of strength and reverse the previous trend of 
deterioration of the terms of trade between basic products and 
industrial manufactured goods, other countries that do not have raw 
materials, such as India and Pakistan now constitute a "Fourth World" 
devoted to hunger and poverty. 

At the end of these thirty years, the general situation of the world 
economy and the crisis affecting most countries make it clear that the 
development model followed up to now is incapable of ensuring 
orderly expansion of the economy and balanced social progress in an 
illusory. 


6. Also in Italy the issue of economic development has reached a 
crucial turning point. The contradictions and problems of world 
economic development over the last thirty years are reflected in our 
country, to an extent often accentuated by the speed with which 
certain transformations have taken place. 

Until a few years ago we lived in the certainty of indefinite 
economic growth, supported by unprecedented industrialization and 
oriented towards the expansion of individual consumption. 

Today, however, we realize that this certainty is far from solid. We 
realize that the continuity of our development is threatened even 
more than by external circumstances beyond our control, by the 
problems we have overlooked during the development implemented in 
recent years and by those that this same development has generated. 

The external factors that have arisen — the energy crisis and the rise 
in raw material prices - are today so fraught with negative 
consequences precisely because they exacerbate the consequences of 
the deformations and gaps that we have allowed to consolidate in the 
rapid economic expansion of recent decades. 


7. The "model" on which we have based our development so far 
shows the signs of a profound crisis. 

The limits and risks inherent in the basic orientations of our 
development have emerged for some time: the marginalization of 
agriculture, the serious insufficiencies of public services essential for 
the civil and economic life of the country, the degradation of the 
mountains, the lack of a territorial organic, environmental 
breakdowns. 

Deep sectoral, territorial and social imbalances not only continue to 
exist but are often aggravated by social and economic transformations 
that have largely escaped any control and any attempt at 
rationalization and planning. 

In this situation, our economic system sees its stability compromised 
and is particularly vulnerable. 


8. Also in Italy the equivalence between welfare and the factory, 
followed at the political level and shared for years at the level of 
public opinion, has led to the concentration of the country's efforts 
and expectations almost exclusively on the objective of accelerated 
industrialisation, with economic policy choices aimed at creating 
market conditions and incentive instruments for the expansion of 
industrial activities at any cost. 

The result has been a hasty and irrational economic growth, which 
has generated profound imbalances in our production system and in 
social relations. 

We have achieved a remarkable industrial apparatus, a conspicuous 
increase in the gross national product, a significant improvement, 
even if not generalized and homogeneous, in the levels of per capita 
income. 

But this development, due to its unilateral nature, has had a 
negative side which is turning heavily against us, compromising the 
very capacity for further expansion of our economic system and 
therefore the possibility of ensuring the country a future of civil and 
social progress and actual well-being. 

The development essentially entrusted to the spontaneity of a model 
of economic growth based mainly on the stimulus of individual 
consumption, had an extremely high cost also from an economic point 
of view. 

In other words, it entailed an enormous use of resources that could 
have had much more valid alternative uses, not only on a social level 
but also in terms of income production. 

Let us think of the abnormal development that individual 
motorization has taken on in our country - following the example of 
other economically and socially more advanced countries. And let's 


think about what this entailed in terms of costs for the necessary 
supply of fuel and for the construction of a large motorway system. 
We also think of the social order effects determined by the distortion 
of the individual consumption of a people which for certain qualifying 
components of its "family budgets" and for the level of its collective 
consumption is still far behind in the ranking of European countries. 

But this is only one of the negative aspects of the type of 
development adopted in the last three decades. 


9. To follow this type of development we have (much more than 
other countries) abandoned agriculture to itself. 

Consequently, agriculture has not managed to implement a 
transformation of its activity in the modern sense, it has not been able 
to technicize crops, livestock, the marketing of products, it has not 
been able to find a relationship of effective integration with industry. 

So today we have an agriculture that is unable to ensure a 
satisfactory level of income for its businesses and employees, that is 
unable to meet the country's growing demand for food products, that 
is unable to offer effective valorisation to the new generations . 


10. Sectoral imbalances are flanked and superimposed by territorial 
imbalances. 

An artificial and unilateral industrialization, even if extended to 
some nuclei of the South, has not attenuated the fundamental dualism 
of the Italian economy and society. 

To some extent it has indeed aggravated and expanded it. 

The unresolved North-South dualism is now accompanied, within 
the same areas, by a no less accentuated and problematic dualism 
between city and countryside, between areas of _ industrial 
development and those that are on the margins or excluded from 
them. 

This dualism even recurs within the large industrial cities of the 
North. 

The intense urbanization prompted by a hasty industrial 
development, which has lacked the orientation of an economic and 
territorial planning, has led to situations of congestion that deteriorate 
the quality of life in the large centers and has created the conditions 
for the marginalization of the immigrant masses from the countryside 
and other regions of the country. 


11. The choice of a development mechanism of this type has led to 
disregard not only of the need for a rational geographical distribution 
of the industry according to the possible alternatives for the use of the 
territory, but also that of a development less harmful to the natural 
environment and surrounding human. 


The absolute priority given to the development of some large 
industrial "cathedrals", the excessive concentration of production 
plants in certain areas, the chaotic urbanization that accompanied the 
development, have created, also due to the absence of an organic 
discipline and of the public operator, particularly serious 
environmental problems. 

The problem of defending an environment on a human scale has 
thus exploded in Italy with a drama unknown to other European 
countries that are ahead of us on the path of industrialization. 

While taking into account the possible exploitation that has 
accompanied the denunciation of this problem and the alarmist 
psychoses that may have arisen, it must be said that conditions exist in 
Italy that legitimize greater concern in environmental matters. 

It suffices to think of the tourist vocation of a considerable part of 
the national territory, the limited water resources, the continuing lack 
of any serious intervention and territorial arrangement program which 
has prevented the affirmation of rationality criteria in the choice of 
industrial locations, finally the lack of a specific legislation capable of 
regulating the matter rigorously, but in a clear and certain way. 

In other words, the development mechanism that has established 
itself, both due to the forces that have prevailed internally and due to 
the insufficiencies that have manifested themselves at the level of the 
public authorities, has also made the perturbing effects more evident, 
as well as objectively more harmful of the industry. 


12. The enormous increase in the price of oil and other raw 
materials of which our country is the consumer and processor of 
which our country is a consumer and processor has been impacting for 
some months now on the ongoing crisis of our development "model". 

The new situation has unleashed all the contradictions of a growth 
mechanism which essentially focused on the expansion of an activity 
oriented towards the satisfaction of individual needs; which has 
conditioned life patterns to increasing levels of private consumption; 
which has mortified agriculture to rely on massive imports of 
agricultural and livestock products; which underestimated the not 
only social and civil but also the economic importance of efficient 
public services; which has neglected the defense and enhancement of 
important resources of the country. 

It is therefore necessary to direct the country's development in a 
different way, to become aware of the new needs that have arisen and 
of the old problems that we have left unresolved up to now, and to 
concretely prepare for the changes that all this requires. 

In other words, it is a question of starting a new type of 
development that must pass through the solution of the great social 


problems and through the creation of a new, more balanced 
relationship between the various economic activities of the country. 


13. Industry can and must play a fundamental role in a new course 
of development aimed at building, on a global and national level, an 
economy truly capable of tackling the problems of hunger and poverty 
and of realizing authentic well-being . 

But industry, as we have seen, is just a tool at the service of man. 

We can continue to use it above all to satisfy precarious and illusory 
individual needs. 

Or we can use it to give everyone lasting well-being, to eliminate 
current imbalances, to restore impetus and vigor to agricultural 
activities, to recover a function of defense and enhancement of the 
environment and natural resources. 

If this is to be our choice today, we have to think of a "model" of 
industrial development that makes these basic objectives its own. 

If the industry entrusts its operational choices to market indications, 
we must try, through unrealistic planning, to modify the structure of 
demand, replacing the hitherto prevalent consumerist drives with a 
different direction that responds to the needs of economic, social and 
territorial rebalancing . 


14. The experience of economic development over the past decades 
shows us that the various phases of this development have been 
marked by the particular driving force assumed by a given sector. 

In the 1800s and first decades of the 1900s, this pulling function 
was performed by the building industry. 

Then came the period in which it was said, with some justification 
from a strictly economic point of view, that «what is good for General 
Motors, is good for America». 

The driving function of activities mainly directed towards consumer 
goods inevitably declines in a new context which must accord 
absolute priority to the satisfaction of certain fundamental needs of a 
social nature. 

The chemical industry, due to its typically instrumental nature, has 
many qualifications to be able to become the leading sector of the 
new, different economic development that needs to be started today. 

Producer of new synthetic materials which not only increasingly 
replace traditional materials but which open up enormous new 
application possibilities. Producer of fundamental products for 
agricultural and zootechnical development; of medicines and new 
foodstuffs, the chemical industry has the ability and the possibility to 
respond in an innovative way to precisely those needs which until 
now have been largely neglected by economic development. 

I would like to mention some significant data. 


In everyday life, the man of an advanced industrial country uses 
between 300 and 500 chemical products (such as synthetic fibers and 
resins, detergents, medicines, insecticides, fertilizers, food 
preservatives, etc.). 

Fifty years ago 70% and thirty years ago again 40% of current 
chemical products were unknown or not economically feasible or 
without valid applications. 

If we reflect on these data and finally if we think that today in the 
world, on average, a new chemical compound is synthesized every 
five minutes, then we can realize what potential the chemical industry 
has and what contribution it can make. capable of giving a 
generalized improvement in the quality of life. 


15. Before proceeding, however, I would like to clear the ground of 
an objection that some of you might raise. 

How can the chemical industry aspire to a leading role in an 
economic development more aimed at satisfying the vital needs of a 
better society, more attentive to the "quality" of life, precisely when it 
is being blamed for the environmental breakdowns attributed to its 
workings and some of its productions? 

Undoubtedly the chemical industry deals, in its production 
processes, with polluting raw materials, such as oil and sulfur, and 
produces synthetic substances which in the natural environment can 
constitute, if there are no suitable safeguards, elements of pollution, as 
for example in the case some pesticides or detergents. 

In Italy, the concern to identify the "scapegoat" of a collective bad 
conscience has led to focus the accusations almost exclusively on 
chemistry. 

The contribution of several other industrial sectors to the 
degradation of the environment is not, however, very different: let's 
think of the iron and steel industry, the thermoelectric industry, 
numerous metalworking activities, some sectors of the food industry 
itself, etc. . 

I would not want to sound evasive in stating that the problem of 
environmental degradation, at least in Italy, affects situations, realities 
and responsibilities that largely transcend the chemical sector and 
industry as a whole, referring instead to the objectives, choices and 
ways in which society global has managed its own development over 
the last three decades. 

In other words, let's go back to the problems we have already 
mentioned, to the "philosophy" of a development that has favored 
irrational growth, to the complete absence of a territorial planning 
policy, to chaotic urbanization, to the lack of infrastructural and 
legislative interventions by the public authorities in matters of 


environmental defense. 

The solution to the problem of pollution therefore passes through 
the commitment and responsibility of the entire civil society, of 
central and local public authorities, in the same way as the other 
major problems of contemporary life: housing, school, health, the 
agriculture. 


16. As far as you are concerned in particular, the chemical industry 
is today able to solve its pollution problems. 

The possibilities for creating "clean" chemistry are becoming ever 
wider and safer. 

The new production plants, using the new technologies developed 
in recent years, can arise already "clean". 

For existing systems, a radical renovation is possible which is 
certainly not feasible overnight, but which can be completed within a 
few years. It is a question of committing oneself fully in this direction 
and, of course, of being willing to bear the considerable burdens. 

This is what, for example, Montedison is doing with a program that 
will lead in a few years to the implementation of decisive anti- 
pollution interventions with investments in Italy of over 250 billion 
lire. 

On another level, the chemical industry is tackling the ecological 
problems posed by the use and growing diffusion of some of its 
products: the problem of the biodegradability not only of detergents - 
which is already a largely acquired fact - but also of plastics, and the 
problem of the non-toxicity of other products such as above all 
pesticides. 

The reduction and in perspective the elimination of one's polluting 
contribution is not the only contribution that chemistry can give to 
the objective of environmental recovery. 

The chemical industry has also been producing materials and 
technologies against pollution for some time. 

The effort that the large research centers of the major companies 
are currently dedicating to the development of new "clean" production 
processes and new effluent purification systems is making a new mass 
of knowledge available to the chemical industry on particularly 
complex topics which will also be able to offer advanced solutions to 
the problems of pollution existing in every other sector of industrial 
activity and civil life. 


17. The innovative character that is proper to it due to its nature as 
an industry that creates new materials, the strong potential for 
research and experimentation which it must make use of in order to 
progress, make chemistry an industry capable of responding in 
different ways to old needs and to give an economically and 


technically viable solution to problems which up to now could not be 
tackled. 

New materials are needed for new applications or better 
responding, technically and economically, to the needs of an 
alternative use to that of traditional materials. 

It is necessary to have new nutrients to fill the food deficit, new 
medicines and better health facilities. 

The chemical industry is able to make a decisive contribution to 
meeting these needs. 


18. Let us take, for example, the problem of housing and more 
generally that of construction. We have to give everyone a decent 
home, we have to create new schools, new hospitals. 

There is certainly no shortage of old solutions in this field, the 
solutions of a traditional building largely entrusted to semi-industrial 
methods, when not artisanal or almost. 

Whatever the fate of these activities may be in the future, it is clear 
that in this, as indeed in any other sector, it is necessary to aim 
resolutely at more effective uses, at achieving higher returns. 

In other words, it is necessary to clearly increase productivity and 
efficiency, transforming construction into a rational industrial activity 
which makes it possible to obtain, with the same resources used, 
houses, hospitals and schools in greater numbers and of better quality. 

It is therefore necessary to profoundly innovate construction and 
prefabrication methods by enriching their technological content, 
developing new techniques based on the assembly of standardized 
components produced in large series. 

The chemical industry can make a decisive contribution to this 
major innovative intervention in techniques, materials and 
components for the building industry. 

It is chemistry that produces most of the new materials - the various 
synthetic resins - which lend themselves to the _ industrial 
transformation of the building industry: it is still chemistry that 
through its applied research can perfect and specialize these materials 
and study new components and techniques for their more rational use. 

This is not a goal destined to be achieved in the indeterminate 
future. The chemical industry is already actively involved in this, in 
some cases even for several years, and is already able to provide some 
concrete solutions. 


19. The case of construction allows us to clearly see the role that the 
chemical industry is preparing to play in view of a new course of 
economic development. 

From a simple producer of materials, as it has been predominantly 
up to now, the chemical industry is also partially transforming itself 


into a producer of services that go beyond the usual technical 
assistance granted to customers in the application phase of its 
products. 

At the origin of this phenomenon there is an accentuation of the 
"market orientation", natural in a more mature economic phase in 
which demand is becoming increasingly differentiated, demanding 
and sophisticated. 

But there is also more. 

There is the acquisition of the awareness of having a wealth of 
technological knowledge, operational experience, innovation capacity 
which, made available to other activities, can contribute significantly 
to strengthening and modernizing them. 

The example of construction is not isolated. I could also mention 
that of the textile sector where, precisely on the initiative of 
Montedison, a series of interesting experiences of collaboration 
between the chemical fiber manufacturing industry and the traditional 
manufacturing industry are being launched on these bases. 

Then there is also the recognition of the need to prepare for new 
tasks in view of a different direction of development. 

If I may make another direct reference to Group initiatives for 
which I am responsible, I would like to mention, in this regard, the 
healthcare sector for which the chemical industry's contribution is no 
longer limited to the research and production of medicines , but 
extends to much wider fields: just think of the experimentation and 
development of new materials and new technologies for diagnostic 
and therapeutic activities. 

In essence, in the phenomena I have mentioned, there is proof of 
the great flexibility of behavior and of the remarkable operational 
adaptability of an industrial sector whose production is not rigidly 
linked to one or a few specific applications, but is characterized by a 
of jobs which makes it easily available to meet new emerging needs. 


20. This new scheme of action of the chemical industry, which 
essentially hinges on its characteristic element, i.e. on its capacity for 
research and innovation, makes it possible to extend and qualify the 
effects of its presence in the country's productive structure . 

Until now, the diffusion effects of the large chemical industry have 
mainly been entrusted to the functioning of a fairly elementary 
mechanism: the creation of new direct employment; availability of 
certain products (plastics, fibers, auxiliaries for industry, etc.), which 
allows the implementation and development of downstream industrial 
initiatives; making large investments, which determines the expansion 
of industrial activities upstream. 

The new guidelines that the large chemical industry is adopting will 


be able to modify this relatively simple scheme, introducing into it the 
largely innovative element of a collaboration on the technical and also 
production level between the large company and the smaller company 
along lines of activity - I mentioned, for example, that of the new 
building components - consistent with the new development 
guidelines. 

In this way, a new and more articulated contribution to the solution 
of the problems of territorial rebalancing of industrial development 
may also be possible. 


21. Even more decisive, for the purposes of territorial as well as 
social rebalancing, is the role that the chemical industry can play in 
the development and revitalization of another fundamental sector to 
which I have already referred: | ‘agriculture. 

As is well known, the chemical industry supplies this sector with 
products of decisive importance at all stages of its production, 
transformation and marketing cycle: from fertilizers to packaging, 
from pesticides to irrigation channels, from auxiliaries for product 
conservation to protected cultivation systems, from zooiatric products 
to supplements and new protein substances for livestock feed. 

With its productions and its capacity for innovation, chemistry is 
certainly the industrial sector that can contribute most to increasing 
agricultural productivity, to cultivate new lands, to transform the 
economic situation of the countryside. 

Chemistry can thus make an essential contribution to solving the 
social problems posed by the current crisis in agricultural activity: the 
problem of hunger on a world level, the situations of poverty and 
frustration existing in rural areas, the social tensions deriving from the 
tumultuous urbanization of the peasant masses now expelled from the 
countryside. 


22. On the basis of these problems, the development of the chemical 
industry represents an absolutely priority need for Third World 
countries and above all for those - the "Fourth World" - which do not 
have raw materials to sell on international markets. 

On the other hand, in countries that have these raw materials and 
particularly oil and natural gas, chemistry assumes an important 
function not only for the diversification of practically monoculture 
economies but also for the attribution of greater added value to the 
products of the sector extractive. 


23. The development of the chemical industry in these countries 
forces European chemical companies to rethink their role and their 
strategies in this phase of "energy crisis" and the increase in the price 
of basic raw materials. 


The large European chemical companies that have the technologies 
and capabilities to build the plants required by Third World countries 
can - if they adapt mentalities and programs in time - establish new 
industrial collaboration relationships with them, ensure the continuity 
of more convenient supplies of raw materials and intermediates, and 
at the same time contribute to facilitating the industrial "take-off" of 
those countries in a sector of strategic importance for their 
development. 


24. However, the problem of raw materials for the chemical 
industry requires some further consideration. 

As is well known, oil is today the fundamental raw material for 
chemistry which, in its petrochemical processes, uses less than 5% of 
its total annual production worldwide. 

A raw material of high industrial value, such as oil due to its 
molecular architecture which makes it possible to obtain a multiplicity 
of essential products for the modern world, is therefore today in a 
certain sense largely wasted in less "noble" energy uses. 

The use for petrochemical purposes of a higher percentage of the 
crude oil produced, which is foreseen (it should even increase tenfold 
in the next twenty-five years) and which is desirable in order to fully 
exploit such a precious and certainly not inexhaustible resource, is 
therefore an essential priority in the programs of energy supply. 

On the other hand it must be said that chemistry, if on the one hand 
it is preparing to increase its oil consumption, on the other it 
contributes, to a decisive extent, to the development of alternative 
energy sources which must ensure, in the long term, the continuity of 
the human progress. 

In the same sector of hydrocarbons, the chemical industry is 
currently studying the possibility of producing methanol (which can 
be used as a petrochemical intermediate or as a fuel) using, in oil 
fields located in areas particularly far from the consumer markets, 
natural gas, which today it is burned due to the impossibility of 
transporting it at economically convenient conditions. 

The chemical industry makes a decidedly essential contribution to 
the development of nuclear technologies, both for obtaining and 
processing uranium-based fuels, and for the production of a whole 
series of materials and components for nuclear plant engineering. 

In the coming decades, chemical technologies, exploiting the heat 
generated by nuclear reactors, will make it possible to obtain 
hydrogen which can be widely used as fuel also to produce "clean" 
electricity. 

The large-scale applications of solar energy depend on the 
development, by the chemical industry, of suitable materials and 


components, while the exploitation of geothermal energy is in some 
ways linked to the simultaneous obtaining of useful chemical 
products. 

Finally, the prospects for new ways of using coal, through 
liquefaction and gasification processes, also await a decisive 
technological contribution from chemistry. 


25. Gentlemen, 

In my conversation, I have touched on only a few topics of a more 
general order, which seem to me to be particularly exemplifying of the 
role of chemistry in the new phase of development. 

I could have gone on for a long time and mentioned the new 
technological prospects that chemistry is opening up in various other 
fields, and entertained you on the specific problems of a rational 
development of chemistry in our country, on its growth needs in the 
most technologically advanced sectors, on the international level that 
it must assume if it really wants to be a valid instrument at the service 
of the country. 

But it seems to me that this would have only completed and not 
enriched the illustration of the theme you have entrusted me with 
truly new elements. 

Today we are faced with the need to rebalance, with a harmonious 
growth of the various productive activities and with a global strategy 
of interventions, an economic and social system in which there have 
been threatening imbalances for the future of our country and , on a 
broader level, of all humanity. 

The chemical industry - and I hope I have been able to demonstrate 
it -, with its productive and innovative potential, presents itself as an 
essential tool for overcoming these imbalances and for carrying out a 
"new" development capable of pursuing a effective social welfare. 

But the use that can be made of this instrument and of its 
availability depends above all on the political will and on the 
coherence with which the community will be able to democratically 
establish the objectives and methods of its economic and civil 
evolution. 


Forte attacks Girotti for ENI secrets 


The underground war for the offices of public bodies, which is 
renewed with each change in the majority, this time has come 
clamorously to light with the resignation of the vice-presidency of 
ENI, announced by Francesco Forte. A disciple of Vanoni, full 
professor at the Faculty of Economics in Turin, Forte was appointed 
vice president of the oil company at the end of 1971 by the Colombo 
government, on precise indications from the socialist party. For some 
time he had made the decision to resign, announcing it to the leading 
exponents of his party, but the case exploded only today, following 
the publication of the news in the "Lettera Finanziaria". 

Forte therefore decided to speak to clarify the times and meanings 
of his initiative. First of all - he explains - it is a pre-announcement of 
his resignation which was already put in writing last June 
(immediately after the fall of the Andreotti government) in two letters 
sent to party mates De Martino and Giolitti. Almost simultaneously 
Forte informed the president of ENI, Girotti, of his intentions in a long 
conversation, which was followed by others during the summer, 
without any result. 

Why this resignation? «At ENI - says Forte — I always appear naive, 
if not downright cretin. In my capacity as vice president, it is 
impossible for me to substantially influence the institution's policy and 
even to know certain developments. I'm tired of this situation. There 
are also those who say that I take bribes to cover up what happens at 
ENI: even some socialists thought so.» 

In essence, it is a matter of conditional resignation, which could also 
be returned if the requests made by Forte were accepted (perhaps with 
the support of the PSI, now back in government). But what are these 
conditions? «I wrote it in letters to Giolitti and De Martino and I 
repeated it verbally to Girotti: I don't intend to stay at ENI without 
any power, nor can I tolerate constant talk about the ownership of 
some newspapers by the entity without let the mystery be cleared up." 

The problem raised by Forte is, concretely, this: according to ENI's 
statute, the powers belong to the directive council which delegates 
them to the president. The latter, in turn, can delegate some to his 
deputy, but Girotti did not do so. Forte can be explained with an 
example that recalls one of the hottest issues of the moment, that of 
oil and therefore petrol supplies. «I am disturbed by the fact — he says 


— that ENI's energy policy is made, on behalf of the president, by Dr. 
Roasio (coordinator of the sector in the institution). There is nothing 
personal: but as vice president I cannot tolerate having to ask his 
permission to deal with these problems. 

The bombshell of Forte's resignation explodes, however, at a 
particularly delicate moment for ENI, and above all for Girotti. The 
rise of Fanfani to the secretariat of the DC, in place of Forlani, caused 
the president of ENI to lose the most consistent political support he 
could count on. Not only that: Fanfani has long been one of the most 
authoritative protectors of Cefis, i.e. of the man against whom Girotti 
has repeatedly clashed in recent months, during the tangled battle for 
the formation of the Montedison control union. 

The compromise reached a few months ago on Montedison was 
interpreted by most as a victory for Girotti, aided by Forlani and 
Andreotti, and as an at least partial defeat of Cefis supporters. After 
the changing of the guard at DC, there is more and more insistent talk 
of a revenge for the then losing group, whose main objective would be 
precisely the replacement of Girotti at ENI. In this context, Forte's 
initiative is destined to further cheat the cards. 

Forte, however, strongly rejects this type of interpretation of his 
move. «I'm not interested in these power games which, in the end, are 
more personal than political. I don't know if by doing so I did Girotti a 
favor, rather than Fanfani or De Martino; and I don't even want to 
know. I am an intellectual who has realized that in Italy professors are 
used only as a cover.» 

This is where the discourse that Forte cares most about arises: that 
of the newspapers and the lack of clarity on the presence of ENI in the 
publishing sector. This is the second, indispensable condition that he 
has set in order to go back on his decision. Officially, only Il Giorno is 
owned by the state entity. But Forte is not convinced that this is the 
case. «Everywhere — he says — I am told that ENI is, in reality, the true 
master of Time and the Globe, even if the latter is officially Moratti's. 
Well, as vice president of the institution, I am unable to deny or 
confirm to anyone who asks me." 

At this point a question is spontaneous: what does Girotti say about 
it? “I asked him —- replies Forte — and he denied; but I don't feel 
satisfied." And he adds: «I am the son and grandson of magistrates, I 
am used to being with the law. Think of Tempo: if it were true that it 
belongs to ENI, it would be a purchase made against the law and 
which does not even appear in the financial statements. And there's 
more. In that newspaper I read seditious and fascist articles: could a 
state body tolerate financing a newspaper that advocates an ideology 
banned by law?». 

In principle, Forte is not against the presence of a public body in the 


publishing sector; but it sets conditions to protect public opinion. «I'm 
fine with it — he says - that Il Giorno appears in ENI's financial 
statements: however, a committee of guarantors should be set up to 
protect journalists from pressure from the owners. If this should 
happen everywhere, it is all the more necessary for an institution such 
as ENI, which belongs to the community." 

Beyond any other possible reasons, Forte's denunciation polemically 
reproposes the knot of relations between the political class and public 
bodies, which suffocates the country in an inextricable tangle of 
interests and powers, and even more underlines the need to deal with 
severity and clarity on the problem of protecting public opinion, in 
the face of the risks of manipulated and deviant journalistic 
information. In this light, the Forte case far exceeds the confines of 
ENI and presents itself as the basic dilemma of our democracy. We are 
well aware that the government is facing a serious economic situation: 
but a law which, implementing the constitution, prescribed the 
advertising of the sources of financing of newspapers would certainly 
not increase the deficit of the State. 

Massimo Riva 


«Corriere della Sera», 7 September 1973 


ENI — The PSI abandons Francesco Forte 


The news of the "resignation on expiry" of the vice president of ENI, 
the socialist Francesco Forte, fell like a stone in the Roman political 
environment. On Thursday 7 September, at 12.30, in the headquarters 
of the Christian Democracy, the political secretary Amintore Fanfani 
has just closed the meeting with the new managers of the work offices 
of the party's central management, "to address a greeting and best 
wishes, as well as recalling the specific tasks assigned to each". When 
a collaborator tells him the news of Forte's "renunciation", Fanfani 
only makes an almost annoyed gesture; and immediately sets off at a 
trot towards his office. In the Socialist party, on the other hand, a 
meeting of the secretariat is underway on the problems of cholera and 
Francesco De Martino has just finished resolving the "case" recklessly 
raised by the Minister of the Interior, the Christian Democrat Paolo 
Emilio Taviani, on the use of units of the army in prison riots. His 
reaction is one of deep disappointment: «But how! what way is this? 
We discussed it together." And immediately she leaves for Capo 
Miseno, to return to her family, to his boat. 

At Palazzo Chigi, the Prime Minister, Mariano Rumor, is collecting 
the notes of his morning talks with De Martino and the Social 
Democratic secretary Flavio Orlandi on the "second phase" of the 
government's action to relaunch the economy and is preparing to open 
the folder of the CIPE meeting which was to be held the next day to 
launch the "railway plan". He was surprised; and perplexed: «Have the 
great maneuvers begun for the new organizational chart of the sub- 
governmental power?», he asked worriedly. 

In the glass and steel building of ENI, where the news spread 
immediately, the watchword is to "ignore and, if necessary, minimize". 
The president Raffaele Girotti is given as on vacation, to a hunting 
party, the only hobby "of the engineer" who has grown in the 
institution since 1949. The coordinators of the five sectors are all 
untraceable ("the professor is out of the room for a moment", "no, the 
engineer is not at home", "try to call back in a few minutes, he should 
be back", the zealous secretaries reply). Even the head of the press 
office, Gianni Rocca, is on vacation. Officially there is only Renzo Cola 
at the headquarters, from the Marches like Girotti, one of his closest 
and most intelligent collaborators, the current public relations 
manager. «Please, no comment!», He replies to every request for 


explanations. 

Thus begins a long weekend of silence, interrupted only by 
Francesco Forte, who on Saturday 8 is the only manager of ENI in 
Rome. He is 44 years old, was born in the province of Milan, in Busto 
Arsizio, he is the successor of Luigi Einaudi in the chair of finance 
sciences at the University of Turin. He has the thumb of his right hand 
visibly bandaged: he was caught in the glass door of the hotel where 
he lives in Rome, behind Piazza Navona. He told us: «There is a lot at 
stake. No, it's not about finding a place for "poor Forte". Luckily I don't 
need it. The reality is that today, in Italy, it is no longer clear what 
role state participations play. As for ENI, there is the problem of the 
relationship between the oil industry and information policy, the oil 
industry and energy policy, the state oil industry and the price of 
petrol. Now, I had identified all these "knots" since December 1971, 
that is, a month after my appointment. I said it to the leaders of my 
party, I repeated it in meetings of the economic commission, in face- 
to-face meetings, in all the offices. Once, twice, many times. Then, 
when I saw that talking wasn't getting much, that my words were 
flying in the air, I put these criticisms in writing. But we still didn't 
discuss them. That's why I came out publicly. Should I have done it 
sooner? Yes, in this way I could have favored liberal insertions, in the 
period of Giulio Andreotti's centre-right. I've done it now. Sure, maybe 
a little freewheeling, but... gosh if it had to be done!". 

In the letter sent to the Socialist secretary Francesco De Martino and 
to the Budget Minister Antonio Giolitti (the president of ENI, Raffaele 
Girotti, learned of the decision during a stormy meeting), Forte 
summarizes the reasons for his "grand refusal" in two points. 

First reason. The presence of ENI in the daily press sector. The 
company's financial statements include "Il Giorno" and Agenzia Italia, 
but unofficially it is known that ENI has a share in the right-wing 
Roman newspaper "Il tempo" (35 per cent) and another in "Il globo", 
the one that on paper it is owned by the oilman Angelo Moratti. For a 
week, then, the rumor has been circulating that ENI has purchased 20 
percent of "Adige", the newspaper directed by the Christian Democrat 
Flaminio Piccoli (who has denied it) and of "Alto Adige" of Bolzano. 
«As vice-president, I am not able to deny or confirm these rumours - 
says Forte. —- It even reaches the absurdity that a newspaper whose 
property is controlled by ENI supports a para-fascist line. 

Second reason: the vice-president has in fact no power of 
management or control or even of access to authentic sources of 
information on the institution's policy. "I want to check the things I 
sign, while at ENI I always look naive, if not downright stupid." And 
in fact, in just over two and a half years, this is the "power" that the 
president has delegated to him: principal of the "Enrico Mattei" school 


of professional training. His secretary, Marili. Spazzacampagna, is 
from the president's secretariat; he managed to "place" only three 
collaborators (ENI has almost 79,000 employees); when a socialist 
deputy asked him for help with the electoral campaign, he gave him 
ten petrol coupons, his own. Did he want to know more about energy 
supply problems? The coordinator of the sector, Dr. Roasio (the one 
who let ENI escape the "British Petroleum" deal, whose distribution 
network was purchased by the oilman Attilio Monti), said he "didn't 
have time". Did he want to know about the programs? The meetings of 
the "executive committee" were vague: a few minutes, an academic 
discussion. 

Sunday 9, Francesco Forte is in Santa Margherita Ligure, a day of 
rest before a trip to Spain for an international meeting of economists. 
Only on Monday afternoon did his party, the PSI, begin to come alive 
(the "full" of leaders is between Wednesday and Thursday). And here 
are the official reactions. 

Michele Giannotta, 39, former manager of the CGIL research office, 
"deputy" of the economic section, from Lombardy: «The journalistic 
aspects of this problem are surprising, because they risk not making us 
understand the real nature of the question, almost of a controversy 
between an engineer and a professor. I am convinced that problems of 
political leadership can never precede those of "line". On the contrary, 
once the line of action has been defined among the various political 
forces, it is then necessary to take charge of realizing it. And for ENI, 
the problem is to reverse the trend». 

Salvatore Formica, 46, former senator from Bari, head of the 
organization of the PSI, a "faithful" of Pietro Nenni: «I'm sorry for De 
Martino and Antonio Giolitti who chose Forte for that post... I'm sorry 
because it turned out for what he himself defined himself: a naive. An 
intellectual shouldn't have gone to ENI, but a man of wrist». 

Enrico Manca, 42, a deputy from Perugia, a member of the 
secretarial office for the current of Labor Minister Gino Bertoldi: «We 
must be grateful to Professor Forte for having re-proposed the decisive 
problem of relations between the parties of a government coalition. 
His initiative is the umpteenth demonstration of how the problem of 
"power" or, as they say, of "undergovernment" needs to be completely 
revised, particularly as regards the socialists: in the past decade of the 
centre-left the results were very disappointing. Just think of ENI and 
RAD. 

Antonino Landolfi, 41, head of the economics section, left-handed: 
«Forte posed the problem incorrectly, because he risks overshadowing 
the bigger issues. However, by now the case has been raised and needs 
to be discussed. But in its real terms, those related to the function of 
ENI. Socialists believe in the role of a state body that coordinates and 


promotes energy supply. Does ENI still play this role? Our impression 
is negative. It is the fault of ENI, but also of the political forces which, 
in Italy, have often become servants of oil interests. After all, when a 
government like Andreotti's gives way to the private Attilio Monti, it is 
clear that the function of ENI is degraded». 

Silvano Labriola, 35, head of the local authorities sector, a 
Demartinian: «The PSI must carefully examine the problems posed by 
the resignation of Professor Francesco Forte. For a party, in fact, these 
cannot be reduced to a personal fact, but impose choices of a political 
nature. Here, if we take for example the issue of the relationship 
between ENI and the press or that of planning an energy policy, as 
socialists we cannot fail to reaffirm the need for the management of 
public bodies to be collegial and anchored to political and 
parliamentary checks . It is therefore evident that we deplore a type of 
gray area management. Of course, here comes the more general theme 
of the relationship between the indirect activity of the state and its 
instruments which, in our opinion, cannot be only at the top, but must 
have their own base in the regions». 

Acknowledgments: that minimum just enough. Criticisms? Many, 
not only in Forte. Why? The role of the socialist vice-president in ENI 
was not appreciated in the PSI. Since the days of the formation of the 
new centre-left government, news of a new organizational chart in the 
state oil company had "filtered". Raffaele Girotti, guilty of engaging 
with Giulio Andreotti and Arnaldo Forlani to impose his design on the 
Montedison of Eugenio Cefis, who is a "great elector" of Amintore 
Fanfani, is no longer "welcome" by the new Fanfani management of 
the DC. "Rumors" of a changing of the guard are circulating, the name 
of Ettore Bernabei, the director general of RAI for 12 years, is being 
advanced, whom Fanfani "immolated" on the altar of government 
negotiations (at the request of the republican and socialist: his was an 
overwhelming power). And for the PSI, here are the "spare parts" that 
take the name of Luciano Paolicchi (from Pisa, former CEO of RAI) 
and Paolo Vittorelli, 58, a deputy from Turin ("I was crazy", he always 
replied). Above all, here is the candidacy of Pietro Lezzi, 51, deputy of 
Naples for three legislatures, frank speech and a thick silver mane, 
which in winter he gathers under a gray felt "Borsalino", a friend of 
Francesco De Martino for 29 years. He is an "expert", because he was 
chairman of the Chamber Commission for State Shareholdings ("when 
I gave the majority report on the budget - he often repeats with pride - 
the minister accused me of having espoused the ideas of the left-wing 
minority"). And he is a "politician": a man like Lezzi - according to De 
Martino's "entourage" - is needed today at ENI. 

The state body needs to rediscover the liveliness of when it was 
chaired by Enrico Mattei, when it was a friend of the producing 


countries and at odds with the "seven sisters". Internally, it played a 
pioneering role in the energy sector. Today's ENI, on the other hand, 
has lost any effective capacity to exercise its specific weight in the 
procurement and refining of oil production in Italy. By now it is 
becoming a development body, a financial holding company. 

And these are the data: ENI refines about 17 percent of the oil, 26.9 
million tons in 1972. What about private individuals? Only Saras of 
Cagliari of the "Moratti group" and Sarom of Ravenna of the "Monti 
group" refine almost as much. With an aggravating circumstance: they 
operate in an abnormal situation due to the substantial differences 
between the installed capacities and those granted: for the former, 18 
million tons against the 4 granted; 7.8 against 6 in the second case. 
And in the face of this situation, which the socialists consider a 
"serious abdication", the ENI cruiser travels with 25 companies in the 
chemical sector, 5 in the nuclear and soil engineering sectors, 9 in the 
engineering industry, 8 in the textile industry (Lanerossi, Lebole) and 
insurance (Padana), industrialized construction, publishing, plastic 
manufacturing and even synthetic leather. 

«Our criticisms of ENI are not of today - adds Antonio Landolfi - and 
Forte knows them, also because he has often shared them. We need an 
institution which, as in France, gives guarantees, assures us of the 
supply of energy sources which, between now and 1985, three 
quarters will be based on oil. We don't want to destroy ENI. On the 
contrary, as the socialist workers of Agip also maintain, we want to 
relaunch its function in the country." 

It is therefore not only a problem of "organisational chart" ("The 
case of ENI is similar to that of RAI and many other public bodies: it 
cannot be resolved with the subdivision of power", says Enrico 
Manca), but of "strategy" . And it is no small matter, because by now, 
in Italy, some techno-structures (ENI, IRI, Montedison) are organizing 
themselves as autonomous centers of power. The political parties 
understood this late (except those who take advantage of it), but they 
are disarmed. 

Piero Vigorelli 


«Tempo», 23 September 1973 


His hands on Montedison 


Recent events relating to the ownership structure of Montedison 
highlight a series of economic problems of national interest and bring 
out the political knots that have accumulated over the course of the 
tormented history of this group over the last twenty years. In fact, the 
current contradictions find a precise point of reference and a logic in 
the very way in which the political and economic power of the group 
has grown and in the fractures within Italian capitalism. 

The establishment of Edison dates back to 1884 and until 1962 it 
produced and distributed electricity (about 40% of electro-commercial 
energy). The fundamental components of large financial capital are 
always present in its board of directors: from the Agnelli to the Pirelli, 
from the representative of Bastogi to that of Centrale. At the beginning 
of the 1950s it was among the fifteen joint-stock companies that 
account for 19.8% of the national share capital. Among these there is 
also the Montecatini. 

In this same period a high growth rate was recorded in the 
depreciation of the plants: Edison went from 31.5% to 40.9% in a 
decade ('50-'60): it is clear that there is a tendency to determine a 
high rate of accumulation to be massively engaged in other directions 
in the following decade. 

Starting in 1960, a frenetic activity of commitments for cross- 
shareholdings began between the large groups and Edison found itself 
at the center of a series of agreements (FIAT, Montecatini, SNIA 
Viscosa, Pirelli, etc.), since, given the possibility of nationalization of 
the electricity industry, it will be able to dispose of an enormous mass 
of financial resources as compensation from ENEL, which tends to 
further increase through the absorption of minor electricity groups. 

The most important phase which leads Edison towards the 
construction of a productive conglomerate capable of covering up to 
70% of the product range, is marked by the merger with Montecatini 
in 1966, which, already inserted in the petrochemical sector, through 
the merger with ex-electricity SADE (1964), has come to have 117 
billion in compensation from ENEL. 

Montecatini, in turn, had already completed an agreement with the 
Anglo-Dutch group of Shell for the sale of 50% of the Ferrara and 
Brindisi plants. Upstream of this last agreement there would be a 
series of errors in the activation program of the Brindisi plant and the 


difficulties of the financial market; but whatever the motivation, the 
uncontrolled presence of Shell and the relevance of the new grouping 
for the entire chemical sector undermine the prospect of national 
planning. The State, through the IRI, could intervene, having 12% of 
Montecatini, but the political will to oppose the alteration of the 
relationship with the public body in charge of the sector is completely 
lacking: ENI. 

1964 is the year in which the largest and most rapid integration 
process in the history of national capitalism takes place: the 
aforementioned incorporation of SADE by Montecatini is followed by 
Edison which absorbs over fifteen companies. 

At the conclusion of this process of reorganization and monopolistic 
restructuring, Edison comes to have a share capital of 438 billion and 
Montecatini 257 billion, while the mechanism of shareholdings 
ensures these two groups a decisive control over many other vital 
sectors for the 'economy. Edison, through the financial company Italpi, 
is present in Pirelli, Montecatini, Chatillon, Centrale, and also Celene, 
Acsa, Ape, Sincat; Montecatini includes: Vetrocoke, Polymer, 
Rhodiatoce, Monteshell, Akragas. 

At the time of the establishment of the Montedison super-monopoly, 
the two groups have 117 and 254 billion lire respectively only for 
what concerns the compensations to the ex-electric companies who 
thus constitute the financial basis of the new monopoly concentration, 
which will control the nitrogenous fertilizer market for the 59%, that 
of plastic materials for 62% and that of synthetic fibers for 63%. 

While the PCI is asking for the payment of indemnities to be 
suspended until the launch of a comprehensive anti-trust law, La 
Stampa, a newspaper that understands mergers, writes: «Given the 
importance of the deal, it was useless to proceed with such complex 
negotiations without first ascertaining whether the authorities would 
approve the deal. It turns out that the political and monetary 
personalities consulted would have already given their consent, after 
an unofficial meeting". Thus, behind the justification of a search of 
competitive dimensions at an international level, in the shadow of a 
law for tax relief duly launched to facilitate mergers between large 
components of financial capital, the benevolent mediation of the 
president of IRI, and the support of Mediobanca, the largest Italian 
monopolistic concentration is born and the prospect of democratic 
programming is nullified. 

Against all the affirmations of principle, made in the Community, 
for an anti-monopoly policy, the new chemical giant ensures 60% of 
the national production of chemical fertilizers, plastic materials and 
synthetic fibers: the prices of the sectors concerned will no longer no 
relationship with the market mechanism, and the consequences, 


especially for agriculture, will be very serious, also because the ability 
to compete with ENI and ANIC, which operate in the same sector, is 
reduced. 

The Montecatini-Edison merger does not represent an atypical and 
casual event in the development of capital: it confirms a precise trend 
and a logic that find upstream the emptying of the intervention 
capacity of the public power, and the choice of the DC to give 
guarantees to the big bosses (mergers in regime of strong tax 
exemptions). In fact, Montedison not only came to constitute an 
enormous center of economic power but the beginning of a new, 
dangerous phase of the relationship with the state industry, under the 
pretext of a new efficiency dimension. 

Precisely this indication of efficiency will prove to be inconsistent in 
the very short term: in 1967, in the chemical sector, production results 
will be recorded which are lower than those of the industry as a 
whole. The chemical giant has failed to be competitive on the 
international market, but this outcome is not unrelated to a series of 
strategic errors in the choice of investment lines nor the diversion of 
considerable amounts of capital into the less productive but more 
profitable sectors of real estate income and of distribution. 

Once the expectation of "dynamic" intervention in the directly 
productive sector had failed, in a moment of difficulty on the financial 
market, in 1968 IRI and ENI acquired the majority of the "control 
syndicate" of Montedison, not without objection from the small 
private shareholders, who, linked to a bolstered liberal ideology, are 
completely extraneous to the problem of the emerging integration 
between private and public capital which ensures the functional and 
permanent support of the latter to the former. The election of ex- 
senator Merzagora as president of the group, guarantor against the 
company's nationalization, calms the small shareholder base and 
allows Raffaele Girotti (ENI's number two) to be entrusted with the 
restructuring of the sector at the company and therefore national 
level. 

The story, which from this moment begins, while Montedison is 
losing more and more ground in the production of chemicals, provides 
the picture of a capitalism subject to balances determined by 
international forces and which, while seeking a private direction, must 
resort to the state intervention to cover the failures of organic 
impotence on the international market and total inefficiency in overall 
management. 

The Agnellis and the Pirellis then attempted to reabsorb the 
management of what should have been the first Italian corporation 
conglomerate, with real possibilities of presence on the world market, 
but they were joined by the men of public finance. 


Cefis, which has the task of rescuing but also maintaining the levers 
of power, without major changes in the choices and basic guidelines 
of productive investments, reveals a tendency to transform the group 
into a maneuver of share packages, accomplices public law banking 
institutes and banks IR extension. The mixed character of Montedison 
is in fact not sufficient to open spaces for a reforming policy, since the 
management still responds to the logic of profit maximization with 
international constraints. 

Integration into Montedison has only led to the opening of outlets 
for the chemistry of secondary products and the upstream costs that 
cannot be recovered in the short term: the succession of Campilli in 
Merzagora only confirms the seriousness of the failures that an 
attitude misunderstanding of the State can cause to the productive 
system. In March 1971, Montedison stock fell below its nominal value 
and Girotti resigned. 

Campilli's resignation also made the balance within the group and 
its financial position even more precarious: the president of ENI, Cefis, 
speaking of the ten-year investment plan for 800 billion, speaks of 
"pure madness"; for the building components industry, for the textile 
sector, for the pharmaceutical and the fertilizer industry, which are all 
connected to the chemical sector, a period of extreme uncertainty is 
opening; the paralyzing contrast between public and private capital, in 
the absence of an organic intervention plan, generates deleterious 
effects on employment and development. 

The rise of Eugenio Cefis as head of the group, as an expression of 
IRI and ENI, does not improve the financial situation: the merger of 
Italpi with Bastogi strengthens the personal position of the president 
but leaves the sector's prospects in the fog chemicals: the operating 
loss for 1972 is 458 billion lire (compensated by the devaluation of 
the capital and the cancellation of the reserves). Only at the beginning 
of 1973 was there a slight economic recovery: investments totaled 224 
billion, while those for 1974 depend on the conditions of the financial 
market and on the non-repayable loans requested from the State. 

The task of state monopoly capitalism therefore continues to be to 
close the loopholes in the economic situation: while Cefis seeks the 
financial equilibrium of Montedison, the productive future of the 
chemical sector remains vague. The direct Cefis-Pesenti agreement for 
an exchange between twenty million Montedison shares and 
Montedison's shareholding, under minority conditions, in some banks 
of the cement manufacturer, is a confirmation of this. In fact, the 
agreement adds to a financial intertwining in which Pesenti 
(Italcementi) and Montedison control, through Italmobiliare (Pesenti) 
and FINGEST (Montedison), a series of credit institutions (Banca 
provinciale lombarda, Creditocommerciale, Credito Banca Alto 


Milanese, Finterbank of Zurich and others), a considerable share of 
current savings. 

Finally, more recent news is the takeover of the media (Messaggero, 
Corriere della Sera, etc.) which reveals an operation behind which we 
see the hand of the DC secretariat which seems to want to entrust 
Cefis with the task of drawing up a plan for a new role of chemistry as 
a driving sector under the direct control of the majority party. 

A brief examination of the vastness of the sectors in which the 
Montedison group operates in a decisive way can provide a fairly 
precise idea of the real possibilities of this project. Montedison is 
present in the chemical-mining sector: SINCAT, Farmitalia, ACNA 
(colours), SMI (Italian mercury company) and other Italian companies. 
Also in this sector, it owns shares in the Dutch nitrogen company, 
Heliogas of San Paulo, Madras alluminium, etc. 

In the textile and clothing fiber sector (through Chatillon, 
Rhodiatoce, Polymer, etc.) it controls about 68% of national 
production; operates in the metallurgical, iron and steel, mechanical, 
electronic, electromechanical sectors (LIL, SISMA, Montedel etc.); in 
the insurance field with Italiassicurazioni (Gemina ensures the 
connection of the securities on the stock exchange) and in the 
distribution sector (Standa). 

The recent tendency to entrust dry branches (mineral water, marble, 
etc.) to the "care" of the State and to strengthen the sector of 
fertilizers, building components, light alloy fusions, somehow confirms 
that direction . 

In any case, what will decide the group's influence on the country's 
economy will ultimately depend on the balance of power that will 
develop within the «control union» set up in 1973 with equal 
participation between public bodies and private shareholders, for a 
total of 280 million shares (37% of the capital), and from the role that 
the state participations will assume. On the basis of the 1973 
agreement, the presidency of the «syndicate» was entrusted to the IMI 
(Public Financial Institute). 

In fact, IRI and ENI own 137.9 million shares; Bastogi, Pesenti, 
Monti, Pirelli, SAI, Euromerica, Nicofico, Fondiaria the other half. 

Beyond the design of a leading chemical sector, the persistent and 
increasingly serious contradictions of Italian capitalism are already 
emerging. 

An "unknown hand" now seems to have taken possession of one 
hundred million Montedison shares and therefore has a serious claim 
to control the levers of power in the group. But, while for Cefis it 
would be a matter of sticking his finger in his eye up to his elbow for 
not having managed to close all the accesses to the Montedison guide 
(assuming that behind the cries of mysterious takeovers there is not a 


crude alarmist maneuver to reach the constitution of the chemical 
finance company and bringing Montedison back under private 
control), for the working class it is a matter of vigorously resuming 
the anti-monopoly battle and _ reaffirming that a profound 
transformation of the economy requires a change in the country's 
political direction. 

Bruno Bruner 


«l'Unita», 30 September 1974 


NOTE by Walter Siti 


These are the famous words with which the sixth chapter of the third part of Gustave's 
sentimental education begins Flaubert. Pasolini actually uses this expression in Note 5, with 
the "symbolic" (or quintessential) value that he attributes to it here. Perhaps it is superfluous 
to specify that the Alberto to whom the letter is addressed is Moravia. 


It is the first verse of a poem that Osip Mandel'stam wrote in January 1931. The verse is 
quoted by Pasolini in his review of Poesie di Mandel'stam (in the «Tempo», 3 December 
1972); there Pasolini defines that of Mandel'stam «a life... not recognizable as life... an 
eternally infantile retching... an unreal life, for which there was no solution». 


In the essay From the laboratory (in Empirismo heretico) Pasolini claims to have learned from 
Gianfranco Contini that «tetis» was an ancient Greek word meaning «sex, both male and 
female»; scholars of ancient Greek do not confirm this news, which Pasolini instead hoarded 
as the word mysteriously resembles the senseless «teta veletay that had come to mind when 
he was three years old, when his first sexual impulse appeared. 


Cf. in Poesie mundane (in Poetry in the form of a rose): «and I, an adult fetus, wander around 
/ more modern than any modern / looking for brothers who are no longer». 


The image to which Pasolini is alluding here is actually a fresco in the Scrovegni Chapel in 
Padua. Giuda has traits very similar to those of Pasolini's classic "riccetti". 


The adjective has to do with the position of the faithful in prayer: if the person praying is 
facing south, then «anticus» is what is in front of him, therefore the south. The "great modern 
hermetic poet" is Giuseppe Ungaretti, who in the Second Discourse on Leopardi discusses the 
ambiguity between "anticus" and "antiquus" with regard to the song Alla Primavera or ancient 
fables. As for the "meridian demons", which follow, the biblical reference (Psalm 91, 5-6) is 
already in Leopardi's Essay; what Pasolini defines, in quotation marks, «the most beautiful 
passage of the “Saggio”» is a Leopardian quotation from Nonno di Panopoli. 


The hotel with an exotic name is almost certainly the Hotel des Etrangers, which faces the 
Fonte Aretusa. For the presence of Pasolini in this hotel precisely in May 1960, and for the 
identification of the writer in Elsa Morante, see the Afterword to this volume. 


The "false all-white St. Peter's" is clearly the basilica of Saints Peter and Paul at EUR; Pasolini 
actually lived nearby, not Elsa Morante. 


In the typescript, «Turin» is overwritten in pen on «Ravenna» (which strangely remains the 
place of his childhood and the seat of his studies); Pasolini had thought of having Carlo born 
in the city of his father, descended from a secondary branch of the Ravenna counts Pasolini 
Dall'Onda; then he opted for the "Piedmontese" solution (in Note 6 the birth is placed in 
Alessandria). In the date of birth, however, there is also an autobiographical game (Pasolini 
was born on March 5, 1922). 


Apart from the persistent uncertainties about Carlo's personal data, it is curious that here 
Pasolini even speaks of a "birth" of Carlo Secondo, contradicting the scene in Note 3; perhaps 
it is the residue of a primitive idea according to which, instead of being born by budding from 
an adult Carlo, Karl would have been his "perfect double". The whole "technical" part of the 
schizoid split has remained to be specified. 


An obsession with the number twenty circulates in the book: twenty will also be the boys that 
Carlo will plan to meet in the lawn of the Casilina (see note 58) and twenty will cross via 
Torpignattara in the Appunti sul Merda. 


The Carlo we are talking about here is the one addicted to transgressive sex, therefore in the 
Stevensonian parallel it should be Hyde, not Dr. Jekyll. On the other hand, Charles of Polis 
and not Charles of Tetis should have made the trip to Syracuse. 


Viktor Shklovsky's book on Laurence Sterne and the theory of the novel underlies many of 
Petrolio's formal and structural ideas. In his library, Pasolini had underlined it thickly and 
even marked it with fingernail marks. 


The verses are the initial ones by Toto Merumeni, while later in the page Miss Felicita is 
quoted; Pasolini had reviewed the Poems of Guido Gozzano in «Tempo» of 5 August 1973, 
noting his ability to «flirt with integration or the average life that does not know itself». 


The «Oddone house» is taken from the verse by Toto Merumeni which appears further on in 
this same Note. 


The quotation is taken from Rimbaud's Larme ("some golden liquor, fade et qui fait suer"), 
repeated with variations in DELIRES II of Une saison en enfer. 


The verses quoted are the last two of sonnet 129 by William Shakespeare, while the title of 
the Note derives from the first hemistich of the same sonnet ("The expense of Spirit"). 
Between 1971 and 1973 Pasolini was inspired by Shakespeare's sonnets to write L'hobby del 
sonnetto, the never completed collection dedicated to Ninetto Davoli. 


Pasolini attributes to his grandmother some of the reflections that had come to mind while 
reading Giorgio Melchiori's Man and Power (reviewed in «Tempo» on 14 October 1973), 
which contains a long and meticulous analysis of sonnet 94. Which sonnet, being Elizabethan 
in form, it contains no "sextuplet"; this too can be explained with a phrase by Melchiori: 
«metrically sonnet 94 is of the “English” type, but from the point of view of the logical 
structure it is “Petrarchan”, with a clear division between octave and sextuplet». 


Lyudmila and Sasha are two characters in Fedor Sologub's Petty Demon (reviewed in Tempo 
on 16 September 1973). 


The verse by Penna referred to in note (1) is taken from the poem The battle, published in 
«Paragone» in February 1974 (whose incipit reads «Your mother is dead»). Some details of the 
dream (the tangle of snakes, the woman with the penis, the petrification of the dreamer and 
his transformation into a lingham) come from the Trinity paragraph of Body of Love by 
Norman O. Brown, in which he speaks of oneiric and symbolic transmutations of the “primary 
scene”, i.e. of coitus between the parents. 


Perhaps Carlo Sgorlon (whose Wooden Throne was reviewed by Pasolini in «Tempo» on 19 
August 1973) or more probably Ferdinando Camon. 


The books in this small library are the same ones that Pasolini had annotated on a sheet (see 
note 132) as those that had helped him the most in imagining Petrolio. The "big ear" at the 
beginning of Purgatory XXIX refers to v. 3: "beati quorum tecta sunt peccata", Dante's 
quotation from Psalm 32 ("blessed are those whose sins have been covered by forgiveness"). 


Here begins the use, continued in the following Notes, of Questo é Cefis. The other face of the 
honored president by Giorgio Steimetz: a very aggressive pamphlet on the president of ENI 
and then of Montedison, published in 1972 by the Milan Information Agency (AMI). The book 
was hastily disappeared from bookstores and libraries, but Pasolini received a copy from Elvio 
Fachinelli in September 1974 (see the Afterword to this volume). For once, in classically 
fictional style, Pasolini enters the forest of information supplied to him by Steimetz 
(pseudonym behind which is perhaps the director of AMI Corrado Ragozzino himself, or 
perhaps Luigi Castaldi, a former fellow partisan of Cefis) at the tip of feet, through a minor 
character: Guido Casalegno hides the real Angelo Morandi from Steimetz's book, as Ettore 
Zolla stands for Giuseppe Restelli further on. All the indiscretions about «Avvenire», «Giorno» 
and Nuova Editoriale Italiana are taken from Steimetz, including the minimal details such as 
the imitation of the signature of Enrico Bonocore, Enrico Mattei's fictional alter ego as Aldo 
Troya is of Eugenio Cefis. 


Much has been speculated about a possible theft of this chapter, given that in another place 
(Note 22a) Pasolini refers to it as if it were written. Marcello Dell'Utri even announced its 
reappearance, only to never present it in public. Apart from the fact that this would not be the 
only case of elements announced but absent in fact (see Afterword), there is one material 
datum which would seem to exclude the hypothesis of theft: always, without exception, in the 
manuscript the title of a Note follows the text in the same sheet; therefore whoever wanted to 
steal the chapter would have had to remove this sheet as well. 


The physiognomic features of Troya do not correspond to those of Cefis but rather seem to 
recall those of Giulio Andreotti; here and further on in the Note, Pasolini enjoys playing with 
reality. Cefis was actually born in 1921, but in Cividale and not in Sacile (a place dear to 
Pasolini's childhood; in any case Sergio De Angelis, a close collaborator of Cefis, was from 


Sacile). In Steimetz there is the detail of the Citroén not registered to him and there is talk of 
votive tablets collected by Cefis, compared to «a collection of funerary tombstones». 


The "scandal" is that the man who symbolizes Power participated in the Resistance; the "anti- 
fascist enterprises" that would have been told in the non-existent chapter are declared 
"impeccable and respectable" - no mention, at least here, of the obscure episode in which Cefis 
would have been involved in relation to the death of the partisan Alfredo Di Dio. By slip of 
the tongue, Bonocore he is called «Ernesto», while elsewhere he is always Enrico, like Mattei. 
With a macabre detail, Bonocore's mother is said to have come from Bascapé, the place where 
Mattei's plane was shot down (in accordance with a recurring ghost in Pasolini, whereby the 
mother is always connected to the death of her own son). 


In Shklovsky's book on the theory of prose there is talk of «spied novels» (where the episodes 
follow one another like pieces of meat on a spit, unified only by the identity of the 
protagonist); those «a teeming» are Pasolini's invention. 


The games along the lines of Steimetz's book continue; the «arranging themselves, so to speak, 
in two rows» must be understood in a strong sense: in Steimetz's book, the companies in 
which Cefis is co-interested are summarized in a graphic scheme, where those referred to in 
this Note are exactly in two superimposed rows. Brother Ivan, with properties in Mar del 
Plata, overshadows Cefis' brother, Alberto, who managed plantations in Canada; the sister-in- 
law Amelia Gervasoni is Alessandra Righi, sister of Cefis' wife; the secretary Donata Bandel 
Dragone is Ambrogia Francesca Micheli, faithful secretary of Cefis (consequently, the real FMI 
company becomes D.B.D.I.); the companies Chioscasauno and Chioscasadieci, so called 
because the Cefis office in Milan was in via Chiossetto, here become Spiritcasauno and 
Spiritcasadieci, as the Troya office is located in via Santo Spirito. One could go on: the real 
Investment Trust of Vaduz becomes the Investment Trust of Chur (which being a town in the 
Canton of Grisons belongs to the Ladin lineage), the San Sebastiano company is transformed 
into San Floreano, a toponym dear to Pasolini and so on. 


Quirino Troya (mistakenly called Arduino in Note 22c The so-called empire of the Troyas: the 
flea speaks ill of the louse) is the older brother Alfredo Cefis. The real Walchiria Etablissement 
becomes Walalla Etablissement, the existing company Sosvic becomes (perhaps obscenely, for 
the Bolognese medium Pasolini) Sosmel. The «dalmine» are wooden shoes typical of Friuli. 


Camilla xxx stands for Marcella Righi of Belgirate, royal wife of Cefis, whose children are 
called Marco and Cristina; Eugenio Tramontin is Neri's faithful notary; Evelyn Lane, the man 
from Hong Kong, remakes the «Cristofer Coleman, the man from Singapore» of which 
Steimetz writes. 


The swarm of acronyms continues, with the intention of an epic listing. Erminio Cosstt (here 
from Porpetto, while he was from Cividale in Note 22b) takes the place of Sergio De Angelis 
from Sacile; Fratelli Panzini occupies the space that in Steimetz is occupied by the Fratelli 
Menchini company; the A. Bortotto wood industry is indicated in Steimetz's scheme as A. 
Viotto wood industry etc. etc. Cesare Bortotto was a Friulian friend of Pasolini. 


The final question mark is the link between economics and politics, and was already present 
in Steimetz's scheme. 


In the seventeenth century in Rome, the followers of the Dutch Pieter van Laer known as il 
Bamboccio, who had translated the Caravaggesque models into a narrative realism and 
sketches, were called Bamboccianti. 


Dostoevskijana's «Govertoressa» appears here for the first time, who will be the explicit model 
for Giulia Miceli in the «anti-fascist party» of Notes 129 and following. Already here she hints 
at her belief in a higher justice and her desire (repeated twice in the Demons) to "keep the 
youth on the edge of the abyss" (there referred to the wishful thinking nihilistic 
revolutionaries). 


From the handbook in Notes 20-30 it is clear that the other secret financier of Mrs. F. must 
have been Attilio Monti; then a character linked to the far right (the “black oilman”). 


In Gennariello's «pedagogical treatise» (in the Lutheran Letters), and precisely in the «lesson» 
of May 22, 1975, Pasolini suggests to his imaginary pupil to read Ivan Illich's Conviviality. 


Pasolini writes «fascist virginity», but it is evidently a slip of the tongue for «anti-fascist 
virginity», as confirmed by the article shortly afterwards published in the «Corriere della 


Sera» and entitled What is this coup? (later in the Scritti corsari with the title The novel of the 
massacres). 


As evidenced by the photocopy of September 1974, at that chronological height Note 20 did 
not yet exist: the contents that are now found in Note 20 were at the beginning of Note 31. 
Then there was the entry of the pamphlet on Cefis, conceived as an abnormal digression with 
respect to the narrative plan of Carlo who goes to the reception; at that point Pasolini created 
Note 20, where, however, the part that belonged to Note 31 was shortened; a page of Note 
31, contrary to the author's habits, was physically eliminated from the manuscript (except for 
the last remaining lines, biffed, on the next page); therefore all that remained was to recover 
the deleted part from the photocopy, in an Ur-Note 31 which in reality is not present in the 
current manuscript. 


In the portraits drawn here it is not difficult to recognize, in order, Alberto Moravia, Pasolini 
himself, Giulio Andreotti and Antonello Trombadori. It is more difficult to identify the 
"corsiver" mentioned immediately afterwards: perhaps Mario Melloni, known as Fortebraccio, 
a currist of "l'Unita". The physical description of the intellectual with the surname in -6n 
suggests identification with Ferdinando Camon. Further on, the De Martino mentioned is 
obviously the great anthropologist Ernesto De Martino: South and magic dates from 1959, La 
terra del rimorso dates from 1961. 


«Itaglia» is a popular and dialectical way that makes fun of the classic invocations, from Dante 
and Petrarca to Leopardi. God as inspirer and Mephistopheles as Muse: the paradoxical 
interchangeability realized in the "fable" of Note 34bis is announced. As for "one's own 
feelings" as the foundation of writing, even pedantically allegorical, see the Afterword. 


Norman O. Brown's Body of Love is a source of samplings by Pasolini in 1974, both for 
Petrolio and for FRAGMENT VI of Bestia da stile. In Brown's book, there are many quotations 
taken from the works of the Hungarian psychoanalyst Géza Roheim. 


This sentence is quoted from the Nature paragraph in Norman O. Brown's Body of Love. 


Sikandar is the Persian name of Alexander the Great. In the same issue of «Paragone» in 
which he had read The Battle of Penna (see note 20), Pasolini had found an essay by Cesare 
Mazzonis entitled Degraded space: there he speaks of Sikandar and of the moment in which 
travel becomes «pure return"; reference is made to «Zulmat, land of darkness» and to the 
mythical superimposition of time, whereby the Argonauts see the serpent «which Heracles 
killed the day before»; there is also told the story of Buzurg-Ibn-Shahriyar, author of a 
"wonderful" journey to India, during which a sailor copulates with a monkey and flees, 
abandoning her pregnant with her. Vladimir Propp is the fairy tale theorist very fashionable 
in the Sixties for narratology studies; the mention of Maurice Blanchot is probably linked to 
his ideas on the "impossibility of the story". Gordon Pym is the adventurous protagonist of 
Poe's novel; the Divine Trickster is the Native American version of the anthropological figure 
of the trickster, the resourceful trickster who represents sacred immorality and vitality. 


In Carlo's travels we find many notations of Pasolini's real travels, in Africa, in India, in Nepal. 
In this scene of the Coptic church, the reference is very precise to the travel report My 
Arabian Nights, published in «Playboy» in September 1973. 


The revival of a 1963 poem, excluded from the Israel section of Poetry in the form of a rose, 
then published in «Nuovi Argomenti», April-June 1967, with the title Perhaps Venuto da 
Cordova; the text of the poem speaks of a boy who came «from Cordoba or Seville», «legs 
wide, poised / on the sidewalk»; in a first draft, the incipit of the poem was «Boys, girls in 
front of a cinema». Pasolini's intention to reuse his own materials in this book is evident. 


Reviewing Donna Folgore (in Tempo, 8 November 1974), Pasolini writes that Giovanni 
Faldella "wants to make a novel, that is, something written within which reality flows 
horizontally"; it is a pity, he adds, that the project failed because Faldella lacked "total distrust 
in the novel". As for Henri Michaux, he actually made tables of "alphabets" with invented 
hieroglyphs, but it does not appear that he composed an entire book with those signs. 


From The ABC of reading, Garzanti 1974. 


A draft of this Note had been conceived in theatrical form; in a red folder in the Pasolini 
collection at the Vieusseux (PPP II.1.135, headed «Calderén e altri materiali di teatro» and 
dating back to 1968-69) is a project entitled Storia dell'uomo che gelarsi a suava. The girl's 


name «Giana» is that of Giana Idris, the very young actress whom Pasolini chose for the part 
of Sitt in his Arabian Nights, and of whom he speaks in the piece in «Playboy» (see note 44). 
Between 1972 and 1974, the critic Martin Walker effectively edited a political-cultural 
column in the Guardian, entitled Open File (although his travels in Africa date back to the 
years 1965-66, when he wrote for the Star and the «Newscheck»). The name given to him by 
Pasolini, Tristram, obviously alludes to Sterne's novel. The "Dutch father" with the red beard 
unequivocally resembles Father Wilbert, of whom Pasolini tells in the Smell of India. 


Linkskommunismus, or left communism, developed in 1920s Germany from the communist 
workers’ party of Germany; here, for Pasolini, it is valid as a reflection on the extra- 
parliamentary left of his time. In 1974, Linkskommunismus and revolution in the West by 
Enzo Rutigliano appeared (Daedalus editions). 


Governor Lembke, in Demons, is the husband of Yulia Mikhailovna; the quoted phrase is said 
by Lembke to Pétr Stepanovich. 


The Spigulins, in the Demons, are simply the owners of the factory where the revolt breaks 
out, and which is set on fire; here and later, probably «Spigulin» is a slip of Stavrogin. The 
mention of the red spider staring at while the little girl hangs herself refers to the most 
atrocious and unforgettable passage of the "Stavrogin's confession" placed in the appendix to 
Dostoevsky's novel. 


In the classification of Aristotelian works, those intended for a small audience of scholars are 
called "acroamatic", distinguishing them from "exoteric" ones, that is, intended for a wider 
audience. Here Pasolini seems to insist on the closed, elitist character of his novel, contrasting 
it with contemporary journalistic writings. 


Jean des Esseintes is the refined and decadent protagonist of the novel A rebours by Joris-Karl 
Huysmans (reviewed in «Tempo», 11 March 1973); Pasolini also mentions it in Euristica, a 
poem dated December 1972. 


The Bullicame was a source of sulphurous water that flowed into the Marranella ditch right at 
via dell'Acqua Bullicante. In the 1950s, the lawn that bordered the road was a place for 
homosexual encounters. However, the title of the Note is also influenced by Inferno XII 
(where a river of boiling blood is called «bullicame»), as attested by the use of the word 
«bolgia». 


Alberto Arbasino recalled the existence, at the time, of a Tonino di Centocelle famous for his 
"phantasmagorical natural gifts". 


Negro and Roscio are very common nicknames in Rome; however, it is worth noting that 
Roscio seems to have been the nickname of Mimmo D'Innocenzo, the boy who on 1 November 
1975 lent the Borsellino brothers (long-time friends of Pasolini) the motorbike with which 
they went to Lido di Ostia. 


The "failure" is told with literal reprises from a paragraph of Steimetz's book entitled The 
Nabob of Empty Investments. Steimetz' SOMIP is wearily renamed COMIP. 


Erminio is actually not the sixth, but the seventh: Pasolini has lost count, perhaps a little sated 
with the review; of the twenty boys expected, in the end only nine are told. (Given the 
characteristics of the novel, it is not excluded that the number twenty is to be connected to 
the Rosa dei Venti, the paramilitary organization of a fascist, Atlantic and potentially coup 
plotting nature, linked to the SID and to General Vito Miceli.) The nocturnal meeting with 
several boys, and brief references to their services, is already in a Note (later unpublished) of 
the Divina Mimesis, presented as «notes for a story» (see the second volume of Novels and 
stories, in Meridiani Mondadori, pp. 1156 -1158). 


Testament XLIX; the quotation is mediated by the Pound of L'Abc del legge. 


The reference is obviously to Inferno I, 106-107: «of that humble Italy fia salute, / for which 
the virgin Cammilla died». 


Note 2 said that Carlo lives in Parioli; evidently, as Charles of Tetis moved to the Quadraro, 
there was a move (not indicated by the text) also for Charles of Polis. But the whole question 
of Carlo's homes would in any case have to be reviewed: in Note 65 Carlo lives again in the 
«new part of Parioli», or perhaps in Vigna Clara, if not even in Olgiata. 


«Provincial from Romagna» is a remnant of the primitive idea of having Carlo born in 


Ravenna instead of in Turin (or in Alessandria). Or perhaps he was maturing in Pasolini's 
head the idea of maintaining the discrepancies, perhaps accentuating them, instead of 
correcting them. 


The Trentino honorable, host of the dinner, is probably imagined starting from the figure of 
Flaminio Piccoli, doroteo, often mentioned by Steimetz as protector of Cefis and an anti- 
communist without nuances. 


The passage from the Karamazovs to which Pasolini alludes is in the third chapter of the 
Third Book, the one entitled Confessions of an ardent heart. In verse. 


Tarchet (or Tagete, or Tages) was an Etruscan god; depicted as a boy with white hair when 
old (according to the archetype of the senex-puer), he taught the Etruscans, according to the 
myth, the art of divination. In an early poem in Friulian, Ciant infinit, Pasolini had made a 
«Tarchét frut» dialogue with a «Tarchét veciuw», specifying in a footnote that the suggestion 
had come to him from Alberto Savinio (in Dico a te, Clio). 


The names collected here all belong to magistrates involved with some role in the Piazza 
Fontana massacre: Gerardo D'Ambrosio was the investigating judge who dealt with the 
massacre from the beginning; Ernesto Cudillo was a judge in the trial of Pietro Valpreda; 
Vittorio Occorsio was a public prosecutor; Orlando Falco (already author of the sentence that 
had condemned Aldo Braibanti) was a tenacious accuser of Valpreda; Enrico De Peppo, public 
prosecutor, was the first to report to the press the alleged suicide of Giuseppe Pinelli. 


There is no writer named Tostdo; "Tostao" was instead the nickname of Eduardo Goncalves de 
Andrade, a Brazilian footballer with a brilliant and ingenious style, prophesied "heir of Pelé" if 
an accident had not forced him (1974) to prematurely retire from football. Perhaps the ironic 
juxtaposition of two such different champions of style is a dig at the spectacular virtuosity of 
Antonio Pizzuto, which Pasolini (against Contini) did not appreciate. 


As had already happened for Notes 41-42-43, but here in a more marked way, the numbering 
of the Notes becomes incongruous: 58 and 59 appear, which did not exist in the previous 
"leap" between 55 and 60 , while the numbers between 60 and 65 are repeated, before 
another "jump" up to 70. We do not know if the incongruity would have been remedied by a 
revision, or if it would have remained as a "symptom" in the foreseen critical edition of a 
confused and unfinished text. 


“E] Toula” is a chain of prestigious restaurants that takes its name from the first, opened in 
Cortina by Alfredo Beltrame from Treviso (“toula” is the barn in the Ampezzo dialect); Rome's 
"El Toula", a meeting place for politicians and men of letters, has existed in via della Lupa 
since 1968. The "honorable Tortora" is probably a play on the name of the Christian Democrat 
Emilio Colombo (actually from Basilicata and not from Naples). Franco Restivo, Sicilian, was 
the controversial Minister of the Interior during the first period of the massacres, including 
that of Piazza Fontana; during the Andreotti government of 1972 he held the less prestigious 
Ministry of Defense for a few months. 


Edward Forster's Maurice had been reviewed by Pasolini on 26 November 1972, inaugurating 
his collaboration with «Tempo». 


More than those of the actual beginning, where the Guardian barely remembers «the fire, 
signal of joy», the verses that Clytemnestra recites a little further on seem appropriate here, 
with the relay of fires that from Mount Ida reach Argos : «a whole chain of lights / lit up little 
by little, down here, up to us /...» (translation by Pasolini himself). 


The reference to Lazarillo de Tormes does not concern a single point of the text but the entire 
past history of Carmelo, which is nothing more than a precise summary of the sixteenth- 
century picaresque novel. A sign, as in the case of Dostoevsky's plagiarism for the anti-fascist 
party, of that fading desire to "play the novel" of which Pasolini speaks in his letter to 
Moravia. The fact that here the plagiarism is duped perhaps denotes that that failing, 
exhibited elsewhere, also entailed a dose of discontent. The citationist dominance of this area 
of the text is also signaled by Carlo's voice «dim for the long silence», an ironic reprise of 
Dante's «who for long silence seems fioco» (Inferno I, 63). 


The description evokes the church of San Giovanni degli Eremiti, therefore the final 
destination of the journey is Palermo. (Although the name of one of the sailors, Agatino, 
seems rather to lead towards Catania; already in Note 62 Carmelo was designated as «caruso» 


with a typically Catanian word but in pen, overwritten, stood «picciotto», a Palermitan term.) 


The personal pronouns are all in the masculine, and also the past adjectives and participles 
that refer to Carlo, despite the fact that in this moment of the story he is transformed into a 
woman; Pasolini thinks of him as a male with female sexual organs. 


The verb «dismagare» is Dantesque («hurry / that honesty dismagates every act», Purgatorio 
Il, 11). 


If you arrive at the Colosseum with a tram that «comes up from Prenestino», it is more logical 
that you live in the Quadraro rather than in Parioli or Vigna Clara; and in fact towards the 
Quadraro he returns at the end of the Vision. It is therefore Charles of Tetis (this is confirmed 
by the fact that by the homosexuals gathered there he is "known by sight") who suffers from 
the Merda promenade with all its anthropological implications, as if it were a tragic re- 
proposition of the happy and almost mystical sex of the Note 55 (in a scheme between Note 
74a and Note 81 Pasolini notes his intention to include in the Vision «some of the twenty boys 
from Pratone della Casilina»). 


The stories told "as if the plague had broken out in the city" cannot help but refer to the 
setting of Boccaccio's Decameron. 


The phrase in Roman dialect is actually pronounced in Ragazzi di vita; Merda's whole vision 
should also be read as a bitter palinody of Pasolini's "Roman novels". 


The mention of the Dukes recalls the «Duke», i.e. Virgil, in Dante's infernal journey (to which 
the «groups» and «bolge» also refer, and classifications such as «Matta Bestialita»). 


Leopardi's letter to Charles Lebreton dates from June 1836, not April 6. Leopardi's mood is 
continued in the subsequent Appunto 72f, where "happy with the desert" is an obvious 
reference to Ginestra. 


In France, the "brimade" is the set of vexatious and initiatory tests to which recruits in the 
army or in certain colleges are subjected. 


The scene of fainting from holding his fiancée by the arm recalls the one between Tommaso 
and Irene in Una vita violenta, while more directly it scripts three lines from To the Greek 
students, in one breath (in the New Youth): «They squeeze the girl around the waist / for 
miles and miles and then / they faint from the effort». Dante's ironic quotation is from Inferno 
V, 142. 


The gastrocephalic image of the Tabernacle reproduces the cover of Religious Anthropology 
by Alfonso Di Nola (reviewed in «Tempo» on 27 September 1974); it is a statuette found in 
the temple of Demeter in Priene. The quote from Aristotle and the formula "I erected this 
statue to laugh", an inscription under the statue of a naked woman erected by the Assyrian 
king Assurbekala (1087-1070 BC) also come from Di Nola's book. The material of which the 
simulacrum is made, on whose name Pasolini is uncertain, is probably nenfro, a variety of 
gray tuff widespread in Upper Lazio and used for Etruscan sculptures. 


The sentence is taken from the third section of the first Chapter (entitled The night) of the 
Second Part of the Demons; it is Pyotr Stepanovich who tells Stavrogin. Pasolini also quotes 
this phrase in Arbasino's review in Specchio delle mie brame («Tempo», 3 January 1975). 


The day is not so "chosen at random", given that it coincides with the date of death of Carlo 
Emilio Gadda. 


After the move from the Quadraro, Carlo's home returns to being the one in the old Parioli of 
Note 2, if the "clinic towards Piazzale delle Muse", i.e. the Quisisana, is "not far from his 
home". Gozzano's verses (in turn echoing Purgatorio XII, 118-119) are taken from the second 
part of Una risorta. 


The «poetry of Auden» is City without walls, for which cf. note 112. Pasolini had read the 
poem in the «Almanacco dello Specchio» n. 2, and had reviewed it very favorably in «Tempo» 
on May 20, 1973. 


In the typescript, the title is circled in pen and an arrow refers to the following pages; also 
given that this Note 100 precedes 97, it is not excluded that L'Epoché was conceived as one of 
the stories told by the "narrators". In a folder of the Pasolini Fund at the Vieusseux there is in 
fact a scheme of a novel with this title: it tells of an illegitimate son of the Pope, who presents 
himself to his three daughters as God and has an incestuous relationship with them; only one 


remains pregnant but miscarries and the fetus is buried under a tree; after the collective 
suicide of the Pope's son and his daughters, the fetus resurrects and transforms into a 
beautiful young man, from which the world and history will restart (see it in Novels and Tales 
II, in Meridiani Mondadori, pp. 1878-1880) . In the rest of the stories, up to Note 103, 
"epoché" has the normal meaning of "suspension of judgement". 


The reception took place (with a leap back in time) in June 1972, but in that year the 
President of the Republic was not Saragat but Giovanni Leone. The «Rosa» obviously refers to 
the «candida rosa» of Dante's Empyrean, but a more cryptic reference to the Rosa dei Venti is 
not excluded, the subversive movement in which General Vito Miceli was involved, who in 
that 1972 was head of the SID (for which see note 58). The whole passage on Thomas 
Hobbes, John Locke, "the holy game of kings", the quote from James Frazer, the severed head 
of Medusa and the "methexis" depends practically literally on the paragraph Representative of 
the Body of Love, by Norman O .Brown. Ci¢ikov is the protagonist of Nikolaj Gogol's Dead 
Souls, Peredonov is of Sologub's Petty Demon and Goljadkin of Dostoevsky's Double, while 
Smerdjakov is the half-brother of the Karamazovs. 


Throughout this «parade of the armies» Pasolini uses an article by Giuseppe Catalano 
published in «Espresso» (August 4, 1974) and entitled Cefis e il Sid. The morning. The article 
demonstrates how Cefis was sent by the secret services (i.e. by the SID, Defense Information 
Service, directed by General Vito Miceli) files, called "mornings", to control Italian politics and 
above all what was happening at ENI, which he left in the hands of Raffaele Girotti after 
moving to Montedison. Pasolini reproduces the phrases of the «Espresso» almost literally, with 
a shy and listless narrative adaptation. 


In Catalan: «it would not be alien to possibly arrange the prof. Strong, replacing him with 
another socialist. On the possible identification of Pasolini's protagonist with the socialist 
Francesco Forte, see note 134. 


Pasolini follows Catalano's article also in the order of appearance of the characters; as this or 
that interweaving of power is examined in the various "mornings", Pasolini turns them into 
groups intent on conversation. He thus reviews all the nuances of the political alignment, 
from Enrico Berlinguer to Pino Rauti; in the whole long list he puts practically nothing of him. 
If he disregards Admiral Eugene Henke, portrayed alone and apart at the end, the list is made 
up of twenty items. A curious slip indicates Pasolini's reluctance to tell about this meeting: he 
repeatedly writes that the feast of the Republic takes place on 2 July instead of 2 June. 


The gap in Pasolini's note, the result of a failure to check the typescript, can perhaps be 
integrated with the name of Guido Casalegno, mentioned in Note 20. Unless it is a deliberate 
metaphilological game. 


The portrait of the «general» (actually admiral) Henke is much more elaborate, but even this 
is not Pasolini's invention, who limits himself to accurately describing a photo published on p. 
9 of the Catalan piece. Henke had been head of the SID from 1966 to 1971, before being 
succeeded by Vito Miceli. 


Ciceone was the drink of those initiated into the Eleusinian mysteries, a drink of mourning 
and rebirth; it was probably a mixture in which rye figured, and precisely the one called 
"ergot", that is, infested by a parasite that produces lysergic acid with hallucinogenic 
properties. 


To confirm that in these stories an idea of theater always circulates under the skin, see with 
this sentence from Pasolini's Manifesto for a new theatre: «the theater of Parola seeks its 
theatrical space not in the environment but in the head». 


«Desinit in piscem» is an expression used in Horace's Ars poetica to indicate a work that is not 
well proportioned in its parts, which begins with great ambitions and ends miserably; here the 
well-known quotation from Horace is mixed with the happy phylogenetic memory of the 
"return to water" of living beings, that is, ontologically with the return to the maternal womb, 
taken from Thalassa by the Hungarian psychoanalyst Sandor Ferenczi, by whom Pasolini was 
greatly influenced in this period. 


This story too was born from a theatrical idea: in a folder of the Pasolini Fund (see note 48) 
there is a drama project entitled Intellectuals, the story of a man with two daughters from 
opposite vocations. 


The sentence (including the observation that the mixture of urethral and anal eroticism is 
decisive for the formation of character) comes from Thalassa by Sandor Ferenczi. In Ferenczi 
we also find the parallelism between coitus and defecation, with the unconscious equating of 
child and feces, which gives rise to the idea of the Child-Shit, or rather of the two fathers who 
defecate one child each. 


The anecdote between two ascetics, in the course of which one gives the other a speaking 
lesson while remaining silent, is found in Palladio's Storia lausiaca (10, 8), reviewed by 
Pasolini in Il Tempo on November 15, 1974. 


The «logical genealogy» is due to Contini, who places Faldella as one of Gadda's stylistic 
predecessors. Here Pasolini composes a mosaic from Donna Folgore (reviewed in «Tempo», 8 
November 1974); he literally quotes Faldella from «Sulla sepoltura...» up to «lost wit». What 
follows after «sperrito» is carried over to footnote (1), while the passage from «In fondo...» up 
to the second «rose canine» is still in Faldella but on another page. The original «San Mauro» 
of Faldella is transformed into «Sant'Eutizio», another saint of Norcia, here moreover 
assimilated iconographically to San Rocco. 


These are the words that Governor Lembke, in the grip of delirium, shouts to his wife Yulija 
Michajlovna. 


The quoted phrase comes from chapter 14 of the Lausiac History (cf. note 100) and means «In 
fact, Paul himself said 'The fruit of the Spirit is' etcetera». Ta kai ta (etc.) was the title initially 
chosen by Pasolini for the screenplay which he then decided to call Porno-Teo-Kolossal. Earth 
number two would therefore be called Etc. 


Outis is the title of a small collection of satirical verses against Eugenio Montale, written in 
reply to the Letter to Malvolio (and published in «Nuovi Argomenti», May-June 1972); the 
controversy with Montale is resumed in Bestia da stile. «Outis» is the famous reply of Ulysses 
to Polyphemus in the IX book of the Odyssey. 


The first allusion, that of the man who fell "from the fourth floor of a clinic", probably refers 
to Giuseppe Pinelli, who fell from a window of the Milan police headquarters as part of the 
investigation into the bomb in Piazza Fontana (judge Gerardo D'Ambrosio, filing the case, 
established that the fall had been caused by «active illness»). The second, that of the fallen 
"into the elevator shaft", is instead a sure allusion to Alberto Muraro, a former carabiniere 
who was supposed to confirm to the investigating judge the responsibility of the Freda- 
Ventura group in some attacks carried out in Padua, but who two days before the hearing he 
fell into the elevator hole. It goes without saying that Pasolini projects an autobiographical 
ghost into the «killed with sticks» director. 


The Sadian quotation is taken from Idée sur les romans (1799). 


The two opposing evaluations (commendatory that of Pietro da Eboli, violently aggressive 
that of Gioacchino da Fiore) are sarcastically combined to signal the "tepid" being of the 
bourgeois Charles. 


In Note 7 Carlo's mother is called Emma, like Bovary; now she, by analogy with the Demons' 
Varvara Petrovna (Stavrogin's mother), she is called Barbara. Julija Michajlovna reappears 
here in the character of Giulia Miceli (but a political reference to General Vito Miceli is not 
excluded in her surname). 


Fjedka in Demons is a common criminal, in ambiguous relations with the nihilistic 
revolutionaries; in Pasolini's transcription (as shown by the handwritten annotation placed 
between Notes 104 and 105) he should have become the blackmailing pimp Teodoro. 


The Godoari (a fictional barbarian people who settled in the Po valley around an abandoned 
Roman villa) are the protagonists of a story by Anna Banti, La villa romana, included in the 
volume Je vous écris d'un pays lointain that Pasolini recalls on the «Tempo » (May 6, 1973) 
reviewing another book by Banti, The Burnt Shirt. 


By slip of the tongue, Pasolini calculates the centuries that have passed since the Platonic 
Phaedrus as thirteen, instead of the past twenty-three; unless there is a game in placing the 
Godoari out of time. 


This Note, unnumbered and biffated, translates almost literally the first 65 verses of City 
Without Walls by Wystan Auden (for which see note 87), except vv. 47-50. The deviations 
from the literal translation are very few: «beyond the Pale» (beyond the border of the English 


jurisdiction area of Ireland) becomes «out of power»; «after dark» (after dark) becomes «after 
dinner»; «ruthless creed» (ruthless creed) is expanded into «blackmailing and merciless 
ideological principle»; «the first men in Mirkwood» (the first men in M. - i.e. in the primeval 
forest mentioned by both Walter Scott and J.R.R. Tolkien) is simplified to «barbarian 
shepherds»; and finally «water hole» is translated with a very Pasolinian «resurgence». 


Pasolini had been tempted here to conclude the long description with Carlo's sex change, but 
then he introduced the digression of the Fascist demonstration and the sex change was 
postponed to Note 127. It is however remarkable that, in a latently autobiographical play, 
introduce into this "Turin" description some elements that refer to EUR, the district of Rome 
where Pasolini himself lived: in EUR there is a square dedicated to the Fallen on Work, and 
there is a via dell'Elettronica, and the palazzo ENI plant is known to the Romans as the "glass 
palace". 


The jokes of this short curtain do nothing but script ten of the last fourteen lines of the usual 
Citta senza mura (cf. notes 87 and 112). 


Marcelo Caetano was the Salazarian killed in 1974 in Portugal by the so-called "carnation 
revolution"; Antonio de Spinola became President of the Republic soon after but thwarted the 
leftward turn of the new government. Pasolini's contrast therefore means that moderate 
reactionaries are worse than explicit fascists. 


Alfonso Di Nola speaks of the anasyrma, the gesture of lifting one's clothes to show off the 
genital organs, in Religious Anthropology (cf. note 83); there are also hints of Polhymnia/ 
Polhymnios and Baubo/Baubon, symbols of the reversibility of male and female. 


«Verbum infans» is a paradox whereby the Word par excellence is incarnated in a baby Jesus 
who cannot yet speak; «Dei dialectus solecismus» underlines that the divine language is, for 
men, a grammatical transgression. These two topoi of the Augustinian and Lutheran tradition 
probably reached Pasolini through Pierre Klossowski. 


The phrase is taken from the Nothing paragraph in Norman O. Brown's Body of Love; the 
citations of Apollonius of Tyana and Sigmund Freud in the previous note also derive from the 
book which has already been looted several times. 


Here begins, and continues up to Note 129c, the most sensational case of retracing of the 
whole book: the entire Note 129 is an almost verbatim transcription of the first paragraph of 
the first chapter of the third part of the Demons, the one entitled The party. Pasolini takes up 
the translation by Rinaldo Ktifferle (Mondadori) word for word, adapting it only where it 
seems to him indispensable; the more "Russian" references are Italianized, the observations on 
'68 are added; «forerunners» becomes «avant-gardists», «governesses» becomes «feminists», the 
«principles who arrived from outside with goggles» become «politicians born with the 
“Resistance”». The Dostoevskian Karmazinov (Caricature of Ivan Turgenev) becomes the 
writer F. (perhaps Enrico Filippini, or perhaps Franco Fortini, or a mixture of the two), who 
reads Merci (simply French in Dostoevsky, the pun being possible only in Italian) . 


Kiifferle's tracing continues, with the minimum necessary or satirical changes (in which to 
vent small personal grievances): the "three rubles" become "thirty thousand lire", the 
"housekeepers" are this time the "Russian exiled writers", the cook Procori¢é becomes 
«Pandimiglio Fioretto» and the «marshal of the nobility» becomes «Mrs. Casalegno, wife of the 
deputy director of the “Stampa”». 


The «archetypal episode» is precisely that of the Demons: here Pasolini justifies himself and 
shows his cards. The "catastrophe" that his text will not reach alludes to the true ending of 
Dostoevsky's novel, with the fire in the Oltrefiume district set by the workers of the Spigulins 
and the death of Marija Timofeevna, Stavrogin's secret wife. 


In this third long recovery, the literal loyalty to the Demons fails, as if a little impatience had 
taken over; the general structure remains (the incident of the recited idiotic poem, the 
unbearable length of Merci) with a few literal quotations (on the "mystery" of women, on the 
"something not good" hanging in the air). Dirge is a poem by Edward Estlin Cummings that 
Pasolini had found in Pound's Business Card (published by Scheiwiller in 1974, from which he 
incorporates some small typos, for example «eneck» instead of «neck»), with the reference to « 
saevitia catulliana»; in the same volume was also Pound's text of Fascio. The writer with the 
surname in -trini turns out to be Nanni Balestrini, while the one with the Sabine surname in - 
elli is perhaps Franco Cordelli. Pasolini's interest focuses above all on the impossibility of 


distinguishing between fascist and anti-fascist extremism. 


«Duadic» is a Pasolini hapax instead of the more common “dyadic”; this is not a typo but 
rather an idiosyncratic usage, perhaps to distinguish the anti-Hegelian technicality from the 
common meaning of "dyadic logic", which rather alludes to binary logic; for what it's worth, I 
have a personal memory of Franco Fortini who also said «duadic», which perhaps would 
support the identification of the «writer F.» right with Fortini. 


Gastone Nencioni, lawyer and important senator of the Italian Social Movement, was a great 
friend of Eugenio Cefis. 


In the «Espresso» of 4 August 1974, immediately before Catalano's article on the SID's 
"morning papers" (see note 90), there was an interview by Livio Zanetti with Amintore 
Fanfani. From this interview, attributing them to Carlo, Pasolini draws both the prose passage 
and the one satirically in verse. The «process of unloading masturbatory fantasies» comes 
from the paragraph Liberty in Body of Love by Norman O. Brown (which attributes the phrase 
to Otto Fenichel). 


This and the following quotations are taken from the Nullity and Freedom paragraphs in the 
usual Body of Love by Norman O. Brown. (Strangely, Pasolini normalizes a paradoxical 
sentence of Brown's: «God knew how to lie» becomes «God didn't know how to lie».) From 
Brown also derive the sentences, only partially quoted, in which Pasolini seems to reflect in 
the first person on his own objectivity and non-participation. 


In the typescript, Pasolini correctly referred to Note 37 in this regard; then, in pen, he 
canceled and overwrote the reference to the much more vague Note 3c. 


The joke on the name can only refer to the horns; which leads us to identify this mysterious 
Cornelius with the Devil, an ironic and playful Devil. The Devil is very present in those years 
in Pasolini's imagination: see the "master of television" in the screenplay of Histoire du soldat 
(1973) and the one who helps Paul establish the Church in the 1974 additions to the 
screenplay of the film on Saint Paul. 


The quoted verses constitute the fifth strophe of Un'altra risorta by Guido Gozzano. The note 
(1), on the religion of the Kai, reports a piece of news taken from Mircea Eliade's Myth and 
Reality (reviewed in «Tempo» on 30 August 1974), a book from which obviously also derives 
the reference to the «deus otiosus». The two quotes on "wisdom in stupidity" and on the world 
that "cannot be made safe" again come from the paragraph Liberty of the Body of Love, by 
Norman O. Brown. 


On this page entitled For the career of "Carlo", and on the problems it raises, cf. the 
Afterword. From here we also get the indication of the two speeches of Cefis that Pasolini 
would have liked to include in the book. It should be noted that, if the date at the bottom of 
this leaflet is true, Pasolini was aware of the speech that Cefis gave at the Centro Alti Studi 
Militari even before Elvio Fachinelli sent him (as evidenced by a letter dated 20 September 
1974) the book of Steimetz and «a conference» by Cefis. The other one, that of Modena, he 
had probably already read about in the economic monthly «Successo». 


The Parco della Montagnola, with the stairways that descend on via Indipendenza near the 
station, is a central area of Bologna known because homosexual encounters took place (and 
still do) above all in the evening. The magazine «Il Mulino» also reports to the Bolognese 
environment. 


This list of sources is used in Note 19a and fills, so to speak, the suitcase found at Porta 
Portese (cf. note 22); in the suitcase, only Locke and De Sade's 120 days are missing from the 
list; on the other hand, in the suitcase there are Miguel de Cervantes, Giuseppe Gioacchino 
Belli and the Old Testament, not included in this list of sources. 


In this annotation Pasolini alludes to a hypothetical "second draft" of which in reality no trace 
remains; the critical edition project was never even sketched out and the huge multimedia 
text that is prefigured here would have required (assuming that the author had really 
completed it) an equally huge amount of work. Note the similarity of this annotation with 
Note 1 and Per una “Nota dell'editore” placed by Pasolini at the end of the Divina Mimesis: 
there too the book is spoken of as «a living formal process» and «a mixture of done and to be 
done - of finished pages and pages in draft»; above all, even there the publisher says he has to 
edit a book left unfinished due to the death of its author, a book that will therefore be 


presented in «layers». In the transition from Divina Mimesis to Petrolio, we are witnessing a 
very Pasolini strategy: taking an objective failure and turning it into a project. 


At this chronological stage, therefore, Pasolini thought that the CIA was behind the attack on 
Mattei in agreement with the Sicilian mafia; still no mention of Cefis. But at the beginning of 
the annotation, in an addition in pen, «FORTE» alludes to Francesco Forte, socialist, vice 
president of ENI from 1971 to 1975. The date of this addition is significant because just the 
day before, 7 September, an article by Massimo Riva entitled Strong attacks Girotti for eni's 
secrets had appeared in the Corriere della Sera (preserved among Pasolini's papers in the 
Vieusseux Archive; see note 138); in the article he referred to Forte's threat of resignation if 
ENI bought Il Tempo, a right-wing newspaper; on 8 September 1973, a reply article in 
«Tempo» defined Francesco Forte as a «split man», because «he was kept by the State to make 
a left-wing opposition to those who govern». It is at this moment that Pasolini pinpoints the 
idea of exemplar on Francesco Forte the protagonist Carlo. Francesco Forte in those years 
lived in Turin, where he taught at the university; perhaps this data, together with a recent 
(August 1973) re-reading of all of Gozzano, has contributed to changing Carlo's origins from 
Romagna to Piedmontese. 


Unfortunately, these pages which are difficult to decipher are not dated, even if some 
indications seem to place them between the end of 1973 and the first months of 1974. The 
mention of the "supper of corruption" (evidently already written) which alludes to that of 
Note 64bis is interesting , as well as it is interesting that some image of Pisa is at the origin of 
the vision of the Medieval Garden. But above all, the idea of placing the "letter to a friend" (in 
which it is obvious to recognize the letter to Moravia) as an "introduction" to the novel is 
precious, circled by Pasolini himself. 


Published in «Lierba voglio» in June-July 1972. On the events of the title, on the composition 
of the text and on the tendentious comment by Giorgio Radice (alias Giuseppe Turani), cf. the 
Afterword. The speech was addressed on 23 February 1972 to the cadets of the Military 
Academy of Modena, of which Cefis had been a student; this explains the exhortative and 
pedagogical tone with which Cefis talks to young people about the new career opportunities 
that are opening up, and the new skills needed to access them. The central point, for Pasolini, 
is the loss of role of the old Homelands and the rise of a New Power superordinated to 
national policies; the quotation from Christopher Tugendhat must have made a particular 
impression on him, with the comparison between multinationals and the Church, and 
therefore the suggestion that today's multinationals are "taking the place" of the Church. 
Pasolini alludes to this discourse in his oral speech at the Festa dell'Unita in Milan in 
September 1974, later collected in the Scritti corsari under the title Il genocidio; in the same 
intervention he pronounces words ("and thus I see the horrendous shadow of the swastika 
spread over our cities") which closely recall those of the finale of the Vision in Note 73. But in 
the intervention, given the occasion, they are accompanied by a rhetoric of hope ("there is a 
possibility of fighting against all this") totally absent in Petrolio. 


In this discourse the central point, for Pasolini, is the concept of «development without 
progress» of which he speaks in the Scritti corsari and with regard to which he substantially 
agrees with the analysis of Cefis. Also interesting for him was the progressive shift of 
economic profit from petroleum intended as fuel to petroleum considered as a fundamental 
raw material for chemistry. 


What must have struck Pasolini in this article, so much so as to induce him to partially model 
his protagonist Carlo on Francesco Forte, is probably his declaring himself «an intellectual»; in 
addition to the possibility, albeit explicitly denied by him, that his opposition to Girotti could 
objectively present itself as a (socialist!) aid to the Fanfani-Cefis consortium. 


In this article, Pasolini's attention is drawn above all to the relationship between ENI and the 
media, especially as regards the ambiguous link of the institution with the right wing 
contiguous to fascism and with the oilman-publisher Attilio Monti. Perhaps the "greeting and 
best wishes" that Fanfani is said to address to the leaders of the DC in the article has left a 
trace in Pasolini's memory, if the last of the poems of the New Youth is entitled Greetings and 
best wishes. 


In this summary article on ENI and Montedison, Pasolini's attention will be focused above all 
on the obvious but apparently paradoxical behavior of Montedison, a multinational that 
claims to have its liabilities absorbed by the State in order to be able to compete freely and 


"on equal terms" with the private multinationals internationally; and the theme of the 
progressive shift of the group's interests from petroleum fuel to petroleum as an ingredient in 
industrial chemistry returns. (I wonder if this shift could not have, in the novel's finale, 
innervated the "journey to Edo", parallel to that of the Argonauts but more "alchemical", less 
linked to oil wells or lakes.) 


NOTE TO THE TEXT by Maria Careri 


Petrolio's papers are now kept in the Alessandro Bonsanti 
Contemporary Archive of the Gabinetto Vieusseux in Florence. These 
are the typescript (PPP. I1.1.0161), its partial photocopy (PPP. 
II.1.0160) and a block notes (PPP. II.1.0162). 

In the PPP folder. 11.1.0161 there are 521 typewritten (in A4 
format) and handwritten (in different formats) pages, numbered 
irregularly and almost always with a double numbering: the first, from 
1 to 337, corresponds to the one present in the photocopy; the second, 
from 1 to 438, also includes the pages absent in the photocopy (about 
a hundred). The pages are now collected in 25 booklets that reproduce 
the original division organized by the author with staples. The writing 
of the text took place in several stages and almost all the pages have 
numerous corrections (with pens and felt-tip pens of different 
colours). In the typescript there are some dates: the first, on p. 433 
(here § 220), is «Spring or Summer 1972»; the last, on an unnumbered 
handwritten page (here § 87), is «December 3, 1974». The folder 
opens with a list of authors and works (here § I), followed by the three 
title pages VAS, NOVEL, PETROLIO, perhaps alternative titles, by a 
note by the author (here 8 II) and one of the many project schedules ( 
here § III). The novel is structured in Notes numbered from 1 to 133, 
with many inconsistencies related to revisions that involved moves 
and additions, not always completed. Several sheets with notes and 
project sketches, such as those preceding Note 1, are found after Note 
number 133 and also interspersed between the Notes that make up the 
actual novel (as is clearly evident by scrolling through the Index at the 
end of the volume). 

A drafting phase prior to that of the Typescript is documented by 
the Photocopy. It is a copy of the pages drawn up by the end of the 
summer of 1974, commissioned by the author in September of that 
year (cf. autograph date «10-15 September 1974», see here). At the 
opening of the photocopy there are two unnumbered typewritten 
sheets with the title pages VAS and NOVEL; 341 pages follow, 
numbered from 1 to 337. The photocopied pages are all found in the 
typescript with only three exceptions: the page containing Note 31 (cf. 
§ 46), and the two pages, consecutive to each other, which bear the 
first a draft of Note 73 and the second of the notes connected to it 
(with the title Note 73a). In the photocopy some of the pen 
corrections are not documented and there are some differences in the 


order of the notes (for example Note 35 of the photocopy corresponds 
to 19a of the typescript). 

The notebook (12.5 x 8.5 cm), described here for the first time, 
contains twenty handwritten pages (the rest are blank) which are 
difficult to read and date. The first seven pages are written in black 
pen, then, after a page with Italo Chiusano's address, another eleven 
pages follow in blue pen. 

The comparison between Photocopy and Typescript allows us to 
reconstruct the last phase of writing, datable after 10-15 September 
1974 and before the author's death; in addition to the manual 
correction interventions already mentioned, it includes: 


the two title pages VAS and NOVEL; Notes 3a-3e [8§ 4-8]; 20, 21, 22, 22a-22i, 23 [88 
32-44]; 36-36n, 37, 40 [88 53-67]; § 74; 41 [8 75]; 43, xxx, 43a [8§ 77-79]; 51a, 52, 52a, 
52b, 54, 54b, 55 (last 4 pp.) [§§ 82-88]; § 96; 63b [§ 108]; 73 (new version), 74, 74a [88 
144-146]; § 147; 98, 98a, 99, 100 [§§ 155-158]; 102, 102a, 103, 103a [§§ 160-163]; the 
Petrolio title page (second part); §§ 170-171; 103c-104 [§§ 172-173]; § 174; 105-107 [88 
175-178]; § 179. 


The evaluation of Notes 127-133 which in the Typescript follow 
Note 126, the last present in the Photocopy, is less certain. It seems 
very probable that some of them are after the date of the Photocopy, 
since the internal references in Notes 129 and 131 correspond to the 
Typescript in its last version. A different matter should be made for 
Note 128b (which refers to 128) which bears a date prior to the 
Photocopy ("Chia, end of August 1974") and for some scattered 
papers, located in the final part of the Typescript, which are probably 
prior to the Photocopy and probably not reproduced because they 
were considered "material" and not the actual text. They can be 
divided into three groups: the first (here 8§ 216-217) dates back, like 
Note 128b, to August 1974; the second (here § 218), is difficult to 
place; the third is perhaps a holdover from the first draft of the novel. 
These are §§ 219-223 which contain, after the title page «Oil», a trace 
of the novel, the «letter to Moravia» and other notes. These pages, in 
which the older but also singularly imprecise date is found ("Spring or 
Summer 1972"), are characterized by a paper with Japanese 
watermark and pen corrections with a "violet" color ink. The same 
type of paper is also used for the "schedule" (here § III), dated June 
1973, and for Notes 4-6 [§§ 9-11] and 60-64 [§§ 89-93]. In these 
Notes there is also the same ink used for the corrections of the last 
pages; the titles are in capital letters and not preceded by the wording 
“Appunto” (see the two examples reproduced below). It cannot be 
excluded that at least the first pages of the Block notes should also be 
attributed to this chronological height, similar in their content to §§ 
219-223 and in which, at least in one case (see here), there is a 
correction in ink violet. 
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Here are the original titles of this group of eight chapters (preceding 
the corrections), in their current order: What is a novel, Carlo Primo, 
Carlo Secondo, Return from the journey from the East, Karl is no 
more, Following the disappearance of Karl, Clarifications and 
complications, The hesitations before sainthood. 

The main nucleus of the novel is inserted between the phase just 
described and the one subsequent to the Photocopy, also certainly 
attributable to several interventions and datable between the summer 
of 1973 and that of 1974, when the author worked on the novel, in 
Chia . 

Through a more in-depth investigation, which crosses what can be 
deduced from the type of paper, from the use of different typewriters 
and from the inks for corrections, it will certainly be possible to clarify 
and refine this stratigraphy, which is only indicative at the moment. 


The particular quality of the materials that have come down to us 
requires the publisher to carry out an important mediation operation, 
which has as its primary objective that of respecting the will of the 
author (even if not definitive), however presenting the reader with a 
text that is essentially usable. 

Petrolio was published for the first time in 1992 (edited by Graziella 
Chiarcossi and the writer, with the supervision of Aurelio Roncaglia), 
seventeen years after the author's death. The edition intended to 
faithfully reproduce the latest version of the novel, punctually taking 
into account the situation of the text through a series of symbols 


which mainly signaled the deleted text (reproduced only when 
essential for understanding the context), the text highlighted by the 
author in anticipation of its revision, the author's marks in view of 
corrections and additions, the alternative variants among which the 
author had not made a choice. Subsequently Petrolio was reissued for 
the Meridiani Mondadori in 1998 (edited by Walter Siti and Silvia De 
Laude) and then for the Oscar Mondadori in 2005 (edited by Silvia De 
Laude alone). The two Mondadori editions present a cleaner and more 
readable text, refusing to indicate the parts of the text on which the 
author intended to intervene. 

This new edition is based on a systematic check carried out on the 
originals, which has led to a different reading of many places 
(especially manuscripts) and the correction of some typos. 

Compared to the previous editions, these are the main differences: 
the greater quantity of passages deleted by the author and restored for 
various reasons; the presentation, in facsimile, of many pages of the 
typescript; the edition in the Appendix of the Block notes. 

As in the 1992 edition, the edited text reproduces the last wish of 
the author, without taking into account portions of the deleted and 
replaced text. The case of places where the author has intervened by 
modifying a first draft but not eliminating it decisively is different. To 
better understand the starting point (Typescript) and arrival point 
(Edition), see the following example (here § 15): 
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In line 1, the Edition integrates the pen corrections into the text, 
without describing them; in line 2, where the reading "it is like this" 
has been replaced by the one "as will be better understood later, it 
could not have been otherwise than like this", the most recent reading 
is reported in the text without making any reference to the deleted 
one. In lines 3-4 instead, where the author has inserted «desperate» as 
an alternative to «total», not eliminated, the Edition reports the 
interlinear lesson, but a reference at the foot of the page records the 
previous lesson. The same applies to line 4 for «space» and «sphere». 
As can already be seen from the last line of the example reproduced, 


there are many cases in which the author, re-reading the text, has 
highlighted with signs indicating uncertainty and provisionality the 
passages on which he wanted to intervene; these portions of text, in 
this edition, are inserted between half square brackets lesa The 
motivation for this choice, which is perhaps the most annoying for the 
reader and represents the main difference with respect to the 
Mondadori editions, seems evident from examples such as the 
following (here 8§ 9, 72, 89, 99): 
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These are cases in which the text presents repetitions or 
cacophonies of which, as evidenced by the signs, the author seems to 
have been aware of and which it is therefore appropriate to highlight. 
In fact, the author did not always intervene to arrange the text, as 
instead happens at least summarily in the case reproduced below 
(here § 94): 


; 4 4 ; AS : 
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While in the examples just listed the "motivation" of the signs is 
evident and explainable, there are many others that are more difficult 
and uncertain to evaluate. However, it seemed appropriate to always 
highlight the presence of such interventions by the author in the press. 

Similarly to the Einaudi edition, both the numerous pen "insertion 
marks" present in the typescript ("V") and the typewritten crosses 
(xxx) used by the author in anticipation of additions have also been 
reproduced. 

A separate discussion should be made for the text deleted by the 
author but not replaced. If in the Einaudi edition it was decided to 
recover the deleted text only when it was essential to understand the 
context, in this edition all the deleted parts that have not been 
replaced or not reused elsewhere have been included and which it 


seemed could have some interest both for one better understanding of 
the single passage, and also, more generally, for reading and 
interpreting Petrolio. However, the reader can grasp the transition 
from normal text to deleted text thanks to the use in these parts of a 
smaller typographical body. See also an example here: 


> 


APPUNTO 33. Dixexazdoewxiinxasx 


id : 
O Itaglia, Las ees porivend® Autte g queste cose di aa nen Fas dubb pip’ che a ae 
& Dio. Me’ se, oome/nei poemi classici, SG oies si assumere nel testo unin wvodazione aNa 


Musa'y ofesta BE potrep tess ea oe igtistotele< 441i Itagliani devono sapqe= 
ao Cc” / 
{ poe : 


‘esisten iza del sentimenti e sull 


upidi e velepesi; chi & invece se abi lpetite onestore~ incapa= 
pi trova_ports Oo sae dei propri_séntin venti ea fondpre su quest 
della sex rae 3 deveno-Sapere inoltre gli Stas liani ope eid che é "illeg 
numano" I) Ae che spesso chi 6 noltg~mano ye decidere di es sete illeggibile|, 


ando una serine fonda ta su se ppeecs » cios sulla su het tafpficita yutxxxxs fi 


as 


o addiritt a a porsi art modello git ultimi Ganti del 


argatorio, eioé fino al limi 


ella pit onan nte, Sedante, 2 nostruosa ellegoriei ta/ 


While in previous editions Note 33 is "empty" after the title, in this 
edition the deleted text is reproduced and identified by the smaller 
body. The main reinstatements of “deleted” text can be found in 88 
46, 49, 191, 196, 197 (all five published here for the first time) and 
within the Appunti 6 ter [§ 16], 62 [§ 105 ], 82 [§ 149], 128a [§ 
202]. We also note here the recovery of three unpublished pages in 
the Einaudi edition. The first, absent in the typescript and taken up 
here from the photocopy (see note 38 here), contains a first draft of 
Note 31 [8 46]. The other two are the pages numbered in the 
typescript 420 and 421, here § 217 (For the career of “Carlo”), which 
it was decided not to include in the Einaudi edition (see here), 
interpreting the annotation literally «( Just to be destroyed)." 

Summarizing, the text is divided into three main typologies: 

— normal body for the text that is somehow “definitive”; 

- normal body but inserted in half square brackets for the text 
identified by signs of "uncertainty"; 

— smaller body for the deleted pieces. 

At the foot of the page, with alphabetical reference, the replaced 
but not canceled lessons are inserted; in the very few cases in which 
the interlinear variant is not "complete", the first lesson has been 
reproduced, reporting the second in a note (e.g. Note 34 bis, note d). 
In the same apparatus are also recorded short handwritten notes 
which are not part of the text but act as a reminder for subsequent 
interventions (e.g. «insert...» or «indirect speech» etc.), if, as actually 


happens in most cases , they propose unfeasible changes to the state of 
affairs. Conversely, when the annotation is clear and unambiguous, it 
has been followed without accounting for it, as for example in Note 
71, where the author requests the displacement of the last five lines, 
or whenever the signs ][ indicate to start a new paragraph. The longer 
notes, both entrusted to loose leaflets and inserted in the margins of 
typed sheets, were instead transcribed in the body of the text and 
reproduced in facsimile on the facing page or on the page following 
the transcription. 

As regards the succession of the text, in principle that of the 
typescript was respected, excluding the few cases in which the 
author's intention to make some modifications was evident. For 
example, at the conclusion of the previous Note, according to the 
indication of the author, the circled part within Note 62 [§ 90] has 
been anticipated. For other movements, at the opening and closing of 
the novel, and for the structure of the appendices, see the Afterword 
by Walter Siti. 

The numbering of the Notes is incongruous and presents jumps and 
repetitions. It has not been corrected except in two cases, where in a 
context of corrections from "5n" to "6n", the author evidently 
neglected to correct the 53 in 63 and the 55 bis in 65 bis. 

To facilitate consultation, a "service" number has been inserted in 
square brackets located in the upper left margin of the first page of 
each textual unit. It goes from no. 1 to no. 223 and follows the order 
of the typescript (the Roman numerals have been used for the 
preceding Note 1). 

In the same way, without reporting it, action has been taken to 
eliminate typographical errors, to standardize the spelling of Italian 
words (according to the prevailing form in the typescript even if today 
considered incorrect: for example, "coscie" for "thighs" has been 
preserved) and to correct foreign words (“suspense” for “suspense”). 
However, some idiosyncratic uses have been preserved; for example: 
“oltre alla” (for “beyond the”), “as usual” (for “as usual”), “uno due” 
(for “one or two”), “reticulated/cancelli russe” (for “rusty”), 
“allocution” (for “locution”). Quotations from other authors have been 
verified and corrected when necessary, using books from Pasolini's 
library when possible. Finally, uppercase and lowercase have been 
standardized according to the prevailing form, and the inverted 
commas have been preserved (however identifying quotations and 
dialogue with the corporals) and the "highlights" proposed by the 
author with the underlined text. The layout of the typescript is 
generally respected, except in cases where facing reproduction is 
proposed and therefore the reader will not have difficulty 
reconstructing it. In any case, it should be reiterated that the text, 


between the typewritten draft and corrections, in many cases appears 
as "unfinished" even in its pure grammatical structure (lack of chords, 
unfinished sentences, etc.). 


Like thirty years ago, this work would not have been possible 
without the help of Graziella Chiarcossi, who re-read all of Pasolini's 
autographed pages with me and shared every editorial choice. 


AFTERNOON by Walter Siti 


It didn't have to end like this 


1. «A friend of mine, of dear and honored memory, recounted a 
curious scene, which he had witnessed in the house of a justice of the 
peace in Milan, that is to say many years ago. He had found it 
between two litigants, one of whom argued his case hotly; and when 
he had finished, the judge said to him: You are right. But, sir judge, 
said the other immediately, you must hear me too, before deciding. 
It's too fair, replied the judge: tell me, I'm listening attentively. Then 
he set himself all the more committed to asserting his cause; and he 
succeeded so well, that the judge said to him: you are right too. 
Nearby was a seven- or eight-year-old boy of his, who, playing slowly 
with some kind of toy, hadn't stopped paying attention to the debate; 
and at that point, raising an astonished little face, not without a 
certain authoritativeness, he exclaimed: but papa! It can't be that both 
are right. You are right too, the judge told him. Carlo Dossi assumed 
that, behind the narrative screen of hearsay, this delicious episode 
belonged to Manzoni's autobiography, and I can't blame him. I too feel 
Manzonian, at this moment, in facing the most substantial dispute that 
has opened up in recent years on Petrolio, exemplified in the two 
antithetical positions of Carla Benedetti and Emanuele Trevi. 

Carla Benedetti argues that Petrolio is a novel about power, indeed 
about Power, and that the other dimensions of the book (the 
visionary, the psychological, the anthropological, the formal) must be 
subordinated to the first assumption. Pasolini would use the Visions 
and the Fables to tell all of Power, even in the more collectively 
unconscious and less chronicle strata, in a project of parrhesia 
unknown to his literary contemporaries. Pasolini would renounce the 
"conventionality of literature" to rediscover the possibility of a text 
capable of "affecting the world". At the center of this novel about 
Power there would be the figure of Eugenio Cefis, the very powerful 
president of ENI and then of Montedison. Benedetti's interpretation is 
supported by a personal recollection by Paolo Volponi regarding 
Pasolini's unfinished novel: «Pier Paolo spoke of it as a political 
summa». In short, petroleum would be a novel-truth (or even 
something more and something less than a novel, a civil intervention) 
"on the Italy of the double boom, development and bombs". It would 
be a continuation (to the extreme with other means) of the articles in 
the «Corriere della Sera» and of the «novel of the massacres» - starting 


with the oldest, the one from which Amintore Fanfani in a 1986 
speech traced the season of terrorism in our country , ie. the 
assassination attempt on Enrico Mattei and the explosion of his plane 
in flight in 1962. Precisely the hypothesis, given as a narrative 
certainty in Petrolio, that the instigator of the Mattei murder had been 
Cefis would have caused Pasolini's assassination at seaplane base of 
Ostia. 

Emanuele Trevi replies for his part that Pasolini, in Petrolio, proves 
to be «a very poor and very lazy investigator», so much so that he 
takes his political information from the newspapers and from a 
pamphlet against Cefis published in that period, but which in reality 
of Cefis «they don't care absolutely nothing». According to Trevi, the 
novel would be "the live chronicle of an initiation". The political plot 
would therefore remain on the surface, as an external pretext for a 
deeper psychological-aesthetic research, which involves’ the 
anthropological theme of the Eleusinian mysteries and the "second 
birth" (with a lot of reference to the hallucinogenic properties of the 
Ciceon), the exchange between male and female, and ejaculation as a 
rite of passage. Pasolini's text would have understood itself «as a hot 
spot of sperm sprinkled on the face of the world». If it is true that 
Pasolini in this book aspires to leave the enclosure of literature, if 
anything, he would do so in the direction of body art. Pasolini's 
mangled body in Ostia is, in this perspective, the ultimate outcome of 
Pasolini's sexual experiments; any "conspiracy" idea of an execution 
linked to the burning occult truths that the writer would have 
discovered and recklessly declared his intention to reveal is rejected. 

They are both right. It is true, as Trevi says, that politics is only one 
of the levels on which the text plays out, and perhaps not even the 
main one. Above all, one gets the impression (reading the incomplete 
manuscript and paying attention to the dates) that the obsession with 
the massacres and with the plots of Power entered the structuring of 
the novel rather late; if it is true that the interest in Francesco Forte 
(the socialist vice-president of was expunged by the editors of the 
Einaudi edition both from the novel and from the «Petrolio» folder of 
the Vieusseux Fund, thus making it unavailable for subsequent 
editions; on this page, fortunately preserved by Graziella Chiarcossi 
and which we reinstate, it is hypothesized that even the protagonist 
Carlo «helped Thoughts on State attacks and on the necessary trial 
against Christian Democracy (parallel to but that of consumerist 
fascination and sexual obsession, understood as the opposition 
between possessing and being possessed.ENI), together with the idea 
of the protagonist Carlo Valletti as an example of him, suddenly arose 
in September 1973 following the reading of an article in the «Corriere 
della Sera», it is also true that the “criminal” image of Cefis is not 


prior to August 1974. An important page is dated "Chia, August 1974" 
which, with certainly questionable decision, the Cefis in the murder of 
Mattei", then follows Cefis at Montedison and still later participates in 
the elimination of Cefis himself, the second assassination which 
should take place "during Fanfani's funeral". Dystopian idea still very 
confusing and extreme, which required some time for further 
elaboration. This is testified by the comparison between the 
manuscript and a provisional photocopy that Pasolini had made on 15 
September 1974; This photocopy lacks all the parts of the text taken 
from Giorgio Steimetz's pamphlet entitled Questo é Cefis, just as the 
journey to Syracuse of the protagonist is missing (a journey, as we will 
see, closely linked to the "Mattei case"). A letter is dated 20 September 
1974 from Elvio Fachinelli, director of the magazine «L'erba voglio», 
in which he says that he has sent to Pasolini, together with the 
pamphlet by Steimetz, also a conference by Cefis (at the Fondo 
Vieusseux, among the “materials There are three of Petrolio's Cefis 
conferences: two of these, which we publish in the appendix following 
an indication from Pasolini himself, were however already known to 
him when he drafted the «note to be destroyed»).Petrolio in the Scritti 
corsari and in the Lutheran letters) are all after November 1974. In 
short, it is only in the last of the approximately four years in which he 
worked on the book that this theme becomes decisive: first, the 
socially engaged area of the text seems rather to turn to a critique of 
consumerist and of the anthropological revolution. The denunciation 
of the collusion between the political class and the deviated secret 
services was not present at the beginning and perhaps would have 
been much diluted in the finale, where Pasolini insists rather on the 
futility of History which «no longer explains anything» and on the 
wisdom of «laughing at everything ». The gaps in the text do not allow 
us to reach certain conclusions, but what little remains seems to go in 
the direction of civil disenchantment and the desire that God, at the 
end of a cosmic cycle, take back "everything he created". Paying 
attention to the brute length of the fully realized parts, it must be 
recognized that 80 percent of them do not concern the theme of 
political plots, which have mainly produced schemes and projects, 

But Benedetti is right when she maintains that Petrolio is probably 
the cause of Pasolini's assassination, and that the trap of the stolen 
"pizzas" of Salo or the 120 days of Sodom was triggered to prevent 
him from recounting that Cefis was the instigator of the attack on 
Mattei. If someone went so far as to kill, it means that he had learned 
of Pasolini's project and was frightened by it: he really believed that 
one of the most listened to Italian intellectuals, an inexhaustible 
trigger for controversy, would have clearly written in one of his novels 
that the murder of Mattei had been wanted and organized by Cefis, 


with the support of the Sicilian mafia. Mauro De Mauro, the journalist 
of the "Ora" of Palermo, had been kidnapped and killed five years 
earlier for the same reasons. What could the mafiosi know about the 
complex reading plans, the anthropological references to "liberating 
laughter", the removed misogyny and the unresolved conflict with the 
father? How could they have imagined a result like the one that 
Pasolini would probably have delivered to the press, a narrative 
construction so difficult and hermetic that it would have been 
destined for an elitist reading? It is terrible to say, but Petrolio cost its 
author his life due to a cursed mix of indiscretions, ignorance and 
misunderstanding; against the vulgate of those who affirm that 
Pasolini was killed by the discredit that had been created around him, 
by the mud machine that had hit him for years, it must be admitted 
that the assassins had instead overestimated his influence and the 
intelligence of the masses. (The mud machine served, if anything, as 
an excuse, as a useful excipient for misdirection.) 


2. From the photocopy of September 15, 1974, as I said, Note 3d 
(postponed Preface - IV) is absent. It is a journey that the protagonist 
undertakes in May 1960, from Parioli to Syracuse. The journey is 
described in lyrical detail: it lasts a day and a night, first by bus then 
by tram and finally by train - there is no toponymic reference (except 
the name of the city of arrival) but the crossing of Rome, then the 
Agro Romano and Naples, and the ferry from Villa San Giovanni, up 
to the square where there is "an old fountain, with some papyri in the 
middle", i.e. the Fonte Aretusa. It is a piece of art prose, like the ones 
Pasolini loved to throw himself into from time to time. The narrative 
occasion is very slim: the protagonist Carlo needs to tell "a secret... of 
enormous public value", a secret "which we could well call historical", 
to a writer (described in such a way that we cannot but think of Elsa 
Morante) ; he goes first from Parioli to Elsa's house, but there the 
maid tells him that the writer is precisely in Syracuse. And he adds the 
name of the hotel, mangling it because it is an "exotic name". Instead 
of waiting for Elsa to return to Rome, Carlo decides to go there, so 
great is his desire to immediately entrust her with that "dangerous and 
revealing" secret that she alone would know how to use "having put 
herself in the position of essentially having nothing to lose ». He meets 
her at the hotel but the writer is busy cuddling a poor child whom she 
finds beautiful, so she refuses to listen, as she will do in later years. 

In the years to come, the writer will move to La Morante is one of 
her literary doubles: it is EUR, next to the Basilica of Saints Peter and 
Paul ("a sort of false all-white Saint Peter"), on the edge that 
dominates the Magliana from afar . In short, it is as if Morante were 
going to live in via Eufrate, where Pasolini lived instead. Not only 


that: the hotel in Syracuse where the writer is fictionally imagined 
staying in May 1960, the one with an exotic name in front of the 
Fonte Aretusa, can only be the Hotel des Etrangers — and it so happens 
that right there, right in May 1960, had lodged Pasolini on the 
occasion of the theatrical premiere of the Oresteia which he translated 
for Gassman. He who goes to Syracuse, not looking for someone on 
whom to unload the public and dangerous secret, but looking for 
someone who could confirm this secret for him. Other than art prose 
or "anthology" piece. In 1974, secretary of the Christian Democrats in 
Syracuse (as well as president of the Sicilian Mining Body) was 
Graziano Verzotto. 

Graziano Verzotto (Venetian but transplanted to Sicily since 1947, 
first in Catania then in Syracuse since 1955) plays a leading role in the 
third investigation into the "Mattei case" conducted by magistrate 
Vincenzo Calia and concluded in 2003 with a request for dismissal 
due to lack of evidence. He had insufficient evidence to legally blame 
anyone, but sufficient evidence to convince Calia that Morane- 
Saulnier's fall at Bascapé was not due to an accident. Verzotto, we 
said. In 1961 he headed the public relations office of the It seems that 
it was Cefis (in the meantime become increasingly powerful: "almoner 
of Italy", owner of many newspapers, founder of P2) who removed 
him from the Mining Authority; thus begins the war between them. 
Starting in 1970, Verzotto attacked Cefis through the Roma 
Information news agency, linked to the Milano Information news 
agency which published ENI in Sicily in 1972; current Christian 
Democrat Rumor, a friend of Fanfani Cefis at the beginning, it was he 
who invited Mattei back to Sicily on that fateful October 1962, only 
two weeks after a previous visit. He met Mattei on the eve of the 
attack and in the evening he traveled with Irnerio Bertuzzi (the pilot, 
also a future victim) from Gela to Catania on the Morane-Saulnier 
which would have been sabotaged during the night. On the morning 
of the attack, he accompanied Bertuzzi by car to the Fontanarossa 
airport from which Mattei was leaving. In 1967 Verzotto was 
appointed president of the Sicilian Mining Authority and from that 
moment disagreements with Cefis began, due to a planned methane 
pipeline from Algeria. This is Cefis, the Steimetz pamphlet that 
Pasolini received from Fachinelli. 

In 1970 Mauro De Mauro, engaged in the screenplay of Francesco 
Rosi's Case Mattei, obtained a meeting with Verzotto; in the evening, 
his wife asks him: «So, how did it go with the DC?» and De Mauro 
replies: "I learned something that will make Italy tremble". De Mauro's 
script disappeared with him and was never used by Rosi; in the film 
the ending is open, while it is probable that the "thing" told by 
Verzotto to De Mauro was the same one that years later he told Calia: 


that is, that in the attack on Mattei both the trail of the "seven sisters" 
than the North African one (revenge of the OAS for Mattei's support 
for Algerian independence, or to prevent Mattei from concluding an 
exclusive agreement for Libyan oil), to concentrate instead on the "cui 
prodest?". After Mattei's death, Cefis became vice president (but in 
fact plenipotentiary) of ENI, to then become president in 1967. 
Therefore, an Italian track, not (or not only) an international one: 
Cefis instigating the attack with the help of Vito Guarrasi , Sicilian 
lobbyist in the odor of mafia friendships. In mid-February 1975 
Verzotto was accused of embezzlement and private interest in official 
acts, while a couple of weeks earlier he had been the subject of a 
mysterious kidnapping attempt; the two things prompted him to flee 
by taking refuge in Lebanon. In June 1975, an article in the Corriere 
della Sera read Verzotto in Lebanon is afraid, and the body of the 
article revealed that one of those involved in the attempted (perhaps 
simulated) kidnapping, as well as Verzotto's private secretary, was 
called Alessandro Troja. Troya is the fictitious name that Pasolini in 
Petrolio attributes to the empirical referent Cefis, and perhaps this 
onomastic quasi-identity is not just a coincidence. Perhaps there was 
never (between October 1974 and January 1975) a trip by Pasolini to 
Syracuse to speak with Verzotto, but the interest in that ambiguous 
Christian Democrat and keeper of secrets certainly existed, and the 
postponed Preface of Note 3d is testimony. 

From October 1974, however, after Fachinelli sent him the 
pamphlet, what Paolo Morando calls Pasolini's "Cefisian obsession" in 
a recent book begins: the "webs of Power" occupy his thoughts, arrive 
as a wave that disrupts the still nebulous design of the book. In the 
notes marked in pen on the typescript, the name of Cefis appears 
explicitly (alternating with his literary nickname); the idea of two 
«political blocs» appears: in the first, set in the years around 1968, the 
Mattei crime should have entered «chronologically moved forward», 
with the most compromising sentence of all («Troya (!) is about to be 
made president of the in the second the theme of attacks and coup 
attempts should have developed, with the intuition of one of their The 
projected novel is intertwined with the contemporary interventions in 
the "Corriere della Sera"; not for nothing the famous article with the 
The anaphora «I know» is entitled «Il Is so convinced and enthusiastic 
about this new level that he talks about it to friends: to Laura Betti 
(who is worried about it and says around «she is writing a book on 
Cefis»), to Dario Bellezza (to which he mentions a «Christian Democrat 
big shot» about whom «important documents» allegedly reached 
him»), and as we have seen with Paolo Volponi. Arbasino, when he 
later reads the book, will be amazed at the rash amateurism ("as if the 
undersigned went to Paris for a few days, and in conversation with 


some friends at Lipp's he proposed to make the Balzac of the Quai 
d'Orsay»). The anxiety of linking the Mattei crime to the massacres 
pushes him to move the crime itself back and forth in the chronology. 
Mario Reali, Montedison's representative in Moscow, recounted a 
meeting at the beginning of 1975, in which Pasolini "wanted to know 
what the Russians thought of Mattei's death" and begged him to let 
him have some photos of Cefis. He wrote to the far-right publisher 
Giovanni Ventura, at that time in prison for subversive association, 
asking him if he knew anything about the massacres (and obviously 
Ventura immediately tried to exploit him by giving him news with a 
dropper but boasting about the new contact). Pasolini in that period 
proposed several times (according to a testimony of Graziella 
Chiarcossi, the young relative who lived with him and with his 
mother) to go and talk to Giulio Andreotti; but in fact, unfortunately, 
he talks about it with the Roman boys he frequented and with the 
boys from Catania who are not impervious to mafia subjection. 
Recklessness that betrayed him. ENI: and this implies the suppression 
of his predecessor»); double appearance: first fascist and then anti- 
fascist (and Carlo's participation in both); Pasolini imagines inserting 
in the book, dividing it «in a perfectly symmetrical way», the real 
speeches of Cefis.novel of the massacres». 

Over the years, inconsistencies, too strange coincidences, shadows 
of misdirection, novelties intervened with the help of more 
sophisticated instruments have accumulated over the years about 
Pasolini's murder; to the point of making it necessary to reopen the 
investigation, which was then concluded too hastily with a filing. Pino 
Pelosi was not alone that evening at the Ostia seaplane base, traces of 
Pino Pelosi was heard that evening calling someone about the stolen 
DNA "pizzas" on the exhibits confirm this; there was a car with a 
Catania license plate and a third car almost identical to Pasolini's, plus 
at least one motorbike; during the scuffle words were spoken in the 
Sicilian dialect; the car, almost identical to Pasolini's, was taken the 
next day to a bodyshop, covered in blood and with a blow on the side; 
Sald; about twenty days earlier the EUR telephone exchange had been 
put out of order by an attack, and Pasolini had received from the SIP a 
"flying number" that was very easy to intercept; at the Biondo Tevere 
restaurant Pasolini dined with a boy who was not Pelosi; Olimpio 
Mazzocchi (nephew of the fisherman who had heard everything that 
night from his shack), after stating that he wanted to report in the 
new trial, albeit de relato, what his uncle (who died in the meantime) 
had always told him, died in an accident by car in 2010 and the driver 
of the car, who was unharmed, was Pino Pelosi. Pasolini, in the night 
between 1 and 2 November 1975, was the victim of an execution. Too 
many people involved, the dynamics too cumbersome and complex, 


the trail of protections and alarms too insistent to think that it was 
only a "punishment" by the pimps of Piazza dei Cinquecento, or the 
desire to silence an intellectual accusing the DC leadership. To say 
that Pasolini was "uncomfortable" is a trivial generalization, as the 
stereotyping of the adjective reveals. The conviction (on the part of 
the president of Montedison and the Sicilian mafiosi) that he was 
writing «a book on Cefis» instead brings us back to a precise motive, 
already conceivable in the De Mauro case and in another case of 
which much less has been said, that is, the discovery in 1969, at the 
Hotel Diana in Milan, of the body of Salvatore Palazzolo, a freelance 
journalist who had said he had unearthed "burning truths" about the 
Mattei case. 


3. But (like Pasolini's father), willing to do anything to make a 
career; raised in a left-wing Catholic environment, he becomes an 
accomplice in a right-wing crime (no longer the killing of Mattei 
moved backwards, but an unspecified "blood event"); then, repenting 
of that bloody undertaking and following the new course of Italian 
politics (1968 passed in between), he reconnected with the anti-fascist 
left which, however, in the meantime had become the real 
consumerist fascism. Carlo, now close to the top of Oil is not a book 
on Cefis. Treacherously reducing the plot to the bone, it is the story 
followed for thirteen years, from 1960 to 1973, of a bourgeois named 
CarloENI, who adapts to the situation by adopting an ambiguous and 
oxymoronic language; he tries to float but in the end, disappointed, he 
withdraws from politics and the world. He is a character incapable of 
strong passions, "tepid" according to the words of the Apocalypse; a 
character who is repugnant to his own author. But at the same time he 
resembles the author in at least one characteristic, which is that of 
permanent contradiction and psychological splitting: from the very 
beginning Carlo splits into two characters, Carlo Primo and Carlo 
Secondo: the first entirely intent on public success, the second 
dedicated to the most perverse and unruly sexuality. Both, at different 
times, are transformed from males into females, then from females 
back to males. They go on initiatory journeys, both eventually 
abandoning their passions for "holiness", finally becoming one again 
(but not definitively). Their (his) withdrawal from the world coincides 
with a historical cataclysm (explosion of a nuclear device?) but also a 
cosmic one - resolved by a "miraculous event" which is a gigantic 
laugh. All interpolated by tales extraneous to the plot, of a symbolic or 
obscurely allegorical nature (the "unlimited narration" that had struck 
Pasolini in his recent reading of the Arabian Nights). That Cefis (or 
Troya) had to eliminate his predecessor to conquer the command is 
only one of the cogs in the narrative device, a "realistic" version of the 


ritual killing of the king as told in James Frazer's Golden Bough and in 
Body of love by Norman O. Brown (reduplicated above all by the 
hypothesized killing of Cefis himself in the «note to be destroyed»). 

If we want to understand something more than such a magmatic 
text, and still so unclear to whoever was writing it, we just have to 
deal with the elements and layers of which it is composed one by one, 
starting with the most sensational one: the split of the protagonist in 
two Carli, Carlo di Polis and Carlo di Tetis. Referring to the age-old 
theme of the Double, Pasolini refers to two progenitors: Stevenson's 
Jekyll/Hyde and Cervantes' Quixote/Sancho. So on one side I public 
from the body of the other. At the end of the book, when they seem to 
have returned One, a mysterious and never before named Cornelio 
materializes from Carlo's dreams and acquires a hidden body, master 
vs servant. But in Petrolio things are immediately more complicated: 
according to Stevenson's example, Carlo di Polis should be the good 
guy and Tetis the bad guy, but Pasolini almost always maintains that 
instead Tetis is the good guy, the mild guy, and Polis the cynical 
upstart. Not only that: Polis, as his name suggests, should be the 
politician and the other the sexually obsessed, but in the course of the 
text it happens that the two swap roles: Polis goes looking for sex in 
the murky places of the city and Tetis he travels to Syracuse to deliver 
the secret "of enormous public value"; in Note 17 it is Polis and not 
Tetis that has diabolical traits. Similarly, it is true that Tetis depends 
economically on Polis, but it is also true that he is the one who is 
intimately secure while the other appears perpetually uncertain and 
servile. Each of the two feels free when the other is not there, but if 
one leaves the other looks for him: I am not a man simply cut in two, 
like Calvino's viscount halved, but one is born as a fetus 

The doubling is the structural key of the text: there are two phases 
of the massacres, two planet Earths imagined in the story of a cosmic 
flight; the sex scene with twenty boys was to be repeated for each of 
the two Carlos, two were to be Carlo's heterosexual «great loves» 
(never written), two trips to the Orient (with a third mystical trip 
added When at the beginning the split, there is a third Carlo who 
witnesses in astonishment the quarrel between Angelo and Diavolo 
over the possession of his soul, and it is from their compromise that 
the split originates.In any case, it is a matter of a Freudian distinction 
between two places in the psyche, between ego and id; and it is 
obvious what the text itself recognizes (in the double Note 42): «This 
poem is not a poem about dissociation... on the contrary, this poem is 
the poem of the obsession with identity and, at the same time , of its 
shattering". Shortly before, in Note 40, Pasolini comes up with a 
curious formulation: "the division in two of Carlo's ego, in reality each 
time establishes the relationship between a half ego and a whole id" 


The half ego that is missing is obviously caused by the split, but it is 
also the reflection in the author of the defective conscience of Carlo di 
Polis; Carlo is a character who lacks 25 percent of an entire psyche, 
and I don't think I'm forcing the text if I say that the missing 25 
percent should be made up by the author himself, unable to objectify 
himself in the text (abandoning it to its internal coherence ) and 
continually tempted to throw his empirical person on the plate. At the 
root of the split between the two Carlis is Pasolini's unease in 
accepting himself as bourgeois: integration and rebellion struggle 
within him in a thesis/antithesis that can never be overcome in a 
synthesis. double sex reassignment take place. Three is inserted as a 
utopian number of perfection and as an aspiration, a reminder of an 
impossible dialectical unity. 

Since « With an astonishing acrobatics, Pasolini denies the Father 
through a banal male chauvinist platitude. Power remains for Pasolini 
an obscure object, which one does not dare and does not want to 
know; for this reason the places of political power are told in a 
stereotyped and deliberately approximate way (through blatant 
plagiarism); not Parliament, not a meeting of factions or gangs, not 
the board of directors of a large company or the headquarters of a 
newspaper, or a wiretap: always and only the traditional "dinner" or 
"reception" caricatures. Petroleum is the super-ego is absent, both in 
its aspect of moral instance and in that of authority; the superego 
should be the Father, but the father is mocked and disintegrated in 
Carlo — many fathers (or masters) appear in the stories, but always 
weak and ineffective. The real hated father is Power, which is never 
introjected and admitted as a psychic component: Pasolini cradles 
himself in the lie of Mandelstam's exergue: «I have had nothing but 
childish bonds with the world of power. The attraction he feels for 
Power is theatricalized into a sexual attraction for the fascists, then 
declined as a sense of guilt and masochism. Rightly writes Rebecca 
WestOil removes the woman who reads it. Pasolini's misogyny relies 
on a couple of sentences read in Ferenczi's Thalassa («the passive role 
of genitality falls on the woman»; «in coitus, the woman is the loser») 
to transform her own masochistic hatred towards Power into desire of 
the passive role on a sexual level and (consequently, from his point of 
view) in the feminization of the male. Many, reading the beautiful 
pages on the «pratone della Casilina», have interpreted them as a 
litany of passive homosexual sex, without paying attention to the fact 
that shortly before Charles of Tetis had transformed into a woman and 
therefore the episode should be read as an outpouring of 
nymphomania. The confusion is legitimate, and legitimized by 
Pasolini's own writing: all the behavior of the boys (who are actually 
nine and not twenty) is that of someone who goes with a fag, so much 


so that they allude in quotation marks to the mercenary "fuck" ; the 
scene on the montarozzi is the same one that Pasolini must have 
experienced many times in reality. Of course, the text speaks of 
"breasts", of "cleft", of "immersing the sex so deeply in the womb of the 
woman", but the adjectives are always masculine, the boys say to 
Carlo "bravo" when he does his job well fellator job. Carlo's pleasure is 
not what an (improbable) woman might feel, but that of a male who 
enjoys being treated like a woman. The same happens in the 
relationship between Carlo di Polis and the Sicilian Carmelo in Note 
62; there too, according to the letter, Carlo had previously 
transformed himself into a woman; but the search for the place, the 
miserly dialogue between the two, the behavior of both, everything 
unequivocally evokes a homosexual scene — at one point it is said that 
Carlo mimes, «without wanting to, a woman» and further on Carmelo 
asks him « if he could sometimes take a girl with him, that he would 
satisfy her first and then him.' Perhaps by rewriting Pasolini he would 
have corrected the oversight (or perhaps, indeed, he would have 
maintained the fatal ambiguity); however, the symptom leaves no 
room for doubt. The double transformation of Carlo into a woman is 
actually a vindication of the passive homosexual role, and the 
justification is impeccable for the neurotic logic: since all the evil in 
the world is summed up in Possession, the passive sexual role, being 
the denial of possession, is the furthest thing from evil that exists and 
therefore it is the Good. 


4. We all have the problem of channeling our intelligence and 
creativity towards what appears most productive for us, and instead of 
curbing them where they can hurt us. Pasolini had understood long 
ago that he was more at ease with the Absolute and with the Sacred 
than with the historicity of institutions, even if his powerful intuitions 
on anthropological mutation and cultural homogenization had led him 
to relate the state of society with its own minimum requirements for 
psychological and sexual freedom. The new consumerism had 
murdered the body and psyche of the boys who were his reason for 
living; and now the massacres and secret service plots everywhere 
brought a ferocious and useless death, because the boys had already 
been killed in another way. This new novel, which was swelling inside 
him, had thickened all these threads into an inextricable tangle from 
which it was necessary to get out with a wing blow - but where to find 
the momentum if not drawing on the old reserves of the Absolute and 
the Sacred, that they had never betrayed him because they were at the 
basis of deep desire, that is of what in other times he had defined his 
own "desperate vitality"? To touch the Absolute one must "lose" 
oneself in the Form: but Pasolini, who had known and accepted this 


loss of self as a poet, is (mysteriously) unable to accept it as a narrator 
- it is not for nothing that he thinks of this disproportionate text in 
progress (over two thousand pages, he boasts exaggeratingly) as a 
"poem in the form of a novel". 

So Pasolini tries to lead his Carlo to "holiness", both by making him 
enter a clinic to castrate himself, and by making him so absorbed in 
his career that he dedicates himself to it with the fervor of a monk. 
But that's not enough, Carlo is tepid and easily backfires. The true 
holiness that Pasolini thinks of is Sandro Penna's «holiness of 
nothingness», that is Poetry. Petrolio's stylistically most poetic 
passages are the descriptions of nature, certain poignant glimpses of 
spring meadows, flowers, moonlight, starry skies; or even certain 
detailed fascinating images of urban squalor; in those fragments the 
text finds the widening of breath, the nostalgia of Unity - it finds the 
confirmation that History is not the only dimension of existence, and 
that indeed only the conjunction to the prenatal Whole can 
compensate for the wounds of History. Yet that is still not enough: 
Petrolio is a «poem», but it is a narrative poem and therefore the 
relationship with the lyrical vastness must be narratively justified. The 
use of what he learned from a book by Alfonso Di Nola to call 
"religious anthropology" helps him in this difficult transition. In Di 
Nola's book, and also in those of Mandelbaum, Roheim, Ferenczi, 
Frazer, Norman O. Brown, civilizations and rites are shown that are 
absolutely extraneous (anterior or exotic) to Western civilization 
whose disintegration is painfully being observed. An “initiation” was 
still possible there, i.e. a mythical harmonization with natural 
rhythms. What has hitherto appeared to him as an unbearable 
dehumanizing mutation, a crazy and self-destructive drift of neo- 
capitalism capable of eliminating every trace of the sacred from the 
world, begins to present itself as a "cosmic crisis" which perhaps can 
herald a new unknown order. The novel that has a repugnant careerist 
at its realistic center, and coup attempts and massacres at its militant 
center, can also be read as a work of wisdom. 

In many areas of the text Pasolini is at pains to declare that his 
intention is to create a form and not «a story that can be explained 
through concordances, more or less "key", with the most dangerous 
reality»; that time in his book is reversible, that "real facts" can be 
"dreams, or conjectures". In Note 37 he states that the «something 
written» that he has in mind challenges and seeks incomprehensibility 
with parts of the text even in Greek (further on, in Japanese). In the 
same Note he speaks of «materials used for the formal construction; 
and the «materials» are none other than the graph with the various 
companies of Cefis, which he has sketched out in a diagram under the 
small title One gets the impression that Pasolini wants to exorcise the 


excess of politics in which the book has stumbled; in short, that he 
fears squashing the novel on an overly traditional dimension of 
realism. The recourse to allegory (“medieval” or “baroque”) helps him 
in this: in a passage, later deleted, of Note 33 he writes «often those 
who are very human can decide to be illegible... to the point of even 
posing as model the last Canti del Purgatorio, that is, up to the limit of 
the heaviest, pedantic, monstrous allegoricality», and a few lines 
above he claimed his inability to mask his feelings. As indeed Dante 
himself did at the climax of his In the dissonant symphony of these 
voices, the real "citizen" discovery that Pasolini seems to make at the 
end of the book is that of the "social 'nothing"; in a note in Note 84, 
where he speaks of mocking reality by accepting it only as a game, he 
writes that «the author came from an experience of this kind the 
inspiration for this novel». apparently significant» Lampi sull'ENI. 
Purgatory, allegory escapes intellectual abstraction to become the 
privileged way of expressing atrocious private pain. If it is to be a 
work of wisdom, the journalistic account of the facts must be only a 
pretext, a springboard, for much otherwise decisive truths. For this he 
mobilizes (in addition to the obvious reference to Benjamin) all the 
variety of reading he is doing: the contemporary reviews he writes in 
«Tempo» (collected posthumously in Descriptions of descriptions) offer 
him a panorama that goes from Huysmans to Coomaraswamy, from an 
essay on Chinese religion to a Russian mystic, from Canetti to Eliade, 
as well as the classics of world literature. 

The myth tells that Demeter, desperate for the loss of her daughter 
Persephone, wandered all over the earth until she arrived in Eleusis, 
where she asked for a temple to be built for her. However, she 
continued to refuse food and drink, until an old woman called Baubo 
lifted her dress showing her sexual organ and making the Goddess 
laugh; then Demeter agreed to drink ciceone, an infusion with 
psychedelic properties made from ergot, and she was reconciled with 
her life. Of the whole complex plot of the Eleusinian mysteries, 
Pasolini focused precisely on the obscene rite of taking off one's 
clothes (or The story of Charles twists on itself: the phases of his 
bourgeois ascent are lost in the drift of a bourgeoisie unable to 
manage its own same victory; his desire for spiritual asceticism is 
unrealistic; his sexual obsessions, which the old Pasolini read in a 
Freudian perspective, evaporate in the face of mystical androgyny, in 
front of the gastrocephalic image of a full-pussy woman he holds in 
his hand, as if it were a stick, a gigantic virile member. The idea of 
narrative tension is extinguished in favor of the ribald temptation to 
end everything "in piscem" (which is also, and here psychoanalysis 
returns, the phylogenetic regression to the aquatic animal , and 
ontogenetics to the amniotic fluid); laughter, says Kant, is an affection 


that originates from the sudden change of a tense expectation into 
nothingness; in the last pages, it really seems that Pasolini is anxious 
to get rid of his protagonist, who has by now become a cumbersome 
and superfluous presence.anasyrma) and on laughter as a liberating 
element. He had read in Di Nola that this apotropaic function of rice 
also existed in other myths belonging to different times and places, 
from Japan to ancient Mesopotamia; but above all this segment of the 
myth fitted perfectly (and transported it into an ultra-historical 
dimension) to its disdainful rejection of the political and social 
situation. He wanted to feel like the deus otiosus he had read about in 
Eliade, a "playful God who doesn't care about the world"; except that 
that world, unlike the idle god, caused him a violent and intolerable 
anguish. «I don't want to gamble anymore», he wrote to Moravia 
proposing Petrolio to him. That still formless novel was meant to be 
both a summation of what he thought about the world and a 
liberation from the world itself. Death and rebirth, as in the Eleusinian 
initiation, but without remotely possessing the discipline necessary for 
a true mystical initiation. 


5. Pasolini who set out for his fateful appointment on the evening of 
1 November 1975 is a desperate man but full of projects: in addition 
to Salo, whose “pizzas” he hopes to rediscover with the right colors 
and some otherwise irretrievable sequences, he in anticipation a film 
with Eduardo De Filippo (the initiatory journey of a Magician King 
accompanied by his servant), the revival of an old script on Saint Paul 
(the story of a neurosis that resolves itself in religious enthusiasm), a 
much more complex theatrical work of the previous ones (on Jan 
Palach and the repression in Czechoslovakia), but above all a cycle of 
poems in which, after the liquidation of Trasumanar and the 
abjuration of the New Youth, he would have surprisingly reconnected 
with hermeticism. And then that novel that seems to want to extend 
indefinitely because he doesn't know how to close it. In the letter to 
Moravia he candidly admits that he finds the protagonist Carlo 
"repugnant" and that he would find it hard to stay together for much 
longer (as he had replied years earlier to those who asked him why he 
took his underclass actors from the street but entrusted the parts of 
bourgeois only to professional actors). In Petrolio's last note, dated 
133, we find Carlo taking refuge in «a villa in the form of a small 
hermitage» in the Canavese (on the banks of an improbable Adda) 
where he retired to meditate; how can we not think of the Chia tower, 
where Pasolini had retired since 1970? The handwritten notes 
following the last Note mention a "descent into hell" by Carlo himself, 
and a "twist" that we will never know. The conclusion of the "political 
bloc" took place many pages earlier, in Note 103 entitled History of 


the massacres; it is significant that to discover (but not to reveal to the 
reader) the "truth" about the plots of Power is not Carlo but an 
anonymous narrator during a daring adventure in Nepal (one who, 
like Elsa Morante at the beginning, «has no nothing to loose"). This 
secondary narrator meets a member of the mafia who, before dying, 
entrusts to his little Nagra, with first and last names, «a short period of 
recent Italian history (exactly six years)», i.e. those between 1968 and 
1974. The dying man is the latest in a series of witnesses who have 
been silenced with a murder, and is also about to become a "beaten to 
death". (Presenting the unfinished project of the Divina Mimesis as 
«editor», Pasolini had written that the presumed «true author» of the 
text had been found dead, «killed with sticks».) 

As I have already said, one of the most disturbing characteristics of 
the book is that Pasolini tends to insert his own empirical existence as 
an integral element of the text; a part of Carlo's ego coincides with 
Pier Paolo, but Pasolini finds it hard to live with Carlo. Pier Paolo 
wants and at the same time doesn't want to write the book he is 
writing, he lives its genesis and would demand a transformation of 
himself that is impossible for him. The anxious perception of the 
"social 'nothing" projects his own private sexuality, which has now 
become perverse, into sociological and political desperation: the two 
paths of the two Carlos come together in a single bewilderment. The 
finale of Petrolio can be read as a nihilistic counterpoint to the 
demands of the "trial against the DC" that Pasolini himself invoked in 
the editorials of the "Corriere della Sera". What in dismissing the 
fragments of the Divina Mimesis, written almost ten years earlier, 
seemed only a witty gimmick (the "sticks" had been dealt in 1963 in 
Palermo, i.e. they were the literary ones of the neo-avant-garde) here 
becomes a profound need: the book, but it will be a dead man's book. 
From the very first conception of the work, he had thought of it as 
«the critical edition of an unpublished text», of which the writer 
Pasolini would have been only the editor. This aspect should have 
appeared evident in a "second draft" that he never wrote, and for 
which he had asked Aurelio Roncaglia, the great Romance philologist 
in whose university department Graziella Chiarcossi worked, for 
technical information. The murder on the Ostia beach has given this 
fiction an unpredictable and tragic irony: the project has become the 
wreck of a future that could not be realized, and for today's readers it 
is surrounded by a kind of fascination with ruins. 

Behind an apparent (and also here and there substantial, due to the 
incompleteness) sloppiness, the form of the novel is very thought out 
and troubled: Pasolini pushes experimentalism to the extreme, 
implements a deviation from the norm that has nothing to envy to the 
hated neo-avant-gardists, indeed it surpasses them on their own 


terrain. I have already mentioned the indistinction between reality 
and dream, the inclusion in the text of short stories (between 
Cervantes and Scheherazade) or passages in Greek and Japanese 
characters, the bizarreness of a novel that has an ellipsis instead of the 
opening but compensation unleashes seven prefaces, moreover 
"postponed". Now I add the extreme variety of stylistic registers, from 
lyric to essay and journalism-like, from the interview in verse to 
Dante's "vision". There are Notes with repeated or misplaced numbers 
(not necessarily due to an oversight); Note 43 (double) mentions a 
subtitle, the digressions are so numerous that they almost constitute 
the skeleton of the text and there is no real ending. What in Sterne 
was comic wisdom Pasolini would like to transform into civil 
indignation and autobiographical stripping. But what Shklovsky 
preaches about Sterne certainly also applies to him: "the highlighting 
of form through its destruction constitutes the content of the novel." 
The non-style of the book is conceived as a refusal of a style, therefore 
disorder, contempt for linearity, even syntactic sloppiness become 
homologous to the refusal of possession in sexual terms, and a chapter 
of the more general opposition to Power. The seemingly rejected 
coherence is recovered on a deeper level; far from being an escape 
from literature, Pasolini aspires to an ultra-literature. As on other 
occasions he had dreamed of refounding theater, or cinema, or dialect 
poetry, or even painting and music from the roots, so now he dreams 
of refounding (due to impotence) the novel. Mystery and Project, 
which in the manuscript does not figure; the presence of photos, 
diagrams, newspaper articles and other people's speeches is 
announced; the timeline comes and goes, some narrations do not care 
about the consequentiality (the bomb at the Turin station creates a 
mass of rubble that continues up to desolate deserts, from which Carlo 
returns calmly, on foot, to an intact Turin suburb). The formal model 
to which Pasolini himself mainly claims to be inspired is that of 
Sterne's Tristram Shandy, as analyzed in Viktor Sklovsky's Theory of 
Prose. Sterne in Tristram, says Shklovsky, "limits himself to giving an 
artistic form in itself, without motivation"; and, he specifies, "the 
content of his novel consists in the development of the form". In 
Tristram the preface is postponed to the twentieth chapter of the third 
volume; chapters 18 and 19, in the ninth volume, are postponed to 
chapter 25; in the novel there are white pages, black pages, curves of 
diagrams, variegated pages like marble; personal, because the stylistic 
compactness is seen as a mechanism of overwhelming the reader; 


6. Due to the murder of its author, it is therefore a question of 
editing an unfinished novel, which once concluded would have taken 
the form of the critical edition of an unfinished novel due to the 


disappearance of its author. This creates, understandably, difficulties 
and short circuits. In the final novel there were (according to a project 
from 1973) «vast gaps», «missing scenes or passages»; the whole 
should have had a «fragmentary character». So we will never be able 
to know if certain physical and psychological inconsistencies (and 
even personal data) of the character Carlo are wanted, or if they 
would have been remedied, if some narrative inconsistencies are not 
already an announcement of the puzzle that the fictitious publisher 
should have reassembled. In Note 74, for example, it is said that Carlo 
rented a poor semi-abusive house in the Quadraro, «as we have seen» 
— however in Note 52a the title Note 71 begins with «I first used the 
expression "the material which the scene is made of”», but this 
expression is found only Trasloco a Via xxx xxx, al Quadraro 
inaugurates a blank page; exactly as happens for the sentence of Note 
22a, «I have already mentioned it in the paragraph entitled “Lightning 
on ENI”», when instead Note 21 with this title is empty. On the other 
hand, in Note 64 Carlo still lives in Parioli, nor is there any mention of 
any other move in the Intermediate Notes.after; I have already focused 
on Note 43 and on the subtitle announced but absent from the 
manuscript; also the sentence of Note 20 ("Aldo Troya, vice president 
of ENI, is destined to become one of the key characters in our history") 
is not then implemented in the manuscript as it has come down to us. 

This poses the insoluble problem of how the book would end; it 
certainly didn't have to end like this, with Note 133 and Carlo back 
from his trip to Edo. Too muted ending, too little Pasolini-like, not at 
all in keeping with his stormy last year; Pasolini is an obsessive poet 
who does not resign himself to obsession, he wants to continue to 
quarrel with the world. One could perhaps hypothesize a "Zen 
conversion" of Carlo after the trip to Edo and a conflict between his 
cult of the "good" nothingness and the "demonic" and cynical cult of 
the massacre nebula. Or some other solution that sought a link 
between the theme of the massacres and that of symbolic initiation. 
Or maybe, according to the model of Note 99 (Story of a thousand and 
one characters) in which Pasolini seems to put his obsession with 
identity en abyme, the conclusion would have been "in piscem", that 
is, disappointing from a narrative point of view but victorious from 
the point of view of unconscious regression, with a conscious return to 
the maternal womb. 

However, having to assume the ungrateful role of curator, my first 
concern was to distinguish between the book, as Pasolini was 
imagining it, and the leaflets kept in a folder in the Gabinetto 
Vieusseux in Florence. Which meant tackling a contradictory task: 
cleaning up the text, conjecturing the details of the book, but at the 
same time preserving the text's magmatic character, as a work 


"definitively in progress". Also give the reader the things that Pasolini 
had provisionally expunged. 

Let's start with the title: in the file of the Vieusseux, on the first 
page and typed, there is «Vas»; in the second, still typewritten, 
«Novel» and in pen, but erased, again «Vas»; in the third, by car, 
«Petroleum». The alternative titles deserve, I believe, to appear as 
possibilities that have not been entirely dismissed: the idea of titling 
your novel "Novel" is consistent with the tautology of "something 
written"; but more interesting, because polysensa, is the «Vas» 
hypothesis: there is the «vas electionis» with which Saint Paul is 
named in the Acts of the Apostles (taken from Dante, «vas d'elezione», 
in Inferno II, 28 ), there is the antithetical «vas di reduction» of the 
Divine Mimesis and perhaps there is the «vas luxuriae» of Corrado 
Govoni; but I would not discard the idea of the vase as a container, an 
alchemical container in which to pour the sum of one's knowledge; 
Nico Naldini, in an interview, says that Pasolini in Chia had created a 
kind of data laboratory, like «a cauldron from which he extracted the 
corsair articles»; and the painter friend Giuseppe Zigaina recalled that 
Pasolini had spoken to him about one of his novels entitled «Vas», 
justifying the title as «the cauldron that is used in Friuli to heat feed»; 
Calderon, playing with the name of Calderon de la Barca, was the title 
that Pasolini had given to his drama inspired by Life is a dream. 
Finally, why not think of Pasolini's painful irony in the idea of mixing 
Dante's «make me of your valor yes made a vase» (Paradiso I, 14), in 
which Dante invokes Apollo's protection over his "last job", with the 
disappointment of those who no longer believe in literature except as 
a useless game? In short, the unresolved oscillation between the titles 
refers to the doubt as to whether to tip the scales towards a political 
or "mysterious" interpretation of the text. 

Unlike in the more conservative Roncaglia edition, here the book 
begins with the letter to Moravia conceived as an introduction, then 
Mandelstam's exergue and Note 1, made up of dots and the note "This 
novel does not begin"; and the book ends with Note 133. The other 
annotations that in the Roncaglia edition precede the exergue, and 
those that follow Note 133, I preferred to place at the bottom, after an 
eyelet with the indication «From the typescript». Perhaps a risky 
decision in terms of philological impeccability, but it seems to me 
unlikely that a writer, after having found an incipit as original and 
provocative as that of Note 1, would then decide to introduce other 
amorphous material such as the notes that begin with the name of 
«Forte » written in ink, or a list of sources; and also the proposal dated 
"spring 1973" is too similar to Per una "nota dell'editore" from Divina 
Mimesis not to think that Pasolini would have decided, if anything, to 
put it at the end, as there, and not at the beginning. On the other 


hand, compatible with Pasolini's irony of recent years (as well as 
supported by an intention documented in the aforementioned 
notebook), the idea instead seemed to me of prefacing the novel with 
a letter in which the author declares himself in doubt whether to write 
the novel same or not. 

In another Appendix entitled «Documenti» I have instead placed the 
texts of others which are found among Pasolini's papers (PPP 
I1.1.158.3, PPP II.1.158.4) and which he probably would have inserted 
in his own text: but also in In this case the second part, as the text 
stands, is too unbalanced forward, too asymmetrical, to allow for 
certain placement. I have added three "journalistic documents" present 
at the Gabinetto Vieusseux; there are no Pasolini attestations of a 
precise desire to be included (as happens instead for the Cefis 
conferences), but I have attached them as a sign that there would 
certainly have been newspaper articles, and these are important 
because they talk about Francesco Forte, which in part functions as a 
model for the protagonist Carlo. first of all the two speeches by Cefis 
that Pasolini in the "Note to be destroyed" would like to be "two 
pillars" within which to arrange the two political blocs, while 
elsewhere (in the Notes 20-30) he claims to want to insert them 
together to «divide the novel into two parts in a perfectly symmetrical 
and explicit way (a bit like the two episodes of the twenty boys)»; 

Just as I would have assumed (again risking) the responsibility of 
placing in a further Appendix some of the photos that Pasolini had 
Dino Pedriali take in the tower of Chia, a few days before his death. 
There are about fifty photos and it would have been difficult to decide 
which Pasolini would have chosen, given that he commissioned them 
but he didn't even have time to see them. I think I would have 
preferred the eight photos of a double sequence, taken first during the 
day and then at night: in the double sequence we see Pasolini naked, 
lying on the bed with a book in his hand; then he gets up and goes to 
a console surmounted by a mirror; then he notices, or pretends to 
notice, that someone is spying on him from the window; finally he 
goes towards the window as if to close it. In that double sequence 
there is a precise directing intent, those two sequences were designed 
for a narrative rite. And what was the narrative project that obsessed 
him at that time? According to what Pedriali recounted, Pasolini 
would have told the young photographer during the car journey from 
Sabaudia that those shots would have been used for a book that would 
have caused quite a sensation, to the point of causing trouble for 
Pedriali himself. Seductive boasts? Maybe; but there are also 
arguments internal to Pasolini's work that lead me to lean towards the 
idea that some of those photos would really have been the location 
and at the same time that he was ready to be reborn, because 


newborns are naked. By abandoning the ambiguous Carlo to the 
oscillation between holiness and cynicism, the author Pier Paolo 
would have exhibited his own empirical self as an integral part of the 
text, in the evidence of falsely stolen images, once again escaping 
bourgeois identification. Unfortunately I had to write this last page 
with the verbs in the conditional, because it was not possible to 
publish those photos for reasons relating to their intellectual property. 
Petroleum. In the last years of his life, Pasolini repeatedly spent his 
body to integrate his art. In a prologue (never filmed but present in 
the screenplay) of the Flower of the Thousand and One Nights, he 
himself as author was supposed to kiss four boys in modern Cairo; he 
allowed Fabio Mauri to project some scenes from his Gospel onto his 
chest in a white shirt; he added a yellowed Iconography (photos that 
summarize his cultural biography) to the unfinished Divina Mimesis. 
The "multimedia" nature of Petrolio would have appeared evident 
from those photos; the circle would also have closed from another 
point of view: the missing 25 percent of the soul of the protagonist 
Carlo would have been saturated with the physical person of the 
author. It would have been very clear that with that mad hypernovel 
Pasolini was putting himself on the line as never before, exposing his 
own body in the most defenseless nudity; 

What Petrolio would have looked like if Pasolini had not been killed 
will remain unknown forever; but this enriched edition gives at least 
an idea of the different types of fabric with which the work would 
have been made (the reader should also mentally add the photos). For 
the changes in the text as such, due to a careful re-reading of the 
manuscript, for the insertion of a notepad which appears here for the 
first time, and above all for the recovery of some biffed parts which in 
the 1992 edition it was decided to exclude (including some of 
considerable length), I refer to the Note to the text by Maria Careri. 


I would like to thank, as regards the hard annotation work, first of 
all Silvia De Laude, from whose very rich array of notes (in Petrolio, 
Oscar Mondadori, Milan 2005) I stole a lot; and secondly Iolanda 
Romualdi, who was my graduate student at L'Aquila and who was the 
first to find many interesting things, above all in comparison with 
Steimetz's book and through an accurate reading of Norman O. 
Brown's Body of Love, some issues of «Espresso» and «Paragone». 
Thanks also to the magistrate Vincenzo Calia, who allowed me to 
deepen my knowledge of Graziano Verzotto and comforted me in the 
idea that the suspicions about Cefis as the instigator of the attack on 
Mattei already around 1974 circulated widely, even in ENI circles. 


Notes to the Afterword 


Alessandro Manzoni, Of the historical novel and, in general, of mixed compositions of history 
and invention, National Edition of the Works, vol. XIV, p. 7. 


See Carla Benedetti, Quattro porte su "Petrolio", in Progetto Petrolio. A study day on Pier 
Paolo Pasolini's unfinished novel, edited by Paolo Salerno, Clueb, Bologna 2006; and Carla 
Benedetti and Giovanni Giovannetti, Fagot and that's it, Effigie Edizioni, Milan 2016. 


See Emanuele Trevi, Something written, Ponte alle Grazie, Milan 2012. 


Until August 1974 the figure of Cefis had interested him above all for the matter of industrial 
globalization and the end of nationalities; only at that point, with the reading of the "morning 
papers of the SID", had he become the cynical example of the filth of power. The very 
meaning of the word that gives the title, "oil", from which Pasolini in a 1972 note says he 
derived the first idea of the plot, is rather vague at first: the 1972 note speaks only of a « oil 
research building»; and even at the end of 1973 Pasolini's interest, as shown by the poems of 
the New Youth, was if anything aimed at the increase in the price of crude oil linked to the 
Yom Kippur war, with the consequent period of "austerity". ENI is present as a place where 
the career of the protagonist matures, and as a state-owned company that in the Arab 
countries "precedes the state". (The ENI building in EUR, known by the way as the Glass 
Palace, dominates the artificial lake next to via Eufrate where Pasolini lived, so it must have 
been an looming and daily presence for him in those years.) 


The decision to remove this page from the manuscript depended on the fact that, in the last 
line of the text, Pasolini wrote «(Note to be destroyed)»; but nothing prevents us from 
believing that this last line was part of that metaphilological game of which Pasolini himself 
speaks in the summary project of the book dated «spring 1973». Especially since the 
"destructive" notation is typewritten and appears to be contemporary with the note itself, it is 
not added in pen as often happens, in the manuscript, for corrections and afterthoughts. 


Unless the date at the bottom of that note is also fictitious. 


The only two exceptions, the party on June 2 at the Quirinale and the one at Giulia Miceli's 
house, are so copied (almost with impatience and spite) by Dostoevsky and by a reportage in 
the «Espresso» that they rather constitute a he confirms; in the state of the text that death has 
given us, Pasolini shows a kind of narrative reluctance in the face of politics. 


See the letter to Luciano Lucignani collected in Pier Paolo Pasolini, Letters, edited by 
Antonella Giordano and Nico Naldini, Garzanti, Milan 2021, p. 1204. It was at the Hotel des 
Etrangers that the INDA (National Institute of Ancient Drama) usually dropped off its guests. 


In a pen-and-ink note, dated June 1973, Pasolini had already thought of "moving the killing 
of Mattei back towards the end of the 1950s". which would have put the protagonist "in 
contact with the CIA and the mafia" (following the then prevailing hypothesis of international 
intrigue, very different from the one centered on Cefis that Verzotto would have proposed to 
him). 


See Vincenzo Calia and Sabrina Pisu, The Mattei case, Chiarelettere, Milan 2017. 


This pipeline, if built, would have marked the end of ENI's monopoly on methane; and it was 
also said that Cefis had economic interests in the fleet of ships that transported liquid 
methane from Algeria to Livorno, a fleet that obviously would have suffered a severe blow 
from the construction of an underwater route. 


Paolo Morando, Eugenio Cefis. An Italian story of power and mysteries, Laterza, Rome-Bari 
2021. In the book Morando disputes the idea that Cefis was really the instigator of the Mattei 
murder, even though he certainly knew who it was; but for our reasoning it matters only that 
Pasolini believed it. 


In reality, as we have seen, an even clearer statement can be read in the note now found and 
not present in the Roncaglia edition («Carlo... helps Cefis in the assassination of Mattei»); if, 
however, it were true that the notation «(Appunto to be destroyed)» belongs to a metaliterary 
game, then also the date given («August 1974») could be fictitiously brought forward; all the 
more so since Pasolini adds the parenthesis «(out of any chronology) to the clear affirmation 
above. 


Paolo Morando, in the aforementioned book, provides some useful clarifications in this 
regard: meanwhile, the title of Cefis's speech at the Academy of Modena was not My 
homeland is called multinational, as it appeared in «L'erba voglio», but more bureaucratically 
The companies multinationals: prospects for an economy without borders; secondly, the real 
author of that text was not Cefis, but his collaborator Giuseppe Lanzavecchia. It therefore did 
not present itself as a "militant sharing" and a political project, but more as a lucid analysis of 
what was happening. In short, Pasolini reads the Cefis speeches according to the tendentious 
perspective suggested in the magazine by Elvio Fachinelli and Giuseppe Turani. 


Title with which the piece is collected in the Scritti corsari, even if it had appeared in the 
newspaper with an editorial What is this coup?. 


Silvano Nigro declares himself sure that Pasolini had rented a pied-a-terre in Catania, perhaps 
since he had shot an episode of Porcile on the slopes of Etna; Graziella Chiarcossi decidedly 
denies this detail, while she confirms that Pasolini often went to Catania. 


It is probably only a suggestion, but also in the Mattei murder two almost identical Morane- 
Saulnier were used. 


For all the news in this paragraph see Benedetti, Giovannetti, Frocio e basta, cit., Gianni 
D'Elia, Il Petrolio delle stragi, Effigie Edizioni, Milan 2006 and Simona Zecchi, Pasolini, 
massacre of a poet, Ponte alle Grazie, Milan 2015. Again Simona Zecchi, more recently, has 
deepened her theses in Pier Paolo Pasolini's broken investigation, Ponte alle Grazie, Milan 
2020; the book deals with the interesting topic of the correspondence between Pasolini and 
Giovanni Ventura, the former far-right publisher close to Franco Freda and then imprisoned 
for the terrorist attacks of 1969; based on a dossier that Ventura would have sent to Pasolini 
and of which, however, no trace has survived, Zecchi proposes with not entirely convincing 
arguments that the instigators of the assassination had nothing to do with Cefis but with the 
fears of the Christian Democrat right headed by to Mariano Rumour. 


In Note 4 it is said that Carlo spent his childhood in Ravenna (Pasolini's father was from 
Ravenna), but in Note 5 «Ravenna» is corrected in pen to «Turin»; from that moment the 
protagonist is considered Piedmontese. As for the surname, «Valletti», a memory of Vittorio 
Valletta, president of FIAT of Turin until 1967, cannot be excluded; but more interesting 
seems to me the juxtaposition with Aldo Valletti, a character actor from Cinecitta specialized 
in roles of slimy and squalid man (Pasolini used him in Salo in the part of President Durcet). 


«Polis» is self-explanatory, «Tetis» belongs to the Pasolini lexicon and indicates sexual 
intimacy. 

"And I, an adult fetus, wander around / more modern than any modern / looking for brothers 
who are no longer"; these lines from Poesie mondane (in Poetry in the form of a rose) were so 
dear to Pasolini that he had Orson Welles recite them in Ricotta. 


The Hegelian aspiration to a synthesis as an overcoming of contradiction, and the 
impossibility of getting there, is at the heart of many Pasolini reflections; here too, in Petrolio, 
the theme is treated by the old intellectual F. at the end of the anti-fascist party. 


See From “Petrolio” to Celati, in Starting from “Petrolio”. Pasolini interrogates literature, 
edited by Carla Benedetti and Maria Antonietta Grignani, Proceedings of the November 1993 
conference at the University of Pavia, Longo, Ravenna 1995, p. 45. 


See Note 65; precisely the extraordinary syntactic and grammatical awkwardness of this Note 
stylistically testifies how bourgeoisie and possession have always been for Pasolini two 
sources of traumatic embarrassment. 

Yes, this is "puerile". 


In the 1972 scheme, Carlo "castrates himself"; in the same note, the idea of feminising Tetis is 
traced back to the «castration complex» experienced «in front of the young people of 1968». 


See Pasolini's "bookmark" in Sandro Penna, All poems, Garzanti, Milan 1970. 
The italics are mine. 


See Notes 20-30, a pen memo which before September 1974 contained only two lines of 
announcement, but after Steimetz's reading is fleshed out with a graph and with the phrase on 
the "predecessor's suppression". Regarding the Lampi stock on ENI, and the allegations about a 
theft, see note 24 in this volume. 


It is important to compare these reviews with the novel, because a kind of ping pong is taking 
place: certain ideas arise from the reviews and pour into the novel, while the novel in the 
pipeline gives a certain twist to the reviews. See, for example, those in The Emerald by Mario 
Soldati and The Meadow at the Bottom of the Sea by Stanislao Nievo. 


In the esoteric investigation Pasolini shows the same laziness (supported by botched readings) 
that he shows in the journalistic investigation. 


The narrator, who is a musical ethnologist and carries a Nagra tape recorder around to 
capture Nepalese music, resembles Pasolini in his enthusiasm with the camera over his 
shoulder. 


In a chapter of Prose Theory not dedicated to Sterne, Shklovsky recounts that in Vasilij 
Rozanov's Fallen Leaves family photos, letters from a schoolmate and "entire newspaper 
articles" are inserted. 


Reviewing in «Tempo» (November 29, 1974) Mario Soldati's Lo smeraldo, Pasolini praises it 
because «Soldati's writing is devoid of any stickiness», that is, Soldati would have renounced 
«to keep the reader attached to himself, to possess him, to exercise an unconfessed authority 
over him». 


The number of «2000 pages» that Pasolini declared in an interview that he had foreseen was 
affected by his usually ambitious thinking big, and seemed like throwing the ball forward 
while waiting for the structure to take shape; just as the declaration of having «already 
written» 600 pages appears approximated by excess. 


The intermediate Notes are less than what mathematics would like, because from Note 65 we 
go directly to 70, which however is double, like 64. 


That Pasolini's thoughts turned a little in this direction could be deduced from the cut he 
gives to the review (in «Tempo») of the Meadow at the bottom of the sea by Stanislao Nievo. 
Nievo's novel focuses on the shipwreck of the Hercules, the ship on which his illustrious 
ancestor Ippolito traveled, who returned from the South with the statement of the expenses of 
the Thousand in a box. Pasolini considers it a "first, suspicious, massacre matured by the 
Right" and admires how Stanislao Nievo manages to translate this political investigation into a 
"sentimental journey, with initiatory value". He also notes that Nievo's book is "a pastiche in 
which... the" way of making the novel "is also novel", and that the narrator's ego, through the 
investigation, "seeks for himself as a fetus". 


The idea of using it in this way is a Pasolini idea mentioned in a notebook that the reader will 
find in the Appendices. 


In reality, as I said, there are three Cefis speeches to be found at the Vieusseux; but the third 
(An interesting case: Montedison) is simply a history of the group and does not seem very 
pertinent to Pasolini's interests, unlike the other two. And in any case the "note to be 
destroyed" removes any doubt as to the fact that Pasolini's plural alluded to two discourses; 
faithful also in this to that "fixation on the two" that characterizes the entire structure of the 
novel. 


On the other hand, it did not seem necessary to publish the photos or images of which 
Pasolini gives us the ekphrasis in the text; perhaps he would have inserted them as “figural 
integration”, but perhaps not. 


See Dino Pedriali's interview with Daniela Treveri in «Tempo», February 16, 1993. Pedriali 
referred the same things to me several times, accompanying them with memories of that car 
trip that sounded like the truth; for example, at a certain point while chatting Pasolini 
allegedly confessed to him «I'm fed up with blacks, here with us beauty has another flick of 
the thumb» — «Beauty has another flick of the thumb»: I exclude that Pedriali knew at the 
time this verse (from La Guinea, 1962), therefore those words remembered must really have 


come from Pasolini's lips. 


In the preface (1975) of Divina Mimesis, Pasolini states that he publishes that unfinished 
work, as a document, also to spite his enemies: in fact, by offering them one more reason to 
despise me, I offer them one more reason to go to hell. 
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